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LUCILE, 

* 

Belrtcatiott. 

TO    MY    FATHER. 

T  DRnirATE  to  yon  a  work,  which  is  submitted  to  the  public  with  n  diffidence  and 
hesitation  proportioned  to  the  novelty  of  the  effort  it  represents.  For  in  this  poem  I 
bave  abandoned  those  forms  of  vers.<  with  which  I  had  most  familiarized  my  thoughts, 
and  have  endeavored  to  follow  a  path  011  which  I  could  discover  no  footprints  before 
me,  either  to  guide  or  to  warn. 

There  is  a  moment  of  profound  discouragement  which  succeeds  to  prolonged  effort; 
when,  the  labor  which  has  become  a  habit  having  ceased,  we  miss  the  sustaining  sense 
of  its  championship,  and  stand,  with  a  feeling  of  strangeness  and  embanassir.ent.  be- 
fore the  abrupt  and  naked  result.  As  regards  myself,  in  the  present  instance,  the  force 
of  all  such  sensations  is  increased  by  the  circumstances  to  which  I  have  referred.  And 
in  this  moment  of  discouragement  and  doubt  my  heart  instinctively  turns  to  you,  from 
whom  it  has  so  often  sought,  from  whom  it  has  never  failed  to  receive,  support. 

I  do  not  inscribe  to  you  this  book  because  it  contains  anything  that  is  worthy  of  the 
beloved  ami  honored  name  with  which  I  thus  seek  to  associate  it:  nor  yet,  because  I 
would  avail  myself  of  a  vulgar  pretext  to  display  in  public  an  affection  that  is  bed 
hi>:i  red  by  the  silence  which  it  renders  sacred. 

Feelings  only  such  as  those  with  which,  in  days  when  there  existed  for  me  no  critic 
less  gentle  than  yourself,  1  brought  to  you  my  childish  manuscripts. — feelings  only 
such  as  those  which  have,  in  later  years,  associated  with  your  heart  all  that  has  moved 
or  occupied  my  own,— lead  me  once  more  to  seek  assurance  from  the  grasp  of  that  hand 
which  has  hith'-rto  been  my  guide  and  comfort  through  the  life  I  owe  to  you. 

And  as  in  childhood,  when  exist. -nee  had  ro  toil  beyond  the  day's  simple  lesson,  no 
ambition  beyond  the  neighboring  approval  of  the  night,  1  brought  to  you  the  morning's 
task  for  the  evening's  sanction,  so  now  1  bring  to  you  this  self-appointed  task-work  of 
maturer  years;  less  confident  ind«ed  of  your  approval,  but  not  less  confident  of 
your  love  ;  and  anxious  only  to  realize  your  presence  between  myself  and  the  public, 
and  to  mingle  with  those  severer  voices  to  whose  final  sentence  1  submit  my  work  the 
beloved  and  gracious  accents  of  your  own. 

OWEN  MEREDITH. 


PART    I. 


CANTO  I. 

I. 

f.etier  from  (he  COMTESSE  DE  NEV- 
ERS  io  LORD  ALFRED  VARGRAVE. 
'*  i  HEAR  from  Bigorre  you  are  there. 
I  am  told 


Your  last  words  recorded  a  pledge— 
what  you  will — 

A  promise — the  time  is  now  come  '9 
fulfil. 

The  letters  I  ask  you,  my  lord,  to  re- 
turn, 

I  desire  to  receive  from  your  hand. 


Ton  are  going  to  marry  Miss  Darcy.  i  You  discern 

Of  old,  fit  now,    My  reasons,  which,  therefore,  I  need 

So  long  since  you  may  have  forgotten  not  explain. 


(When  we  parted  as  friends,   soon 
mere  strangers  to  grow,) 


The  distance  to  Luchon  is  short.     I 
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LUCILE. 


A  month  in  these  mountains.     Miss 

Dairy,  perchance, 
Will  forego  one  brief  page  from  the 

summer  romance 
Of  her  courtship,  and  spare  you  one 

<lay  from  your  place 
At  her  feet,  in  the  light  of  her  fair 

English  face. 
I  desire  nothing  more,  and  I  trust 

you  will  feel 
1  clesi.'e  nothing  much. 

••  Your  friend  always, 

"  LUCILE." 


Now  in  May  Fair,  of  course, — in  the 
fair  month  of  May, — 

When  life  is  abundant,  and  busy, 
and  gay  : 

When  the  markets  of  London  are 
noisy  about 

Young  ladies,  and  strawberries,  — 
"  only  just  out  : '' 

Fresh  strawberries  sold  under  all  the 
house-eaves. 

And  young  ladies  on  sale  for  the 
strawberry  leaves  : 

When  cards,  invitations,  and  three- 
cornered  notes 

Fly  about  like  white  butterflies, — 
gay  little  motes 

In  the  sunbeam  of  Fashion  ;  and 
even  Blue  Books 

Take  a  heavy-winged  flight,  and  grow 
busy  as  rooks  ; 

And  the  postman  (that  Genius,  in- 
different and  stern, 

Who  shakes  out  even-handed  to  all, 
from  his  urn, 

Those  lots  which  so  often  decide  if 
our  day 

S'i:ill  be  fretful  and  anxious,  or  joy- 
ous and  gay). 

Brings,  each  morning,  more  letters 
of  one  sort  or  other 

_Than  Cadmus  himself  put  together, 
to  bother 

The  heads  of  Hellenes  ; — I  say,  in 
the  » 

Of  Fair  May,  in  May  Fair,  there  can 
be  no  reason 


Why,  when  quietly  munching  your 
dry-toast  and  butter, 

Your   nerves    should     be    suddenly 
thrown  in  a  flutter 

At  the  sight  of  a  neat  little  letter, 
addressed 

In  a  woman's  handwriting,  contain- 
in  u,  half  guesM'd. 

An   odor    of    violets    faint    as    the 
.Spring. 

And  coquettishly  sealed  with  a  small 

net-ring. 

i  But  in  Autumn,  the  season  of  som- 
bre reflection, 

I  When  a  damp  day,  at  breakfast,  be- 
gins with  dejection  ; 

Far  from  London   and  Paris,  and  ill 
at  one's  ease, 

Away  in  the  heart  of  the  blue  Pyre- 
nees, 

Where  a  call  from  the  doctor,  a  stroll 
to  the  bath, 

A  ride  through  the  hills  on  a  hack 
like  a  lath, 

A  cigar,  a  French  novel,  a  tedious 
flirtation, 

Are  all  a  man  finds  for  his  day's  oc- 
cupation, 

The  whole  case,  believe  me,  is  total- 
ly changed. 

And  a  letter  may  alter  the  plans  we 
arranged 

Over-night,   for    the    slaughter    of 
Time. — a  wild  beast. 

Which,  though  classified  yet  by  no 
naturalist, 

Abounds  in  these  mountains,  more 
hard  to  ensnare, 

And  more  mischievous,  too,  than  the 
lynx  or  the  bear. 
in. 

I  marvel  less,  therefore,  that,  having 
already 

Torn  open  this  note,   with   a  hand 
most  unsteady. 

Lord  Alfred  was  si  art  led. 

The  month  is  Scptcmb-T  ; 

Time,  morning  ;    the    scene   at    Bi- 
gorre  ;  (pray  n  member 

These  facts,  gentle  reader,  because  I 
intend 


LUCILE. 


To  fling  all  the  unities  by  at  the  end. ) 
He   walked   to   the    window.      The 

morning  was  chill  : 
The  brown  woods  were  crisped  in  the 

cold  on  the  hill  : 
The  sole  thing  abroad  in  the  streets 

was  the  wind  ; 
And  the  straws  on  the  gu?t.  like  the 

thoughts  in  his  mind. 
Tose,  and  eddied  around  and  around, 

as  though  teasing 
Each  other.     The  prospect,  in  truth, 

was  unpleasing  : 
And   Lord   Alfred,    whilst   moodily 

gazing  around  it. 
To  himsi'l:'  more  than  once  'vexed  in 

soul)  sighed 
.   .   .    "Confound  it  !" 


What  the  thoughts  were  which  led 

to  this  bad  interjection. 
Sir,  or  Madam,  I  leave  to  your  future 

detection  ; 
For  whatever  they  were,  they  were 

hurst  in  upon, 
As  the  door  was  hurst  through,  by 

my  lord's  Cousin  John. 

JOHN. 


A  fool.  Alfred,  a  fool,  a  most  motley 
fool  ! 

LORD  ALFRED. 
Who  ? 

JOHN. 
The  man  who  has  anything  better  to 

do  ; 
And  yet  so  far  forgets  himself,  so  far 

degrades 
His  position  as  Man,  to  this  worst  of 

all  trades, 
Which  even  a  well-brought-up   ape 

were  above, 
To  travel  about    with    a    woman   in 

love.  — 
Unless  she's  in  love  with  himself. 

ALFRED. 

Indeed  !  why 
Are  you  there  then,  dear  Jack  ? 


Jony. 
Can't  you  guess  it  ? 

ALFRED. 

Net  I. 
JOHN. 

Because  I  hate  nothing  that's  bettei 
to  do. 

I  had  rather  be  bored,  my  clear  Al- 
fred, by  you. 

On  the  whole  (I  must  own),  than  b« 
bored  by  myself. 

That  perverse,  imperturbable,goklen- 
haired  elf — 

Your  Will-o'-the-wisp — that  has  led 
you  and  me 

Such  a  dance  through  these  hills — 

ALFRED. 

Who,  Matilda  ? 

JOHN. 

Yes  !  she, 

Of  course  !  who  but  she  could  con- 
trive so  to  keep 
One's  eyes,  and  one's  feet  too,  from 

falling  asleep 

For  even  one  half-hour  of  the  long 
twenty-four  ? 

ALFRED. 
What's  the  matter  ? 

JOHN. 
Why,  she  is — a  matter,  the  more 

I  consider  about  it,  the  more  it  de- 
mands 

An  attention  it  does  not  deserve  ; 
and  expands 

Beyond  the  dimensions  which  even 
crinoline. 

When  possessed  by  a  fair  face  and 
saucy  Eighteen, 

Is  entitled  to  take  in  this  very  small 
s;ar, 

Already  too  crowded,  as  I  think,  by 
far. 

You  read  Malthus  and  Sadler  ? 

ALFRED. 

Of  course. 
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JOHN. 

To  what  use, 

When  you  countenance,  calmly,  such 
monstrous  abuse 

Of  one  mere  human  creature's  legit- 
imate .space 

In  this  world  ?  Mars,  Apollo,  Viro- 
ruin  !  the  case 

Wholly  passes  my  patience. 

ALFRED. 

My  own  is  worse  tried. 

JOHN. 
Yours,  Alfred  ? 

ALFRED. 
Read  this,  if  you  doubt,  and  decide. 

JOHN  (readiny  the  letter). 
"  I  hear  from  liiyorre  you  are  there. 

I  am  told 
You  are  </oiny  to  marry  Miss  Darcy. 

Of  old— " 
What  is  this  ? 

ALFBBD. 

Read  it  on  to  the  end,  and  you'll 
know. 

JOHN  (continues  readiny). 
"  When  we  parted,  your  last  words 

recorded  a  vow — 
What  you  will  "... 
Hang  it  !   this  smells  all  over,  I 

swear, 
Of  adventures  and  violets.     Was  it 

your  hair 
You  promised  a  lock  of  ? 

ALFRED. 

Read  on.     You'll  discern. 
JOHN  (continues). 
'  Those  letters  I  ask  you,  my  lord, 

to  return."  .  .  . 

fumph  !   .    .    .    Letters  !  .    .   .   the 
matter  is  worse  than  I  guessed ; 
'„  have  my  misgivings  — 

ALFRED. 

Well,  read  out  the  rest, 
And  advise. 


JOHN. 
Eh  ?  ...  Where  was  I  ?  . 

(Continues.) 

"  3//.SN  Dun-;/.  prrcJitiiit'?, 
Will  forec/o  one  brief  p age  from  the 

summer  romance 
Qf  her  courtship."  .  .  . 

Egad !  a  romance,  for  my  part, 
I'd   forego  every  page   of,  and   mt 
break  my  heart ! 

ALFRED. 
Continue ! 

JOHN  (readiny). 
"And  spare  you  one  day  from  your 

place 

At  her  feet."  .  .  . 
Pray  forgive  me  the  passing  grim- 
ace. 

I  wish  you  had  MY  place! 
(Beads.) 

"  I  trust  you  will  feel 
I    desire     nothing     much.       Your 
friend"  .  .  . 

Bless  me!  "Lucille"  ? 
The  Comtesse  de  Nevers  ? 

ALFRED. 
Yes. 
JOHN. 

What  will  you  do  ? 
ALFRED. 

You  ask  me  just  what  I  woitid  rather 
ask  you. 

JOHN. 
You  can't  go. 

ALFRED. 
I  must. 

JOHN. 

And  Matilda  ? 

ALFRED. 

O,  that 
You  must  manage! 

JOHN. 

Must  I  ?    I  decline  it,  though,  flat. 
In  an  hour  the  horses  will  be  at  the 
door. 


LUCILE. 


II 


And  Matilda  is  now  in  her  habit. 

Before 
t  have    finished    my    breakfast,   of 

course  I  receive 
A  message,  for  <-  dear  Cousin  John  !  " 

...  I  must  leave 
At  the  jeweller's  the  bracelet  which 

you  broke  last  night; 
I  must  call  for  the  music.     "Dear 

Alfred  is  right: 
The  black  shawl  looks  best  :  will  I 

change  it  ?    Of  course 
I  can  just  stop,  in  passing,  to  order 

the  horse. 
Then  Beau  has  the  mumps,  or  St. 

Hubert  knows  what; 
Will  I  see  the  dog-doctor?"     Hang 

Beau!     I  will  not. 

ALFRED. 
Tush,  tush!  this  is  serious. 

Joux. 

It  is. 

ALFRED. 

Very  well, 
You  must  think  — 

JOHX. 

What  excuse  will  you  make,  though  ? 

ALFRED. 

O,  tell 
Mrs.  Darcy  that  .  .  .  lend  me  your 

wits,  Jack!  .  .  .  the  deuce! 
Can  you  not  stretch  your  genius  to  fit 

a  friend's  use  '? 
Excuses    are   clothes   which,    when 

asked  unawares. 
Good  Breeding  to  naked  Necessity 

spares. 
You  must  have  a  whole  wardrobe. 

no  doubt. 

JOHN. 

My  dear  fellow ! 

Matilda  is   jealous,   you    know,   as 
Othello. 


ALFRED. 


Vou  joke. 


JOHX. 

I  am  serious.    Why  go  to  Luchon  ? 

ALFRED. 
Don't  ask  me.     I  have  not  a  choice, 

my  dear  John. 
Besides,  shall  I  own  a  strange  sort  of 

desire, 

Before  I  extinguish  forever  the  fire 
Of  youth   and    romance,   in   who:  a 

shadowy  light 
Hope  whispered  her  first  fairy  tales, 

to  excite 
The  last  spark,  till  it  rise,  and  fade 

far  in  that  dawn 
Of  my  days  where  the  twilights  of 

life  were  first  drawn 
By  -the   rosy,    reluctant   auroras  of 

Love  • 
In   short,  from   the  dead  Past  the 

gravestone  to  move : 
Of  the  years  long  departed  forever  to 

take 
One  last  look,  one  final  farewell,  to 

awake 
The  Heroic  of  youth  from  the  Hades 

of  joy, 
And  once  more  be,  though  but  for 

an  hour,  Jack — a  boy! 

JOHN. 

You  had  better  go  hang  yourself. 
ALFRED. 

No!  were  it  but 
To  make  sure  that  the  Past  from  the 

Future  is  shut, 
It  were  worth   the   step  back.     Do 

you  think  we  should  live 
With  the  living  so  lightly,  and  learn 

to  survive 
That  wild  moment  in  which  to  tie 

grave  and  its  gloom 
We  consigned  our  heart's  best,  if  the 

doors  of  the  tomb 
Were  not  locked  with  a  key  which 

Fate  keeps  for  our  sake  ? 
If  the  dead  could    return,   or  the 

corpses  awake  ? 


JOHN. 


Nonsense ! 
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A  I.  FI:K  i). 

Not  wholly.  The  mnn  who  gets  up 
'    A  filled  guest  from  the  banquet,  and 

drains  off  his  cup, 
ilie  last  lamp  extinguished  with 
cheerfulness,  goes 

Well  contented   to  bed,  and  enjoys 
its  repose. 

(IS  ut  he   who    hath    supped    at  the 
tables  of  kings. 

And  yet  stan ed  in  the  sight  of  lux- 
urious things  , 

Who  hath  watched   the  wine  flow, 
by  himself  hut  half  tasted, 

Heard  the  music,  and  yet  missed  the 
tune  :  who  hath  \vasted 

One  part   of   life's   grand  possibili- 
ties ; — friend, 

That  man  will    bear  with   him,  be 
sure,  to  the  end, 

A.    blighted    experience,    a    rancor 
within  . 

You  may  call  it  a  virtue,  I  call  it  a 
sin. 

Joii.v. 

you  remember  the  cynical  story 
Of  that  wicked  old  piece  of  Experi- 

rience — a  hoary 
Lothario,  whom  dying,  the  priest  by 

his  bod 
(Knowing  well  the  unprincipled  life 

he  had  led. 
And  observing,  with  no  small  amount 

ot  surprise. 

nation  and  calm  in  the  old  sin- 
ner's < 
Asked  if  he  had  nothing  that  weighed 

on  liis  mind  • 
"Well.  .   .  .   no,"  says  Lothario,  "  I 

think  not.     I  find 
On  reviewing  my  life,  which  in  most 

tilings  was  pleu-anl. 
I  never  neglected,  when  once  it  was 

present, 
An  occasion  of  pleasing  myself.    On 

the  whole, 

I  have  naught  to  regret";  .  .  .  and 

>o.  smiling,  his  soul 
Took  its  Might  from  this  world. 


ALFRED. 

Well,  Regret  or  Remorse, 
Which  is  best  ? 

Joiix. 

Why,  Regret. 

ALFRED. 

No  ;  Remorse,  Jack,  of  course  ; 

For  the  one  is  related,  to  he  sure,  to 
the  other. 

Regret  is  a  spiteful  old  maid  ;  but 
her  brother. 

Remorse,  though  a  widower  cer- 
tainly, yet 

J/os  been  wed  to  young  Pleasure. 
Dear  Jack,  hang  Regret! 

Jonx. 
Bref  !  you  mean,  then,  to  go  ? 

ALFRED. 

Bref  I  I  do. 

JOHX. 

One  word  .  .  .  stay  \ 
Are  you  really  in  love  with  Matilda  '.' 

ALFRED. 

Love,  eli  ? 
What  a  question  !    Of  course. 

JOHN. 

Were  you  really  ,v\  Icve 
With  Madame  de  Nevers  ? 

ALFRED. 

What  ;  Lucile  ?    No,  by  Jovv 
Never  really. 

JOHN. 
She's  pretty  ? 

ALFRED. 

Decidedly  so. 
At  least,  so  she  was,  some  ten  sum- 

mers  ago. 
As  -oft  and  as  sallow  as  Autumn,— 

witli  hair 
Neither   black,   nor  yet   brown,   but 

that  tinge  which  the  air 
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Takes  at  eve   in  September,  when 

night  lingers  lone 
Through    a    vineyard,   from   beams 

of  a  slow-setting  sun. 
Eyes — the  wistful  gazelle's  ;  the  tine 

foot  of  a  fairy  ; 
And  a  hand  tit  a  fay's  wand  to  wave, 

— while  and  airy  ; 
A.  voice  soft  and  sweet  as  a  tune  that 

one  knows. 
Something  in  her  there  was,  set  you 

thinking  of  those 
Strange  backgrounds  of  Raphael  .  .  . 

"that  hectic  and  (h-cp 
Brief   twilight    in    which    southern 

suns  fall  asleep. 

JOHN. 

Coquette  ? 

ALFRED. 

Not  at  all.  'Twas  her  own  fault. 
Not  she  ! 

I  had  loved  her  the  better,  had  she 
less  loved  me. 

The  heart  of  a  man's  like  that  deli- 
cate weed 

Which  requires  to  be  trampled  on, 
boldly  indeed, 

Ere  it  gives  forth  the  fragrance  you 
wish  to  extract. 

'Tis  a  simile,  trust  me,  if  not  new, 
exact. 

JOHN. 
Women  change  so. 

ALFRED. 

Of  course. 
JOHN. 

Ami,  unless  rumor  errs, 
I  believe  that,  last  year,  the  Comtesse 
de  Nevers  * 

*  O  Shakespeare  !  liow  oonldst  thou  ask 
"  What's  in  a  name  ?" 

"J'is  tlie  devil's  in  it  when  a  bard  has  to 
frame 

English  rhymes  for  alliance  wKh  names 
that  are  French  j 

And  in  these  rhymes  of  mine,  well  I  know 
that  1  trench 

All  too  far  on  that  license  which  critics  re- 
fuse. 


Was  at   Baden   the  rage, — held  an 

absolute  court 
Of  devoted  adorers,  and  really  made 

sport 
Of  her  subjects. 

ALFRED. 

Indeed  ! 

Jonx. 

When  she  broke  off  with  you 
Her  engagement,  her  heart  did  not 
break  with  it  '? 

ALFKED. 

Pooh  ! 
Pray  would  you  have  had  her  dress 

always  in  black, 
And   shut  herself  up  in  a  convent, 

dear  Jack  ? 

Besides,  'twas  my  fault  the  engage- 
ment was  broken. 

JOHN, 

Most  likely.     How  was  it? 

ALFHKD. 

The  tale  is  soon  spoken. 
She  bored  me.     I  showed  it.     She 

saw  it.     What  next  ? 
She  reproached.      I   retorted.      Of 

course  she  was  vexed. 
I  was  vexed  that  she  was  so.    She 

sulked.     So  did  I. 
If  I  asked  her  to  sing,  she  looked 

ready  to  cry. 
I   was    contrite,    submissive.      She 

softened.     I  hardened. 
At  noon  I  was  oanished.     At  eve  I 

was  pardoned. 


Wt  til  Just  right,  to  accord  to  a  well-brougl  '<• 

tip  Muse. 
Vet,  though  faulty  the  union,  in  many  a 

line, 
"Twixt    my  British-born    verse    and    my 

French  heroine. 
Since,  however  auspiciously  wedded  they 

be, 
There  is    many   a   pair  that    yet   cannot 

agree, 
Your  forgiveness  for  this  pair  the  author 

invites, 
Whom  necessity,  not  inclination,  unites. 
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She  said  I  had  no  heart.     I  said  she 

had  no  reason. 
I  swore  she  talked   nonsense.     She 

sobbed  I  talked  treason. 
In  short,  my  dear  fellow,  'twas  time, 

as  you  see, 
Tilings  should  come  to  a  crisis,  and 

finish.     'Twas  she 
J'y  whom   to  that  crisis  the  matter 

was  brought, 
fc.ie    released   me.      T   lingered.      I 

lingered,  she  thought, 
With    too   sullen    an    aspect.      This 

gave  me,  of  course, 
The  occasion  to  fly  in  a  rage,  mount 

my  horse, 
And  declare  myself  uncomprehend- 

•  •(1.     And  so 
We  parted.    The  rest  of  the  story 

you  know. 

JOHN. 
No,  indeed. 

ALFKED. 
Well,  we  parted.  Of  course  we  could 

not 
Continue  to  meet,  as  before,  in  one 

spot. 
You    conceive     it    was    awkward  ? 

Even  Don  Ferdlnando 
Can  do,  you  remember,  no  more  than 

he  can  do. 
I   think    that   I   acted    exceedingly 

well, 

Considering  the  time  when  this  rup- 
ture befell, 
For  Paris  was  charming  just  then. 

it  deranged 
All  my  plans  for  the  winter.  I  asked 

to  be  changed, — 

Wrote  for  Naples,  then  vacant, — ob- 
tained it, — and  so 
Joined   my  new  post  at  once  ;  but 

scarce  reached  it.  when  lo  ! 
My  first  news  from  Paris  informs  me 

Lucile 
Is  ill,  and  in  danger.  Conceive  what 

I  feel. 
I  fly  back.     I  tiuJ  her  recovered,  but 

yet 


Looking  pale.     I  am  seized  with  a 

contrite  regret; 
I  ask  to  renew  the  engagement. 

Joiix. 

And  she  ? 
ALFRED. 

Reflects,  but  declines.  We  part, 
swearing  to  be 

Friends  ever,  friends  only.  All  that 
sort  of  thing  ! 

We  each  keep  our  letters  ...  a  por- 
trait ...  a  ring  .  .  . 

With  a  pledge  to  return  them  when- 
ever the  one 

Or  the  other  shall  call  for  them  back. 

Joiix. 

Pray  go  on. 
ALFRED. 

My  story  is  finished.     Of  course  I  en- 
join 
On  Lucile  all  those  thousand  good 

maxims  we  coin 
To  supply  the  grim  deficit  found  in 

our  days, 
When  Love  leaves  them  bankrupt.  I 

preach.     She  obeys. 
She  goes  out  in  the  world  ;  lakes  '<v 

dancing  once  more. — 
A  pleasure  she  rarely  indulged   iv 

before. 
I  go  back  to  my  post,  and  collect  (1 

must  own 
'Tis  a  taste  I  had  never  before,  my 

dear  John) 

Antiques  and  small  Elzevirs.  Heigh- 
ho  !  now.  Jack, 
You  know  all. 

Joiix  (rtfler  a  paitxe). 
Y«  u  are  really  resolved  to  go  back? 

ALKKED. 
Eh,  where  ? 

JOHN. 
To  that  worst  of  all  places, — the 

past. 
You  remember  Lot's  wife  ? 
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ALFRED. 

'Twas  a  promise  when  last 
We  parted.  My  honor  is  pledged  to  it. 

JOHN. 

Well, 
What  is  it  you  wish  me  to  do  ? 

ALFRED. 

You  must  tell 
Matilda,  I  meant  to  have  called — to 

leave  word — 

To    explain — but  the    time  was   so 
pressing — 

JOHN. 

My  lord, 

Your  lordship's  obedient  !    1  really 
can't  do.  .  . 

ALFRED. 

You  wish  then  to  break  off  my  mar- 
riage ? 

JOHN. 

Xo,  no  ! 
But  indeed  I  can't  see  why  yourself 

you  need  take 
These  letters. 

ALFRED. 
Not  see  ?  would  you  have  me,  then, 

break 
A  promise  my  honor  is  pledged  to  ? 

JOHX  (humming). 

"  Off,  off, 
And  away  !  said  the  alranyer".  .  . 

ALFRED. 

O,  good  !  O,  you  scoff  ! 

JOHN. 
ilt  what,  my  dear  Alfred  ? 

ALFRED. 
At  all  things ! 

JOHX. 

Indeed  ? 
ALFRED. 

Yes;  I  see  that  your  heart  is  as  dry 
as  a  reed  : 


That  the  dew  of  your  youth  is  rubbed 

off  you  :  I  see 
You  have  no  feeling  left  in  you,  even 

for  me  ! 
At  honor  you  jest  ;  you  are  cold  as 

a  stone 
To  the   warm  voice  of    friendship. 

Belief  you  have  none: 
You  have   lost   fuilh   in   all  things. 

You  carry  a  blight. 
About  with  you  everywhere.     Yes, 

at  the  sight 
Of    such  callous  indifference,  who 

could  be  calm  ? 
I   must   leave  you  at  once,  Jack,  or 

else  the  last  balm 
That  is  left  me  in  Gilead  you'll  t  .rn 

into  gall. 
Heartless,  cold,  unconcerned.  . 

JOHN. 

Have  you  done  ?     Is  that  ill  ? 
Well,  then,  listen  to  me  !  1  pie»-ime 

when  you  made 
Up  your  mind   to  propose  to   Miss 

Darcy.  you  we.  ghed 
All    the     drawbacks     against     the 

equivalent  g.iisM, 
Ere   you   finally  "settled  the    point. 

What  remains 
But  to  stick  to  your  choice  ?    You 

want  money  :  'tis  here. 
A  settled  position:  'tis  yours.    A  ca- 
reer : 
You  secure  it.     A  wife,  young,  and 

pretty  as  rich, 
Whom  all  men  will  envy  you.    Why 

must  you  itch 
To  be  running  away,  on  the  eve  of 

all  this, 
To  a  woman  whom  never  for  once 

did  you  miss 
All  these  years  siare  you  left  her? 

Who  knows  what  may  hap  ? 
This    letter — to    me — is  a    palpable 

trap. 
The  woman  has  changed  since  you 

knew  her.     Perchance 
She  yet  seeks  to  renew  her  youth's 

broken  romance. 
When   women  begin  to  feel   youth 

aud  their  beauty 
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Slip  from  them,  they  count  it  a  sort 
of  a  duty 

To  let  nothing  else  slip  away  unse- 
cured 

Which  these,  while  they  lasted, 
might  once  have  procured. 

Lucile's  coquette  to  the  end  of  her 
fingers, 

I  will  stake  my  last  farthing.  Per- 
haps the  wish  lingers 

To  recall  the  once  reckless,  indiffer- 
ent lover 

To  the  feet  he  has  left  ;  let  intrigue 
now  recover 

What  truth  could  not  keep.  'Twere 
a  vengeance,  no  doubt — 

A  "triumph"; — but  why  must  you 
bring  it  about  ? 

You  are  risking  the  substance  of  all 
that  you  schemed 

To  obtain  ;  and  for  what  ?  Some 
mad  dream  you  have  dreamed  ! 

AI-FI:ED. 
But  there's  nothing  to  risk.  You 

exaggerate.  Jack. 
You  mistake.  In  three  days,  at  the 

most,  I  am  back. 

Jonx. 

Ay,  but  how?  .  .  .  discontented,  un- 
settled, upset, 

Bearing  with  you  a  comfortless 
twinge  of  regret  ; 

Preoccupied,  sulky,  and  likely 
enough 

To  make  your  betrothed  break  off 
all  in  a  huff. 

Three  days,  do  you  say  ?  But  in 
three  days  who  knows 

What  may  happen  ?  1  don't,  nor 
do  you,  1  suppose. 

V. 

Of  all  the  good  things  in  this  good 

world  around  us. 
The  one  most  abundantly  furnished 

and  found  us. 
And   which,    for    that    reason,    we 

least  care  about, 
And  can  best  spare  our  friends,  is 

good  counsel,  no  doubt. 


But  advice,  when  'tis  sought  from  a 
friend  (though  civility 

May  forbid  to  avow  it),  means  mere 
liability 

In  the  bill  we  already  have  drawn 
on  Hemorse, 

Which  we  deem  that  a  true  friend  is 
bound  to  indorse. 

A  mere  lecture  on  debt  from  th;b 
friend  is  a  bore. 

Thus,  the  better  his  cousin's  advice 
was.  the  more 

Alfred  Vargrave  with  angry  resent- 
ment  opposed  it. 

And,  having  the  worst  of  the  con- 
test, he  closed  it 

With  so  linn  a  resolve  his  bad  ground 
to  maintain. 

That,  sadly  perceiving  resistance  was 
vain, 

And  argument  fruitless,  the  amiable 
.Jack 

Came  to  terms,  and  assisted  his 
cousin  to  pack 

A  slender  valise  (the  one  small  con- 
descension 

Which  his  final  remonstrance  ob- 
tained), whose  dimension 

Excluded  large  outfits  ;  and,  cursing 
his  stars,  he 

Shook  hands  with  his  friend  and  re- 
turned to  Miss  Darcy. 

VI. 

Lord  Alfred,  when  last  to  the  win- 
dow he  turned, 
Ere  he   locked   up  and  quitted  his 

chamber,  discerned 
Matilda   ride   by,    with    her  cheek 

beaming  bright 
In  what  Virgil  has  called  "  Youtl  t 

purpureal  light '' 
(I  like  the  expression,  and  can't  fiiul 

a  better). 
lie  sighed  as  he  looked  at  her.     Did 

he  regret  her  ? 
In  her  habit  and  hat,  with  her  glad 

golden  hair,  lair, 

As  airy  and  blithe  as  a  blithe  bird  in 
And  her  arch   rosy  lips,    and    her 

eager  blue  eyes, 


LUCILE. 


With  their  little  impertinent  look  of 

surprise, 
And  her  round  youthful  figure,  and 

fair  neck,  below 
The     dark     drooping     feather,     as 

radiant  as  snow. — 
I  can  only  declare,  that  if  7  had  the 

chance 

Of  passing   three  days   in   the    ex- 
quisite glance 
Of  those  eyes,  or  caressing  the  hand 

that  now  petted 
That  fine  English  mare.    I    should 

much  have  regretted 
Whatever  might  lose  me  one  little 

half-hour 
Of  a  pastime  so  pleasant,  when  once 

in  my  power. 
For,  if  one  drop  of  nr'k  from  the 

bright  Milky-Way 
Could  turn  into   a  woman,  'twould 

look,  I  dare  say. 
Not  more  fresh   than   Matilda  was 

looking  that  day. 


But,     whatever     the     feeling    that 

prompted  the  sigh 
With   which    Alfred    Yargrave  now 

watched  her  ride  by, 
I  can  only  affirm  that,  in  watching 

her  ride. 
A.S  he  turned  from   the  window,  he 

certainly  sighed. 


CANTO  II. 


Letter  from  Lonn  ALFKED  VAK- 
<;I!.\VK  to  the  COMTESSE  DE 
NEVKKS. 

"BiGORRE,  Tuesday. 
*'  Your   note.   Madam,   reached    me 

to-day,  at  Bigorre. 
And  commands   (need    I   add?)  my 

obedience.     Before 
The  niuht  I   shall  be  at  Serchon, — 

where  a  lin", 
If  sent  to  Duval's,  the  hotel  where  I 

dine, 


Will  find  me,  awaiting  your  orders. 

Receive 
My  respects, 

"  Yours  sincerely, 

"A.  VARGRAVE, 

"  I  leave 
In  an  hour." 

II. 

In  an  hour  from  the  time  he  wro.a 

this, 
Alfred     Vargrave,    in     tracking    a 

mountain  abyss, 
Gave  the  rein  to  his  steed  and  hi? 

thoughts,  and  pursued, 
In  pursuing  his  course  through  the 

blue  solitude, 
The  reflections  that    journey    gav< 

rise  to. 

And  here 

(Becaus",   without   some   such  pre- 
caution, I  fear 
You  might  fail  to  distinguish  there 

each  from  the  rest 
Of  the  world  they  belong  to  ;  whost 

captives  are  drest. 
As  our  convicts,  precisely  the  sanu 

one  and  all, 
While  the  coat  cut  for  Peter  is  passed 

on  to  Paul) 
I  resolve,  one  by  one,  when  I  pici 

from  the  mass 
The  persons  I  want,  as  before  you 

they  pass. 
To  label  them  broadly  in  plain  blact 

and  white 
On  the  backs  of   them.     Therefore 

whilst  yet  he's  in  sight, 
I  first  label  mv  hero. 


The  age  is  crone  o'fj'1 

When  a  man  nu>v  in  all  things  be  alt 
We  have  more 

Painters,  poets,  musicians,  and  art- 
ists, no  doubt. 

Than  the  great  Cinquecento  gave 
birth  to;  but  out 

Of  a  million  of  mere  dilettanti,  when, 
when 

Will  a  new  LEONARDO  arise  on  onr 
ken? 
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He  is  gone  with  the  age  which  begat 

him.     Our  own 
Is  too  vast,  and  too  complex,  for  one 

man  alone 
To  embody  its  purpose,  and  hold  it 

shut  close 
In  the  palm  of  his  hand.    There  were 

giants  in  those 
Irreclaimable  days  ;  but  in  these  days 

of  ours. 
In  dividing  the  work,  we  distribute 

the  powers. 

Yet  a  dwarf  on  a  dead  giant's  shoul- 
ders sees  more 

Than  the  'live  giant's  eyesight  avail- 
ed to  explore  : 
And   in    life's   lengthened   alphabet 

what  used  lo  be 

To  our  sires  X  Y  /  is  to  us  A  B  C. 
A   Vanini    is    roasted   alive  for   his 

pains, 
But  a  Bacon  conies  after  and  picks 

up  bis  brains. 
A   Bruno   is   angrily  seized   by   the 

throttle 
And    hunted    about   by   thy    ghost, 

Aristotle, 
Till  a  More  or  Lavater  step  into  his 

place  : 
Then  the  world  turns  and  makes  an 

admiring  grimace. 
Once  the  men  were  so  great  and  so 

few.  th<\v  appear, 

Through  a  distant  Olympian  atmos- 
phere, 
Like  vast  Caryatids   upholding  the 

age. 
.Vow  the  men  are  so  many  and  small, 

disengage 
One  man  from  the  million  to  mark 

him.  next  moment 
The  crowd  sweeps  him  hurriedly  out 

of  your  comment  ; 
And  since  we  seek  vainly  (to  praise 

in  our  songs) 
'ilid  our  fellows  ihe  size  which  to 

heroes  belongs. 
We  take  (lie  whole  age  for  a  hero,  in 

want 
Of  a  better  :  and  still,  in  its  favor, 

descar.t 


On    the    strength    and    the    beauty 
which,  failing  to  find 

In  any  one  man,  we  ascribe  to  man- 
kind. 

IV. 

Alfred   Vargrave  was  one   of   these 
men  who  achieve 

So  little,  because  of  the  much  they 
conceive. 

With  irresolute  finger  he  knocked  at 
each  one 

Of  the  doorways  of  life,  and  abided 
in  none. 

His  course,  by  each  star  th:it  would 
cross  it,  was  set.  [regret. 

And  whatever  he  did  he  was  sine  lo 

That  target,  discussed  by  the  travel- 
lers of  old. 

Which   to   one  appeared  argent,   to 
one  appeared  gold, 

To  him,  ever   lingering  on    Doubt's 
dix/y  margent, 

Appeared  in  one  moment  both  golden 
and  argent. 

The  man  who  seeks  one  thing  in  life, 
and  but  one,  [done  : 

May  hope  to  achieve  it  before  lite  lie 

But  he  who  seeks  all  things,  wher- 
ever he  goes, 

Only  reaps   from   the   hopes   which 
around  him  he  sows 

A  harvest  of  barren   regrets.     And 
the  worm 

That   crawls   on   in  the  dust  to  the 
definite  term 

Of  its  creeping  existence,  and  sees 
nothing  more 

Than  the  path  it  pursues  till  its  creep- 
ing be  o'er. 

In  its  limited  vision,  is  happier  far 

Thau   the   Ilalf-Saue.  \\hnse  course, 
fixed  by  no  friendly  star. 

Is  by  each  star  distracted  in  turn,  and 
who  knows 

Each  will  still  be  as  distant  wherever 
he  goes. 

v. 

Both  brilliant  and  brittle,  both  bo<d 
and  unstable. 

Indecisive    yet    keen,    Alfred    Var- 
grave seemed  able 
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To  da/zle.  but  not  to  illumine  man- 
kind. 

A  vigorous,  various,  versatile  mind  ; 

A  character  wavering,  fitful,  uncer- 
tain, 

As  the  shadow  that  shakes  o'er  a 
luminous  curtain. 

Vague,  flitting,  bai  on  it  forever  im- 
pressing 

The  shape  of  some  substance  at 
which  you  stand  guessing  : 

When  you  said.  "All  is  worthless 
and  weak  here,"  behold  ! 

Into  sight  on  a  sudden  there  seemed 
to  unfold  [the  man  : 

(Treat  outlines  of  strenuous  truth  in 

When  you  said.  "  This  is  genius," 
the  outlines  grew  wan. 

And  his  life,  though  in  all  things  so 
gifted  and  skilled, 

Was,  at  best,  but  a  promise  which 
nothing  fulfilled. 


In  the   budding  of   youth,  ere  wild 
winds  can  deflower 

The  shut  leaves  of  man's  life,  round 
the  germ  of  his  power 

Yet  folded,  his  life  had  been  earnest. 
Alas  ! 

In   that   life  one  occasion,  one  mo- 
ment, there  was 

When   this  earnestness  might,  with 
the  life-sap  of  youth. 

Lusty   fruitage    have   borne    in   his 
manhood's  full  growth: 

But  it  found  him  too  soon,  when  his 
nature  was  still 

The  delicate  toy  of  too  pliant  a  will. 

The  boisterous  wind  of  the  world  to 
resist,  [wisdom. 

Or  the  frost  of  the  world's  wintry 
He  missed 

That  occasion,  too  rathe  in  its  ad- 
vent. 

Since  then. 

lie  had  made  it  a  law,  in  his  com- 
merce with  men. 

That   int en:  :ty  in  him,  which  only 
left  sore  [ignore. 

The  heart  it  disturbed,  to  repel  and 


And  thus,  as  some  Prince  by  his 
subjects  deposed. 

Whose  strength  he.  by  seeking  to 
crush  it,  disclosed. 

In  resigning  the  power  he  lacked 
power  to  support, 

Turns  his  back  upon  courts,  with  a 
sneer  at  tin1  court. 

In  his  converse  this  man  for  self- 
comfort  appealed 

To  a  cynic  denial  of  all  he  concealed 

In  the  instincts  and  feelings  belied 
by  his  words. 

Words,  however,  are  things  ;  and 
the  man  who  accords 

To  his  language  the  license  to  out- 
rage his  soul 

Is  controlled  by  the  words  he  dis- 
dains to  control. 

And,  therefore,  he  seemed  in  the 
deeds  of  each  day. 

The  light  code  proclaimed  on  his 
lips  to  obey  ; 

And,  the  slave  of  each  whim,  fol- 
lowed wilfully  aught 

That  perchance  fooled  the  fancy,  or 
flattered  the  thought. 

Yet,  indeed,  deep  within  him,  the 
spirits  of  truth. 

Vast,  vague  aspirations,  the  powers 
of  his  youth, 

Lived  and  breathed,  and  made  moan 
— stirred  themselves  —  strove 
to  start 

Into  deeds — though  deposed,  in  that 
Hades,  his  heart. 

Like  those  antique  Theogonies  ru- 
ined and  hurled 

Under  clefts  of  the  hills,  which, 
convulsing  the  world. 

Heaved,  in  earthquake,  their  heads 
the  rent  caverns  above. 

To  trouble  at  times  in  the  light  court 
of  Jove  [fined  awe- 

All  its  frivolous  gods,  with  an  niido- 

Of  wronged  rebel  powers  that  owned 
not  their  law. 

For  his  sake.  I  am  fain  to  believe 
that,  if  born 

To  some  lowlier  rank  (from  the 
world's  languid  scoria 
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Secured  by  the  world's  stern  resist- 
ance), whore  strife, 

Strife  anil  toil,  and  not  pleasure, 
pave  purpose  to  life, 

fie  possibly  might  have  contrived  to 
attain 

Not  eminence  only,  hut  worth.  So, 
again, 

Had  he  been  of  his  own  house  the 
first-born,  each  gift 

Of  a  mind  many-gifted  had  gone  to 
uplift 

A  great  name  by  a  name's  greatest 
uses. 

But.  there 

He  stood  isolated,  opposed,  as  it 
were, 

To  life's  great  realities  ;  part  of  no 
plan  : 

And  if  ever  a  nobler  ami  happier 
man 

lie  might  hope  to  become,  that  alone 
could  be  when 

With  all  that  is  real  in  life  and  in 
men 

What  was  real  in  him  should  have 
been  reconciled  ; 

When  each  influence  now  from  ex- 
perience exiled 

Should  have  seixed  on  his  being, 
combined  with  his  nature. 

And  formed,  as  by  fusion,  a  new  hu- 
man creature  : 

As  when  those  airy  elements  view- 
less to  sight 

(The  amalgam  of  which,  if  our  sci- 
ence be  right. 

The  serin  of  ibis  populous  planet 
doth  fold) 

Vnite  in  the  glass  of  the  chemist,  be- 
hold : 

Where  a  void  Deemed  before  there  a 
substance  appeals. 

From  the  fusion  of  forces  whence 
issued  the  spheres  ! 

VII. 

But  the.  permanent  cause  why  his 
life  failed  and  missed 

The  full  value  of  life  was, — where 
man  should  resist 


The   world,  which   man's  genius  is 

called  to  command, 
lie  gave  way,  less  fiom  lack  of  the 

power  to  withstand. 
Than  from  lack  of  the  resolute  will 

to  retain 
Those  strongholds  of  life  which  the 

world  strives  to  gain. 
Let   this   character  go"  in    the  oldA 

fashioned  way. 
With  the  moral  thereof  tightly  tacked 

to  it.     Say — 
"  Let  any  man  once  show  the  world 

that  he  feels 
Afraid  of  its  bark,  and   'twill  fly  at 

his  h"els  : 
Let  him  fearlessly  face  it, 'twill  leave 

him  alone  : 
But   'twill    fawn   at   his   feet    if   he, 

flings  it  a  bone." 

VIII. 

The  moon  of  September,  now  half 
at  the  full. 

Was  iinfoldini;  from  darkness  and 
dreamland  the.  lull 

Of  the  quiet  blue  air,  where,  the 
many-faced  hills 

Watched,  well-pleased,  their  fail- 
slaves,  the  light,  foam-fooled 
rills, 

Dance  and  sing  down  the  steep  mar- 
ble stairs  of  their  courts. 

And  gracefully  fashion  a  thousand 
sweet  sports. 

Lord  Alfred  (by  this  on  his  journey- 
ing far) 

Was  pensively  puffing  his  Lope/ 
cigar, 

And  brokenly  humming  an  old  ope™ 
strain. 

And  thinking,  perchance,  of  those 
caslles  in  Spain 

Which  that  long  rocky  barrier  hid 
from  his  sight  ; 

\When  suddenly,  out  of  the  neighbor- 
ing niubt. 

A  horseman  emerged  from  j>.  fold  of 

the  hill. 

so  startled   his  steed,  that  was 
winding  at  will 
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Up  the  thin  dizzy  strip  of  a  pathway 
which  led 

O'er  the  inouiitain — the  reins  on  its 
neck,  and  its  head 

Hanging  lazily  forward — that,  hut  for 
a  hand 

Light  and  ready,  yet  firm,  in  familiar 
command,  , 

J'.oth  rider  and  horse  might  have 
been  in  a  trice 

Hurled  horribly  over  the  grim  prec- 
ipice. 


As  soon  as  the  moment's  alarm  had 
subsided, 

And  the  oath,  with  which  nothing 

can  find  unprovided 
A  thoroughbred  Englishman,  safely 

exploded, 
Lord  Alfred  unbent  (as  Apollo  his 

bow  did 
Now  and  then)  his  erectness  ;    and 

looking,  not  ruder 
Than   such   inroad  would  warrant, 

surveyed  the  intruder. 
Whose  arrival  so  nearly  cut  short  in 

his  glory 
My  hero,  and  finished  abruptly  this 

story. 


x. 


The  stranger,  a  man  of  his  own  age 
or  less. 

Well  mounted,  and   simple  though 

rich  in  his  dress, 

[Wore  his  beard  and  mustache  in  the 
fashion  of  France. 

His  face,  which  was  pale,  gathered 
force  from  the  uiance 

Of  a  pair  of  dark,  vivid,  and  eloquent 
eyes. 

With  a  gest  of  apology,  touched  with 
surprise. 

He  lifted  his  hat,  bowed  and  cour- 
teously made 

Some  excuse  in  such  well-cadenced 
French  fts  betrayed. 

At  the  first  word  he  spoke,  the  Pa- 
risian. 


XI. 

I  swear 
I  have  wandered  about  in  the  world 

everywhere  ; 
From    many   strange   mouths   have 

beard  many  strange  tongues  ; 
Strained  with  many  strange  idioms 

my  lips  and  my  lungs  ; 
Walked  in  many  a  far  land,  regret- 
ting my  own  : 
In  many  a  language  groaned  many 

a  groan  : 
And  have  often  had  reason  to  curse 

those  wild  fellows 
Who  built  the  high  house  at  which 

Heaven  turned  jealous, 
Making  human  audacity  stumble  and 

stammer  , 

When  seized   by   the  throat   in  the 

hard  gripe  of  Grammar. 
But  the  language  of  languages  dear- 
est to  me 
Is  that  in  which  once,  0  ma   ionic 

cltcrie, 
When,  together,  we  bent  o'er  your 

nosegay  for  hours, 
You   explained   what    was    silently 

said  by  the  flowers. 
And,  selecting  the  sweetest  of  all, 

sent  a  flame 
Through  my  neart,  as,  in  laughing, 

you  murmured,  Jt  Cuime. 

XII. 

The  Italians  have  voices  like  pear 
cocks  ;  the  Spanish 

Smell,  I  fancy,  of  garlic  ;  the  Swed- 
ish and  Danish 

Have  something  too  Ilunic,  too 
rough  and  unshod,  in 

Their  accent  for  mouths  not  descend- 
ed from  Odin  ; 

German  gives  me  a  cold  in  the  head, 
sets  me  wheezing 

And  coughing  ;  and  Russian  is  noth- 
ing but  sneezing  ; 

But  by  Belus  and  Babel!  I  never 
have  heard. 

And  I  never  shall  hear  (I  well  know 
iij,  one  word 
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Of  that  delicate  idioin  of  Paris  with- 
out 

I'Yeling  morally  sure,  beyond  ques- 
tion or  douht, 

P»y  the  wild  way  in  which  my  heart 
inwardly  fluttered 

That  my  heart's  native  tongue  to  my 
heart  had  been  uttered. 

And  whene'er  I  hear  French  spoken 
as  I  approve, 

I  feel  myself  quietly  falling  in  love. 


Lord  Alfred,  on  hearing  the  stran- 
ger, appeased 

By  a    something,  an  accent,  a  ca- 
dence, which  pleased 

His   ear  with   that   pledge   of  good 
breeding  which  tells 

At  once  of  the  world  in  whose  fel- 
lowship dwells 

The  speaker  that  owns  it,  was  glad 
to  remark 

In  the  horseman  a  man  one  might 
meet  after  dark 

Without  fear. 

And   thus,   not   disagreeably    im- 
pressed, 

As  it  seemed,  with  each  other,  the 
two  men  abreast 

Rode  on  slowly  a  moment. 

xrv. 
STRANGER. 

I  see,  Sir,  you  are 
A  smoker.    Allow  me  ! 

ALFRED. 

Pray  take  a  cigar. 
STHAXGKI;. 

Many  thanks  ! .  .  .  Such  cigars  are  a 

luxury  here. 
Do  you  go  to  Luehoit  ? 
ALFRED. 

Fes  ;  and  you  ? 

STKA.V;I;I:. 

Yes     I  fear, 

Since  our  road  is  the  s.ime,  that  our 
journey  must  be 


Somewhat  closer  than  is  our  ac- 
quaintance. You  see 

How  narrow  the  path  is.  I'm  tempt- 
ed to  ask 

Your  permission  to  finish  (no  dif- 
ficult task  !  ) 

The  cigar  you  have  given  me  (really 
apprize  ! ) 

In  your  company. 

ALFRED. 

Charmed.  Sir.  to  find  your  road  lies 
In  the  way  of  my  own  inclinations! 

Indeed 
The  dream  of  your  nation  I  find  in 

this  weed. 
In  the  distant  savannas  a  talisman 

grows 
That  makes  all  men  brothers  that 

use  it  ...  who  knows  ? 
That  blaze,  which  erewhile  from  the 

Bouli'vart  outbroke. 
It  has  ended  where  wisdom  begins, 

Sir. — in  smoke. 
Messieurs     Lopez    (whatever     your 

publicists  write) 
Have  done  more  in  their  way  human 

kind  to  unite, 
Perchance,  than  ten  Proudhons. 

STRANGER. 

Yes.     Ah,  what  a  scene  ! 

ALFRED. 

Humph  !  Nature  is  here  too  preten- 
tious. Her  mien 

.Is  too   haughty.      One   likes   to  be 
coaxed,  not  compelled, 

To  the  notice  such  beauty  resents  if 
withheld. 

She  seems  to  be  saying  too  plainly, 
"  Admire  me  !  " 

And  I  answer,  "  Yes,  madam,  Ids 
but  you  tire  me." 

STRANGER. 

That  sunset,  just  now  though  .  .  . 

ALFRED. 

A  very  old  trick! 

One  would  think  that  the  sun  by  this 
time  must  be  sick 
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Of  blushing  at  what,  by  this  time, 

he  must  know 
Too  well   to  be   shocked   by  —  this 

world 

STRANGER 

Ah,  'tis  so 
With  us  all.     'Tis  the  sinner  that 

best  knew  the  world 
A.t   twenty,   whose  lip   is,   at  sixty, 

most  curled 
\Vith  disdain  of  its  follies.   You  stay 

at  Luchon  ? 

ALFRED. 

A  day  or  two  only. 

STRANGER. 

The  season  is  done. 

ALFRED. 
Already  ? 

STRANGER. 
'Twas    shorter  this    year  than  the 

last. 
Folly  soon  wears  her  shoes  out.  She 

dances  so  fast, 
We  are  all  of  us  tired. 

ALFRED. 
You  know  the  place  well  ? 

STRANGER. 

I  have  been  there  two  seasons. 
ALFRED. 

Pray  wno  is  the  Belle 
I  Of  the  Baths  at  this  moment  ? 

STRANGER. 

The  same  who  has  been 
The  belle  of  all  places  in  which  she 

is  seen 
The  belle  of  all  Paris  last  winter  ; 

last  spring 

The  belle  of  all  Baden. 
ALFRED. 

An  uncommon  thing  ! 
STRANGER. 
Sir,   an  uncommon  beauty  !....! 

rather  should  say. 

An    uncommon  character.      Truly, 
each  day 


One  meets  women  whose  beauty  is 

equal  to  hers, 
But  none  with  the  charm  of  Lticile 

de  Nevers. 

ALFRED. 
Madame  de  Nevers  ? 

STRANGER. 

Do  you  know  her* 

ALFRED. 

I  know, 
Or,  rather,  I  knew  her— a  long  time 

ago. 
I  almost  forget .  .  . 

STRANGER. 

*  What  a  wit  !  what  a  grace 
In  her  language  !  her  movements  ! 

what  play  in  her  face  ! 
And  yet  what  a  sadness  she  seems  to 

conceal  ! 

ALFRED. 
You  speak  like  a  lover. 

STRANGER. 

I  speak  as  I  feel, 

But  not  like  a  lover.  What  interests 
me  so 

In  Lucile,  at  the  same  time  forbids 
me,  I  know. 

To  give  to  that  interest,  whatever  the 
sensation. 

The  name  we  men  give  to  an  hour's 
admiration, 

A  night's  passing  passion,  an  ac- 
tress's eyes, 

A  dancing  girl's  ankles,  a  fine  lady's 
sighs". 

ALFRED. 
Yes,  I  quite  comprehend.     But  this 

sadness — this  shade 
Which  you  speak  of  ?  ...  it  almost 

would  make  me  afraid 
Your    gay    countrymen.    Sir,     less 

adroit  must  have  grown, 
Since  when,  as  a  stripling,  at  Paria, 

I  own 
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I  found  in  them  terrible  rivals, — if 
yel 

They  have  all  lacked  the  skill  to  con- 
sole fliis  regret 

(If  regret  be  the  word  I  should  use), 
'  or  fulfil 

This  desire  (if  desire  he  the  word), 
which  seems  still 

1  >  endure  unappeased.  For  I  take 
it  for  granted. 

Jroni  all  that  you  say,  that  the  will 
was  not  wanted. 


The  stranger  replied,  not  without  ir- 
ritation : 

"  I  have  heard  that  an  Englishman 
—  one  of  your  nation, 

I  presume— and  if  so,  I  must  beg 
you,  indeed,  • 

To  excuse  the  contempt  which  I  .  ." 

ALFi:r:i). 

Pray.  Sir,  proceed 
With    your    tale.     My    compatriot, 
what  was  his  crime  ? 

STRAXOER. 
O,  nothing  !    His  folly  was  not  so 

sublime 
As  to  merit  that  term.     If  I  blamed 

him  just  now, 

It  was  not  for  the  sin,  but  the  silli- 
ness. 

ALFRED. 

How? 
STRAXGKR. 
I  own  I  hate  Botany.     Still,  ...  I 

admit. 
Although  I  myself  have  no  passion 

for  it. 

And   do  not  understand,  yet  I  can- 
not despise 
The  cold  man  of  science,  who  walks 

w  ith  his  eyes 
All     alert     through    a    garden     of 

flowers,  and  strips 
The   lilies'   gold    tongues,    and  the 

-'  ivd  lips, 

With  a  ruthless  dissection;  since  he, 
1  suppose, 


Has  some  purpose  beyond  the  mera 

mischief  he  docs. 
But  the  stupid  and  mischievous  boy, 

that  uproots 
The  exotics,  and  tramples  the  tender 

young  shoots, 
For  a  hoy's  brutal  pastime,  and  only 

because 
He    knows     no    distinction    'twixt 

heartsease  and  haws. — 
One  would  wish,  for  the  sake  of  each 

nursling  so  nipped. 
To  catch  the  young  rascal  and  have 

him  well  whipped  ! 

ALFRED. 

Some  compatriot  of  mine,  do  I  then 

understand. 
With  a  cold  Northern  heart,  and  a 

rude  English  hand. 
Has  injured  your  Rosebud  of  France? 

STRANGER. 

Sir,  I  know 
;  But  little,   or  nothing.     Yet    some 

faces  show 

The  last  act  of     tragedy  in  their  re- 
gard: 
Though  the  first  scenes  be  wanting, 

it  yet  is  not  hard 
To   divine,    more   or  less,  what  the 

plot  may  have  been. 
And  what  sort  of  actors  have  passed 

o'er  the  scene, 
And  whenever  1  gaze  on  the  face  of 

Lucile, 
With    its    pensive   and    passionless 

languor,  I  feel 
That     some     feeling     hath     burnt 

there  .  .  .  burnt  out,  and  burnt 

up 
Health  and  hope.     So  you  feel  when 

you  gaxe  down  the  cup 
Of    extinguished     volcanoes  :     you 

judge  of  the  fire 
Once  there,  by  the  ravage  you  see; — 

the  desire. 
By  the  apathy  left  in  its  wake,  am1 

that  sense 

Of  a  moral,  immovable,  mute  impo- 
tence. 
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ALFRED. 
Humph!  ...  I  see  you  have  finished, 

at  last,  your  cigar. 
Can  I  offer  another  :J 

STRANGER. 

Xo.  thank  you.     We  are 
yot  two  miles  from  Luchon. 

ALFRED. 
You  know  the  road  well  ? 

STRANGER. 
I  have  often  been  over  it. 


On 


Here  a  pause  fell 
their  converse.     Still  musingly 

on. -side  by  side, 

In  the  moonlight,  the  two  men  con- 
tinued to  ride 
Down  the  dim   mountain  pathway. 

But.  each,  for  the  rest 
Of  their  journey,  although  they  still 

rode  on  abreast. 
Continued  to  follow  in   silence  the 

train  [ed  his  brain, 

Of  the  different  feelings  that  haunt- 
Aml  each,  as  though  roused  from  a 

deep  reverie, 
Almost    shouted,    descending     the 

mountain,  to  see 
Burst  at  once  on  the  moonlight  the 

silvery  Baths, 
The  long  lime-tree  alley,   the  dark 

gleaming  paths, 
With  the  lamps  twinkling  through 

them  —  the     quaint     wooden 

roofs — 

The  little  white  houses. 
•  The  clatter  of  hoofs, 

And  the  music  of  wandering  bands, 

up  the  walls 
Of  the  steep  hanging  hill,  at  remote 

intervals 
Reached  them,  crossed  by  the  sound 

of  the  clacking  of  whips. 
And  here  and  there,  faintly,  through 

serpentine  slips 

Of  verdant  rose-gardens,  deep-shel- 
tered with  screens 


Of  airy  acacias  and  dark  evergreens, 
They  could  mark  the  white  dresses, 

and  catch  the  li<:ht  songs. 
Of   the    lovely    Parisians  that  wan 

deied  in  throngs. 
Led  by  Laughter  and  Love  through 

the  cold  eventide 
Down  the  dream-haunted  valley,  or 

up  the  hillside. 

XVII. 

At  length,  at  the  door  of  the  inn 


(Pray  go  there,  if  ever  you  go  to  Ser* 

ehon!) 
The  two  horsemen,  well  pleased  to 

have  reached  it.  alighted 
And  exchanged  their  last  greetings 
The  Frenchman  invited 
Lord  Alfred  to  dinner.    Lord  Alfred 

declined. 
He   had   letters    to   write,  and   felt 

tired.     .So  he  dined 
In  his  own  rooms  that  night. 

With  an  unquiet  eye 
He  watched  his  companion  depart; 

nor  knew  why, 
Beyond   all  accountable  reason    or 

measure, 
He  felt  in  his  breast  such  a  sovran 

displeasure. 
"The    fellow's    good-looking,"    he 

murmured  at  last, 
"  And  yet  not  a  coxcomb."     Some 

ghost  of  the  past 
Vexed  him  still. 

"  If   he    love    her,"  he    thought, 

"  let  him  win  her. " 
Then  he  turned  to  the  future — and 

ordered  his  dinner. 

xviri. 
O  hour  of  all  hours,  the  most  blessed 

upon  earth, 
Blesse'd  hour  of  our  dinners! 

The  lai.d  of  Ins  birth; 
The  face  of  his  first  love;  the  bills 

that  he  owes; 
The    twaddle    of    friends    and    the 

venom  of  foes; 
The  sermon  he  heard  when  to  church 

he  last  weut; 
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The  money  he  borrowed,  the  money 

he  spent, — 
All  of  these  things  a  man,  I  believe, 

may  forget, 
And  not  be  the  worse  for  forgetting, 

but  yet 
Never,     never,     O    never!    earth's 

luckiest  sinner 
Hath  unpunished  forgotten  the  hour 

of  his  dinner! 
Indigestion,  that  conscience  of  every 

bad  stomach, 
Shall  relentlessly  gnaw  and  pursue 

him  with  some  ache 
Or  some  pain;  and  trouble,  remoise- 

less,  his  best  case. 
As  the  Furies  once  troubled  the  sleep 

of  Orestes. 


We  may  live  without  poetry,  music, 

and  art  ; 
We  may  live  without  conscience,  and 

live  without  heart  ; 
We  may  live  without   friends  ,   we 

may  live  without  books  , 
But  civilixed  man  cannot  iive  with 

out  cooks. 
He  may  live  without  books, — what 

is  knowledge  but  grieving  ? 
lie  may  live  without  hope, — what  is 

hope  but  deceiving  ? 
He  may  live  without  love, — what  is 

passion  but  pining? 
But  where  is  the  man  thai  can  live 

without  dining  ? 

xx. 

Lord  Alfred  found,  waiting  his  com- 
ing, a  note 

From  Lucile. 

"  Your  last  letter  has  reached  me," 
she  wrote.  [the  ball. 

"  This  evening,  alas  !  I  must  <jo  to 

And  shall  not  be  at  home  till  too 
late  for  your  call  ; 

But    to-morrow,   at  any   rate,  s(uis 
faille,  at  One 

You  will  find  me  at  home,  and  will 
find  me  alone. 

Meanwhile,  let  me  thank  you  sincere- 
ly, uiilord, 


For  the  honor  with  which  you  ad- 
here 1o  your  word. 

Yes,  1  thank  you,  Lord  Alfred  !  To- 
morrow, then. 

"L." 

XXI. 

I  find  myself  terribly  puzzled  to  tell 
The  feeling  with  which  Alfred  Vai- 

grave  flung  down 
This  note,  as  he  poured  out  his  wine. 

1  must  own 
That  ]  think  he  himself  could  have 

haidly  explained 
Those  feelings  exactly. 

"  Yes.  yes,"  as  he  drained 
The     glass     down,     he     muttered, 

"  Jack's  right,  after  all. 
The  coquette  !" 

"Does  milord  mean  to  go  to  the 

ball?" 
Asked  the  waiter,  who  lingered. 

"  Perhaps.     I  don't  know. 
You  may  keep  me  a  ticket,  in  case  I 

should  go." 

XXII. 

O.  better,  no  doubt,  is  a  dinner  of 
herbs, 

When  seasoned  by  love,  which  no 
rancor  disturbs, 

And  sweetened  by  all  that  is  sweet- 
est in  life, 

Than  tmbot,  bisque,  ortolans,  eaten 
in  strife  ! 

But  if,  out  of  humor,  and  hungry, 
alone, 

A  man  should  sit  down  to  a  dinner, 
each  one 

Of  the  dishes  of  which  the  cook 
chooses  to  spoil 

With  a  horrible  mixture  of  gallic  ani 
oil. 

The  chances  aie  ten  against  one,  I 
must  own, 

He  gels  up  as  ill-tempered  as  when 
he  sal  down. 

And  if  any  reader  this  fact  to  dis- 
pute is 

Disposed,  I  say.  .  .  " Allium  edat 
eicutin 

Nocentius  !  " 
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Over  the  fruit  and  the  wine 
Undisturbed  the  wasp  settled.    The 

evening  was  line. 
Lord  Alfred  his  chair  by  the  window 

had  set,  cigarette. 

And    languidly    lighted    his    small 
The  window  was  open.     The  warm 

air  without 
Waved   the   flame   of    the    candles. 

The  moths  were  about. 
In  the  gloom  he  sat  gloomy. 

XXIII. 

Gay  sounds  from  below 
Floated  np  like  faint  echoes  of  joys 

long  ago, 
And  night  deepened  apace;  through 

the  dark  avenues 
The  lamps  twinkled  bright;  and  by 

threes,  and  by  twos, 
The  idlers  of  Lux-lion  were  strollin"- 

at  will, 
As  Lord  Alfred  could  see  from  the 

cool  window-sill, 
Where   his    ga/e.    as    he    languidly 

turned  it,  fell  o'er 
His  late  travelling  companion,  now 

passing  be  tore 
The  inn,  at  the  window  of  which  he 

still  sat, 
In  full  toilet, — boots  varnished,  and 

snowy  cravat, 
Gayly  smoothing  and   buttoning  a 

yellow  kid  glove, 
As  he  turned  down  the  avenue. 

Watching  above, 
From  his  window,  the  stranger,  who 

stopped  as  he  walked 
To  mix  with  those  groups,  and  now 

nodded,  now  talked. 
To  the  young  Paris  dandies,  Lord 

Alfred  discerned, 
By   the  way  hats  were   lifted,  and 

glances  were  turned, 
That   this    unknown    acquaintance, 

now  bound  for  the  ball. 
Was  a  person  of  rank  or  of  fashion  ; 

for  all 
Whom   he  bowed   to  in   passing,  or 

stopped  with  and  chattered. 
Walked  on  with  a  look  which  im- 
plied ...  "I  feel  flattered  !"    I 


XXIV. 


His  form  was  soon  lost  in  the  dis- 
tance and  gloom. 

XXV. 

Lord  Alfred  still  sat  by  himself  in 

his  room. 
He  had  finished,  one  after  the  oth<  , 

a  dozen 
Or  more  cigarettes.    He  had  thought 

of  his  cousin  : 
He   had    thought   of    Matilda,   and 

thought  of  Lucile  : 
He  had  thought  about  many  things: 

thought  a  great  deal 
Of  himself  :  of  his  past  life,  his  fu- 
ture, his  present  : 
lie  had  though1  jf  the  moon,  neither 

full  moon  nor  crescent  : 
Of  the  gay  world,   so  sad  !  life,  so 

sweet  and  so  sour  ! 
He  had  thought,  too,  of  glory,  and 

fortune,  and  power  : 
Thought  of  love,  and  the  country, 

and  sympathy,  and 
A   poet's   asylum   in    some    distant 

land  : 
Thought  of  man  in  the  abstract,  aud 

woman,  no  doubt, 
In  particular  ;  also  he  had  thought 

much  about 
His   digestion,    his   debts,    and    his 

dinner  ;  and  last. 
He  thought  that  the  night  would  be 

stupidly  passed. 

If  he  thought  any  m^re  of  such  mat- 
ters at  all": 
So  he  rose,  and  resolved  to  set  out 

for  the  ball. 

XXVI. 

I  believe,  eie  he  finished  his  tardy 

toilet, 
That  Lord  Alfred  had  spoiled,  and 

flung  by  ;n  a  pet, 
Half  a  do/en  white  neckcloths,  and 

looked  for  the  nonce 
Twenty   times   in    the  glass,   if    he 

looked  in  it  once. 
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I  believe  that  he  split  up,  in  drawing 
them  on. 

Three  pair  of  pale  lavender  gloves. 
one  by  one. 

And  this  is  the  reason,  no  ^otibt. 
(hat  at  last. 

Vt'hen  he  reached  the  Casino,  al- 
though he  walked  fast, 

J'e  heard,  aa  he  hurriedly  entered 
ihe  door, 

The  church-clock  strike  Twelve. 

XXVII. 

The  last  wait/,  was  just  o'er. 
The  chaperons  and  dancers  were  all 

in  a  nutter. 
A  crowd   blocked   the  door  :  and   a 

bu/./c  and  a  mutter 
Went  about  in  the  room  as  a  young 

man,  whose  face 
Lord  Alfred  had  seen  ere  he  entered 

that  place, 
But  a  few   hours  ago,  through  the 

perfumed  and  warm 
Flowery   porch,   with    a    lady    that 

leaned  on  his  arm 
Like  a  queen  in  a  fable  of  old  fairy 

days, 
Left  the  ballroom. 


The  hubbub  of  comment  and  praise 
Keached  Lord  Alfred  as  just  then  he 
entered. 

"Jfo/oi/" 

Said  a  Frenchman  beside  him 

"  That  lucky  Luvois 

Has  obtained  all  the  gifts  of  the 
go. Is  .  .  .  rank  and  wealth, 

i^nd  good  looks,  and  then  such  inex- 
haustible health! 

He  that  hath  shall  have  more;  and 
this  'ruth,  I  surmise. 

Is  the  cause  why,  to-night,  by  the 
beautiful  eyes 

Of  la  rliiirnifinti.  Ludle  more  distin- 
guished than  all, 

He  so  gavly  goes  off  with  the  belle  of 
the  ball." 


•'Is  it  true,"  asked  a  lady,  aggres- 
sively fat, 
Who,  fierce  as  a  female  Leviathan, 

sat 
By  another  that  looked  likea  needle, 

all  steel 
And  tenuity, — "  Luvois  will   marry 

Lucile?" 

The  needle  seemucl  jerked  by  a  viru- 
lent twitch, 
As  though  it  were  bent  upon  driving 

a  s tit  eh 
Through  somebody's  character. 

"  Madam,''  replied, 
Interposing,  a  young  man  who  sat  by 

their  side, 
And  was  languidly  fanning  his  face 

with  his  hat, 
"  I  am  ready  to  bet  my  new  Tilbury 

that, 
If  Luvois  has  proposed,  the  Comtcsi-e 

has  refused." 
The  fat  and  thin  ladies  were  highly 

amused. 
"Refused  !    ,     .    .    what  !   a   young 

Duke,  not  thirty,  my  dear, 
With  at  least  half  a  million  (what  is 

if.')  a  year  !" 
"  That  may  be."  said  the  third  ;  '•  yet 

I  know  some  time  since 
Castehnar   was   refused,    though   as 

rich,  and  a  Prince. 
But  Luvois,  who  was  never  before  in 

his  life 
In  love  with  a  woman  who  was  not 

a  wife. 
Is  now  certainly  serious." 

XXIX. 

The  music  once  more 
Recommenced. 

xxx. 
Said   Lord   Alfred,    "This  ball  is  a 

bore! '' 

And  returned  to  the  inn,  somewhat 
worse  than  before. 

XXXI. 

There,  whilst  musing  he  leaned  the 
dark  valley  above, 

Through  the  warm  land  were  wan- 
dering the  spirits  of  love. 


"THE   LAST   WALTZ   WAS   JUST  OJER." 
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A  soft  breeze  in  the  white  window 

drapery  stirred  ; 
In   the   blossomed   acacia    the  lone 

cricket  chirred; 
The  scent  of  the  roses  fell  faint  o'er 

the  night, 
And  the  moon  on  the  mountain  was 

dreaming  in  light. 
Repose,  and  yet  rapture!  that  pensive 

wild  nature 
Impregnate    with   passion   in    each 

breathing  feature! 
A  stone's-thro \vfrom  thence,  through  ! 

the  large  lime-trees  peeped. 
In  a  garden  of  roses,  a  white  chalet, 

steeped 
In  the   moonbeams.     The  windows 

oped  down  to  the  lawn  ; 
The  casements  were  open;  the  cur- 
tains were  drawn; 
Lights  streamed  from  the  inside;  and 

with  them  the  sound 
Of  music  and  song.     In  the  garden. 

around  [there  set, 

A  table  with  fruits,  wine,  tea,  ices, 
Half  a  dozen  young  men  and  young 

women  were  met. 
Light,    laughter,   and    voices,    and 

music,  all  streamed 
Through  the  quiet-leaved  limes.     At 

the  window  there  seemed 
For  one  moment  the  outline,  familiar 

and  fair, 
Ci   a  white  dress,  a  white  neck,  and 

soft  dusky  hair, 
Which  Lord  Alfred  remembered  .  .  . 

a  moment  or  so 
It  hovered,  then  passed  into  shadow; 

and  slow 
The  soft  notes,  from  a  tender  piano 

upflung, 
Floated  forth,  and  a  voice  unforgot- 

ten  thus  sung: 
*'  H  -ar  a  song  that  was  born  in  the 

land  of  my  birth  ! 
The  anchors  are  lifted,  the  fair 

ship  is  free. 
And   tbe   shout   of    the   mariners 

floats  in  its  mirth 
•'Twixt  the  light  in  the  sky  aud 
the  light  oil  the  sea. 


"And  this  ship  is  a  world.     She  is 

freighted  with  souls, 
She  is  freighted  with  merchan- 
dise: proudly  she  sails 
With   the  Labor  that  stores,  and 

the  Will  that  controls 
The  gold  in  the  ingots,  the  silk 
in  the  bales. 

"  From    the    gardens    of    Pleasure -f 

where  reddens  the  rose. 
And  the  scent  of  the   cedar  is 

faint  on  the  air, 

Past  the  harbors  of  Traffic,  sub- 
limely she  goes,- 
Man's  hopes  o'er  the  world  of 
the  waters  to  bear  ! 

"  Where  the  cheer  from  the  harbors 

of  Traffic  is  heard. 
Where  the  gardens  of  Pleasure 

fade  fast  on  the  sight, 
O'er  the  rose,  o'er  the  cedar,  there 

passes  a  bird : 

'Tis    the   Paradise   Bird,   never 
known  to  alight. 

"  And  that  bird,  bright  and  bold  as  a 

Poet's  desire, 
Roams  her  own  native  heavens, 

the  realms  of  her  birth. 
There  she  soars  like  a  seraph,  she 

shines  like  a  fire, 
And   her   plumage    hath  never 
been  sullied  by  earth. 

"  And  the  mariners  greet  her;  there's 

song  on  each  lip. 
For  that  bird  of  good  omen,  and 

joy  in  each  eye. 
And  the  ship  and  the  bird,  and  tl  e 

biid  and  the  ship, 
Togethergo  forth  over  ocean  an! 
sky. 

"Fast,  fast  fades  the  land!  far  the 

rose-gardens  flee, 
And  far  "fleet  the  harbors.     In 

regions  unknown 
The  ship  is  alone  on  a  desert  of 

sea, 

And  the  bird  in  a  desert  of  sky 
is  alone. 
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"  In   those    regions  unknown,   o'er 

tint!  desert  of  air, 

Down  that  desert  of  waters — tre- 
mendous in  wrath — 
The  storm-wind  Euroclydon  leaps 
from  his  lair, 

And  cleaves,  through  the  waves 
of  the  ocean,  his  path. 

And  the  hird  in  the  cloud,  and  the 

ship  on  the  wa\e. 
Overtaken,  are  heaten  about  by 

wild  gales: 
And   the  mariners   all  rush  their 

cargo  to  save. 

Of  the  gold  in   the   ingots,  the 
silk  in  the  bales. 

"  Lo!  a  wonder,  which  never  before 

hath  been  heard, 
For  it  never   before   hath  been 

given  to  sight; 
On   the  ship  hath   descended   the 

Paradise  IMrd, 

The  Panuli-i-  liird,  never  known 
to  alight : 

"The  bird  which  the  mariners  bless- 
ed, when  each  lip 
Had  a  song  for  the  omen  that 

gladdened  each  eye: 
The  bright  bird   for  shelter  hath 

flown  to  the  ship 
From  the  wrath  on  the  sea  and 
tin-  wrath  in  the  sky. 

"  But  the  mariners  heed  not  the  bird 

any  more. 
They  are  felling  the  masts,— they 

an-  cutting  the  sails; 
Some  are  working,  some  weeping, 

and  some  wrangling  o'er 
Their  gold  in   the  ingots,  their 
silk  in  the  bales. 

"  Souls  cf  men  are  on  board ;  wealth 

of  man  in  the  hold; 
And  the    torm-wind  Euroelydon 

sweeps  to  his  prey: 
And  who  heeds  the  bird  ?     'Save 

the  silk  and  the  gold! ' 
And  the  hird    from  her   shelter 
the  gust  sweeps  away! 


"  Poor  Paradise  Bird !  on  her  lone 

night  once  more; 
Back  again  in  the  wake  of  the 

wind  she  is  driven,— 
To  be  'whelmed  in  the  stonn,  or 

above  it  to  soar, 

And,  if  rescued  from  ocean,  to 
vanish  in  heaven! 

"  And  the  ship  rides  the  waters,  and 

weathers  the  gales : 
From  the  haven  she  nears  the 

rejoicing  is  he«rd. 
All  hands  are  at  work  on  the  ingots, 

the  bales. 

Save   a  child,  sitting  lonely,  who 
misses — the  Bird  !  " 


CANTO  III. 


WITH  stout  iron  shoes  be  my  Pega- 
sus shod! 
For  my  road  is  a  rough  one  :  flint, 

stubble,  and  clod, 
Blue    clay,    and     black     quagmire, 

brambles  no  few. 
And  I  gallop  up-hill,  now. 

There's  terror  that's  true 
In  that  tale  of  a  youth  who,  one  night 

at  a  revel, 
Amidst  music  and  mirth  lured  and 

wiled  by  some  devil, 
Followed  ever  one  mask  through  the 

mad  masquerade, 

Till,  pursued  to  some  chamber  de- 
serted ('tis  said), 
He    unmasked,    with    a    kiss,    the 

strange  lady,  and  stood 
Face   to   face   with  a   Thing  not  of 

flesh  nor  of  blood. 
In    this    Masque    cf    the  Passions, 

called  Life,  there  's  no  human 
Emotion,  though  masked,  or  in  man 

or  in  woman, 
But,  when  faced   and  ur.niasked,  u 

will  leave  us  at  last 
Struck  by  seme  supernatural  aspect 

aghast. 
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For  truth  is   appalling  and  eldrich, 

as  seen 
By  this  world's  artificial  lamplights, 

and  we  screen 
From  our  sight   the   strange  vision 

that  troubles  our  life. 
»'  is  !    why   is    Genius    forever    at 

strife 
Vith  the  world,  which,  despite  the 

world's  self,  it  ennobles  ? 
iVhy  is  it  that  Genius  perplexes  ard 

troubles 
And  offends  the  effete  life  it  conies 

to  renew  ? 
'Tis   the  terror    of  truth  !  'tis   that 

Genius  is  true  ! 
n. 

Lucile  de   Xevers  (if  her  riddle   I 

read) 

Was  a  wumun  of  genius  :  whose  gen- 
ius, indeed, 
\Vith   her   life  was   at  war.     Once, 

but  once,  in  that  life 
The  chance  had  been  hers  to  escape 

from  this  strife 
In  herself  ;  finding  peace  in  the  life 

of  another 
From  the  passionate  wants  she,  in 

hers,  faik-d  to  smother. 
But  the  chance  fell  too  soon,  when 

the  crude  restless  power 
Which  had  been  to  her   nature  so 

fatal  a  dower, 
Only  wearied  the  man  it  yet  haunted 

and  thralled  ; 
And  that   moment,  once   lost,    had 

been  never  recalled. 
Yet  it  left  her  heart  sore  :   and,  to 

shelter  her  heart 
From  approach,  she  then  sought,  in 

that  delicate  art 
f    concealment,    those     thousand 

adroit  strategics 
Of  feminine  wit.  which  repel  while 

they  please, 
A  weapon,  at  once,  and  a  shield,  to 

conceal 
And  defend  all  that  women  can  ear-  ! 

iicstly  feel. 
Thus,  striving  her  instincts  to  hide  ; 

and  repress,  I 


She  felt  frightened,  at  times,  by  her 

very  success  : 
She    pined    for    the    hill-tops,    the 

clouds,  and  the  stars  : 
Golden  wires  may  annoy  us  as  much 

as  steel  bars 

,  If  they  keep  us   behind  prison-win- 
dows :  impassioned 
Her  heart  rose  and  burst  the  light 

cage  she  had  fashioned 
Out  of  glittering  miles  around  it. 

Unknown 
To  herself,  all  her  instincts,  without 

hesitation,  [tion. 

Embraced   the  idea  of  self-immola- 
The  strong  spirit  in  her,  had  her  life 

been  but  blended 
With  some  man's  whose  heart  had 

her  own  comprehended, 
All  its  wealth  at  his  feet  would  have 

lnvishly  thrown. 
For  him    she    had    struggled    and 

striven  alone  ; 
For  him  had  aspired  ;  in  him  had 

transfused 
All  the  gladness  and  grace  of  her 

nature  :  and  used 
For  him  only  the  spells  of  its  delicate 

power  : 
Like     the     ministering    fairy    that 

brings  from  her  bower 
To   some    mage    all   the   treasures, 

whose  use  the  fond  elf, 
More  enriched   by  her   love,   disre- 
gards for  herself. 
But,  standing  apart,  as  she  ever  had 

done, 
And   her  genius,    which   needed   a 

vent,  finding  none 
In  the  broad  fields  of  action  thrown 

wide  to  man's  power. 
She  unconsciously  made  it  her  bul- 
wark and  tower. 
And  built  in   it   her  refuge,  whence 

lightly  she  hurled 
Her  contempt   at  the  fashions  and 

forms  of  the  world. 

And  the  permanent  cause  why  she 
now  missed  and  failed 

That  firm  hold  upon  life  she  so 
keenly  assailed, 
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Was,  in  all  those  diurnal  occasions 
thai  place 

Say — the  world  and  the  woman  op- 
posed face  to  fare. 

When;   the  woman  must  yield,  she, 
refusing  to  stir, 

Offended   the  world,  which  in  turn 
wounded  her. 

As  1)  'fore,  in  the  old-fashioned  man- 
ner, I  tit 

To  this  character,  also,  its  moral  :  to 
wit, 

Say — the  world  is  a  nettle;  disturb 
it.  it  stings  : 

(Jrasp  it  firmly,  it  stings  not.  On  one 
of  two  things, 

If  yon  would   not  he   stung,  it  be- 
hooves you  to  settle  : 

Avoid  it,  or  crush  it.     She  crushed 
not  the  nettle  ; 

For  she  could  not  ;  nor  would  she 
avoid  it  :  she  tried 

With  the  weak   hand  of  woman  to 
thrust  it  aside, 

And  it  stung  her.     A  woman  is  too 
slight  a  thing 

To  trample  the  world  without  feel- 
ing its  sting. 
in. 

One  lodges  but  simply  at  Luchon  ; 
yet.  thanks 

To  the  season   that  changes  forever 
the  banks 

Of  the   blossoming  mountains,  and 
shifts  the  light  cloud 

O'er  the  valiey,  and  hushes  or  rouses 
the  loud 

Wind    that   wails    in   the   pines,   or 
rivps  murmuring  down 

The    dark   evergreen    slopes    to    the 
slumbering  town. 

And.  the   torrent   that   falls,  faintly 
heard  troin  afar. 

And    the    bluebells   that   purple  the 
dap] ile-gray  scaur. 

One  sees   wi  h    each    month   of  the 
many-faced  year 

A  thousand  sweet  changes  of  beauty 
appear. 

The  chalet  where  dwelt   the   Com- 
tesse  de  Nevers 


Ilested  half  up  the  base  of  a  moun- 
tain (,f  firs, 
In  a  garden  of  roses,  reveaied  to  the 

road, 
Yet  withdrawn  from  its  noise:  'twas 

a  peaceful  abode. 
And  the  walls,  and  the  roofs,  witli 

their  gables  like  hoods 
Which  the  monks  wear,  were  bull 

of  sweet  resinous  woods. 
The  sunlight  of  noon,  as  Lord  AlfreJ 

ascended 
The  steep  garden  paths,  every  odor 

had  blended 
Of  the  ardent  carnations,  and  faint 

heliotropes, 
With  the  balms  floated  down  from 

the  dark  wooded  slopes  : 
A  light  breeze  at  the  windows  was 

playing  about, 
And  the  white  curtains  floated,  now 

in  and  now  <  ut. 
The  house  was  all  hushed  wlie:    h  • 

rang  at  the  door, 

Which  was  opened  to  him  in  a  mo- 
ment, or  more, 
By  an  old  nodding    negress,  whose 

sable  head  shined 
In  the  sun  like  a  cocoa-nut  polished 

in  Ind, 
'Heath    the    snowy  foulard    which 

about  it  was  wound. 

IV. 

Lord  Alfred  sprang  forward  at  once, 

with  a  bound. 
lie  remembered  the  nurse  of  Lucile. 

The  old  dame. 
Whose  teeth  and  whose  eyes  used  to 

beam  when  he  came. 
With  a  boy's  eager  step,  in  theblith 

days  of  yore. 
T.  >   pass,   unannounced,  her  youn 

mistress's  door. 
The  old  woman  had  fondled  Lucile 

on  her  knee 
When  she  left,  as  an  infant,  far  over 

the  sea, 

In  India,  the  tomb  of  a  mother,  tin- 
known. 
To  pine,    a   pale  floweret,  in   great 

Paris  town. 
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She  had  soothed  the  child's  sobs  on 
her  breast,  when  she  read 

The  letter  that  told  her  her  father 
was  dead. 

An  astute,  shrewd  adventurer,  who, 
like  Ulysses, 

Had  studied  men,  cities,  laws,  wars, 
the  abysses 

Of  statecraft,  with  varying  fortunes, 
was  he. 

He  had  wandered  the  world  through, 
by  land  and  by  son, 

And  knew  it  in  most  of  its  phases. 
Strong  will, 

Subtle  tact,  and  soft  manners,  had 
given  him  skill 

To  conciliate  Fortune,  and  courage 
to  brave 

Her  displeasure.    Thrice  shipwreck- 
ed, and  cast  by  the  wave 

On  his   own   quick  resources,  they 
rarely  had  failed 

His    command  :    often    baffled,    he 
ever  prevailed. 

In    his    combat   with   fate  :    to-day 
flattered  and  fed 

By  monarch*,   to-murrow  in   search 
of  mere  breath 

The    offspring     of    times    trouble- 
haunted,  lie  came 

Of  a   family  ruined,   yet  noble    in 
name. 

IIv  lost  sight  of  his  fortune  at  twen- 
ty in  France ; 

An,\     half    statesman,  half   soldier, 
and  wholly  Free-lance, 

Had  yandered  in  search  of  it,  over 
the  world, 

Into  India. 

But  scarce  had  the  nomad  un- 
furled 

•vandering  tent  at  Mysore,  in 
the  smile 

Of  a   Rajah   (whose  court  he  con- 
trolled for  awhile, 

An. I  whose  council  lie  prompted  and 
governed  by  stealth); 

Scare.  ,  in  Iced,  had  he    wedded   an 
l)>d:an  of  wealth, 

Who  <<ie<i  giving  birth  to  this  daugh- 
*m,  before 


He  was  borne  to  the  tomb  of  his  wife 
at  Mysore. 

His   fortune,  which   fell  to  his  or- 
phan, perchance, 

Had  secured  her  a  home  with  his 
sister  in  France, 

A  lone  woman,  the  last  of  the  race 
left.     Lucile 

Neither  felt,  nor  affected,  the  wisii 
to  conceal 

The  half-Eastern  blood,  which  ap- 
peared to  bequeath. 

(Revealed  now  and  then,  though  but 
rarely,  beneath 

That  outward  repose  that  concealed 
it  in  her) 

A  something  half  wild  to  her  strange 
character. 

The  nurse  with  the  orphan,  awhile 
broken-hearted, 

At  the   door  of  a  convent  in  Paris 
had  parted. 

But  later,  once  more,  with  her  mis- 
tress she  tarried, 

When  the  girl,  by  that  grim  maiden 
aunt,  had  been  married 

To  a  dreary  old  Count,  who  had  sul- 
lenly died, 

With   no   claim  on   her  tears, — she 
had  wept  as  a  bride. 

Said  Lord  Alfred,    '*  Your  mistress 
expects  me.'' 

The  crone 

Oped  the    drawing-room   door,   and 
there  left  him  alone. 


v. 


O'er  the  soft  atmosphere  of  this 
temple  of  grace 

Rested  silence  and  perfume.  Xo 
sound  reached  the  place. 

In  the  white  curtains  wavered  the 
delicate  shade 

Of  the  heaving  acacias,  through 
which  the  breeze  played. 

O'er  the  smooth  wooden  floor,  pol- 
ished dark  as  a  glass, 

Fragrant  white  India  matting  allow 
ed  you  to  pass. 
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In  light  olive  baskets,  by  window 
and  door, 

Some  bung  from  the  ceiling,  some 
crowding  the  floor, 

Tlich  wild-flowers  plucked  by  Lucile 
from  the  bill, 

Seemed  the  room  with  their  passion- 
ate presence  to  till  : 

Blue  aconite,  hid  in  white  roses,  re- 
posed ; 

The  deep  belladonna  its  vermeil  dis- 
closed ; 

And  the  frail  saponaire,  and  the 
tender  bluebell, 

And  the  purple  valerian, — each  child 
of  the  fell 

And  the  solitude  flourished,  fed  fair 
from  the  source 

Of  waters  the  huntsman  scarce  heeds 
in  his  course. 

Where  the  amois  and  izard,  with 
delicate  hoof. 

Pause  or  flit  through  the  pinnacled 
silence  aloof. 


VI. 

Here  you  felt  by  the  sense  of    its 

beauty  reposed, 
That  you  stood  in  a  shrine  of  sweet 

thoughts.     Half  unclosed 
In  the  light  slept  the  flowers  :  all 

was  pure  and  at  rest  ; 
All  peaceful;  all  modest;  all  seemed 

self-possessed, 

And  aware  of  the  silence.     No  ves- 
tige or  trace 

Of  a  young  woman's  coquetry  trou- 
bled the  place. 
He  stood  by  the  window.     A  cloud 

passed  the  sun. 
A  light  breeze  uplifted  the  leaves, 

one  by  one. 
Just  then  Lucile  entered  the  room, 

Undiscerned 
By  Lord  Alfred,  whose  face  to  the 

window  was  turned, 
In  a  strange  revery. 

The  time  was,  when  Lucile, 
TJI  beholding  that  man,  could   not 

help  but  reveal 


The  rapture, the  fear  which  wrenched 
out  every  nerve 

In  the  heart  of  the  girl  from  the  wo^ 
man's  reserve. 

And  now— she  gax.ed   at  him,  culm, 
smiling, — perchance 

Indifferent. 

VII. 
Indifferently  turning  his  glance, 

Alfred  Vargrave   encountered    that 
gaze  unaware. 

O'er  a  bodice  snow-white  streamed 
her  soft  dusky  hair  ; 

A  rose-bud  halt'  blown  in  her  hand  ; 
in  her  eyes 

A  half-pensive  smile. 

A  sharp  cry  of  surprise 

Escaped   from   his   lips  :    some   un- 
known agitation. 

An  invincible  trouble,  a  strange,  pal- 
pitation, 

Confused  his  ingenious  and  frivolous 
wit  ; 

Overtook,  and  entangled,  and  para- 
lyzed it. 

That  wit  so  complacent  and  docile, 
that  ever 

Lightly  came  at  the  call  of  the  light- 
est endeavor, 

Ready  coined,  and  availably  current 
as  gold, 

Which,  secure  of  its  value,  so    flu- 
ently rolled 

In  free  circulation  from  hand  on  t<> 
band 

For  the  usage  of  all,  at  a  moment's 
command  ; 

For  once  it   rebelled,  it  was    mute 
and  unstirred, 

And  hi;    looked    at    Lucile    without 
speaking  a  word. 

VIII. 

Perhaps  what  so  troubled  him  was,     \ 

that  the  face 
On  whose  features  he  gazed  had  no 

more  than  a  trace 
Of  the  face  his  remembrance    had 

imaged  i'nr  years. 
Yes  !   the  face  be  remembered  was 

faded  with  tears  : 
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Grief  had  famished  the  figure,  and 
dimmed  the  dark  eyes, 

And  starved  the  pale  lips,  too  ac- 
quainted with  sighs. 

And  that  tender,  and  gracious,  and 
fond  coqitetterie 

Of  a  woman  who  knows  her  least 
ribbon  to  be 

Something  dear  to  the  lips  that  so 
warmly  caress 

Every  sacred  detail  of  her  exquisite 
dress, 

In  the  careless  loilet  of  Lucile, — 
then  too  sad 

To  care  aught  to  her  changeable 
l.ra.ily  to  add. — 

Lord  A  it  ivil  had  never  admired  be- 
fore ! 

Alas  !  poor  Lucile,  in  those  weak 
days  of  yore, 

Had  neglected  herself,  never  heed- 
in  o;.  nor  thinking 

(While  the  blossom  and  bloom  of  her 
beauty  were  shrinking) 

That  sorrow  can  beautify  only  the 
heart — 

Not  the  face — of  a  woman  ;  and  can 
but  impart 

Its  endearment  to  one  that  has  suf- 
fered. I»i  truth 

Grief  hath  beauty  for  grief  ;  but  gay 
youth  loves  gay  youth. 


The  woman  that  now  met,  unshrink- 
ing, his  gaze, 

Seemed  to  bask  in  the  silent  but 
sumptuous  haze 

Of  that  s  ft  second  summer,  more 
ripe  than  the  first, 

Vhich  returns  when  the  bud  to  the 
blossom  hath  burst 

In  despite  of  the  stormiest  April. 
Lucile 

Had  acquired  that  matchless  uncon- 
scious appeal 

To  the  homage  which  none  but  a 
churl  would  withhold — 

That  caressing  and  exquisite  grace — 
never  bold, 


Ever  present — which  just  a  few  wo- 
men possess. 

From  a  healthful  repose,  undisturbed 
by  the  stress 

Of  unquiet  emotions,  her  soft  cheek 
had  drawn 

A  freshness  as  pure  as  the  twilight 
of  dawn. 

Her  figure,   though  slight,  had   re- 
vived everywhere 

The  luxurious  proportions  of  youth; 
and  her  hair — 

Once  shorn  as  an  offering  to  pas- 
sionate love — 

Now  floated    or    rested    redundant 
above 

Her  airy  pure  forhead  and  throat  ; 
gathered  loose 

Under  which,  by  one  violet  knot,  thr 
profuse 

Milk-white   folds   of  a  cool  modest 
garment  reposed, 

Rippled  faint  by  the  breast  ihey  half 
hid,  Iralf  disclosed, 

And  her  simple  attire  thus   in  all 
tilings  revealed 

The  fine  art  which  so  artfully  all 
tilings  concealed. 


Lord  Alfred,  who  never  conceived 

that  Lucile 
Coidd   have   looked   so  enchanting, 

felt  tempted  to  kneel 
At  her  feet,  and  her  pardon   with 

passion  implore  ; 
But  the  calm  smile  that  met  him 

sufficed  to  restore 
The  pride  and  the  bitterness  needed 

to  meet 
The  occasion  with  dignity  due  and 

discreet. 

XI. 

"  Madam,"— thus  he  began  with  a 
voice  reassured, — 

"  You  see  that  your  latest  command 
has  secured 

My  immediate  obedience, — presum- 
ing I  may 

Consider  my  freedom  restored  from 
this  day." — 


LUCTLE. 


"  I  had  thought,"  said  Luoile,  with 

a  smile  gay  yet  sad. 
"  That  your  freedom  from  me  not  a 

fetter  has  had. 
Indeed  !  ...  in  my  chains  have  you 

rested  till  now  ? 
I  had    not    so    flattered    myself,   I 

avow  ! " 
"For  Heaven's  sake.  Madam,"  Lord 

Alfred  replied, 
"Do  not  jest  !  has  the  moment  no 

sadness  ?"  he  sighed. 
" 'Tis  an  ancient  tradition,"  she  an- 
swered, "  a  tale 
Often  told.— a  position  too  sure  to 

prevail 
In  the  end  of  all  legends  of  love.    If 

we  wrote, 
When  we  first  love,  foreseeing  that 

hour  yet  remote. 

Wherein  of  necessity  each  would  re- 
call 
From   the.  other    the.    poor    foolish 

records  of  all 
Those  emotions,  vhose  pain,  when 

recorded,  seemed  biis?, 
Should  we  write  as  wo,  wrote  ?    But 

one  thinks  not  of  this  ! 
At  Twenty  (who  does  not  atTwenty  ?) 

we  write 
Believing  eternal  the  frail  vows  we 

plight  ; 
And  we  smile  with  a  confident  pity, 

above 
The  vulgar  results  of  all  poor  human 

love  : 

For  we  deem,  with  that  vanity  com- 
mon to  youth, 
Because  what  we  feel  in  our  bosoms, 

in  truth. 
Is  novel  to  us — that  'tis  novel  to 

earth, 
And  will  prove  the    exception,   in 

durance  and  worth. 
To  the  great  law  to  which  all  on 

earth  must  incline. 
The  error  was  nohle.  the  vanity  fine! 
Shall  we  hlame  it   because   we   sur- 
vive it  ?  ah.  no  : 
'Twas  the  youth  of   our  youth,  my 

lord,  is  it  not  so  ?  " 


Lord  Alfred  was  mute.     H<  renietn 
bered  her  yet 

A  child. — the,   weak   sport  tf  each 
moment's  re-rret. 

Blindly  yielding  herself  to  the  c/rors 
of  life, 

The  deceptions  of  youth,  and  bon  3 
down  by  the  strife 

And  the  uim ult  of  passion;  the  trem- 
ulous toy 

Of  each  transient  emotion  of  grief  or 
of  joy. 

But  to   watch    her    pronounce    the 
death-warrant  of  all 

The  illusions  of  life,— lift,  unflinch- 
ing, the  pall 

From  the  bier  of  the  dead  Tast, — 
that  woman  so  fair, 

And  so  young,  yet  her  own  self-sur- 
vivor: who  there 

Traced  her  life's  epitaph  with  a  finger 
so  cold ! 

'Twas  a  picture  that  pained  his  self- 
love  to  bel  old. 

He  himself  knew — none  letter — the 
things  \o  be  said 

Upon   subjects    like   this.      Yet   he 
bowed  down  his  he.)d: 

And  as  thus,  with  a 'trouble  he  could 
not  command, 

He  paused,  crumpling  the  letters  he 
held  in  his  hard. 

"You  know  me  <  nou:;h,"  she  con- 
tinued, "or  what 

I  would  say  is,  you  yet  recollect  (c'o 
you  not,  [to  know 

Lord  Alfred?)  enough  of  my  nature, 

That  these  pledges  of  \\hat  was  ptr- 
haps long  a^o 

A  foolish  affection,  I  do  not  recall 

From    those    niJtives    of    prudent- 
which  actuate  all 

Or  most  women   when    their    love 
ceases.     Indeed, 

If  you  have  such  a  doubt,  to  dispel  it 
I  need 

But  remind  you  that  ten  years  these 
letters  have  rented 

Unreclaimed  in  your  hands."     A  re- 
proach seemed  sugsesled 
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By  these  words.  To  mee  it,  Lord 
Alfrtd  looked  up. 

(His  ga/.e  had  been  fixed  ou  a  blue 
Sevres  cup 

With  a  look  of  profound  connoisseur- 
ship, — a  smile 

Of  singular  interest  and  care,  all  this 
while.) 

?!  lop  -el  up.  and  looked  long  in  the 
of  Lucile, 
To  mark  if  that  face  by  a  sign  would 

reveal 
At  the  thought  of  Miss  Darcy  the 

least  jealous  pain. 
He  looked  keenly  and  long,  yet  he 

looked  there  in  vain. 
"You    are  generous.    Madam,"   he 

murmured  at  last, 
And    into    his   voice  a  light  irony 

passed. 
He  had  looked  for  reproaches,  and 

fully  arranged 
His    forces.      But   straightway    the 

enemy  changed 
The  position. 

XIII. 

"Come!"  ejayly  Lucile  interposed, 
With  a  smile   whose  divinely  deep 

sweetness  disclosed 
Some  depth  in  her  nature  he  never 

had  known, 
Willie    she  tenderly  laid  her  light 

hand  on  his  own, 
"Do  not  think  I  abuse  the  occasion. 

We  gain 
Justice,    judgment,  with    years,   or 

else  years  are  in  vain. 
From  me  not  a  single  reproach  can 

you  hear. 
J  have    sinned  to  myself, — to    the 

world. — nay,  I  fear 
To   you  chiefly.  "  The   woman   who 

loves  should,  indeed, 
Be  the  friend  of  the   man  that  she 

loves.     She  should  heed 
Net  her  selfisb.  and  often  mistaken 

desires, 
But  his  interest  whose  fate  her  own 

interest  inspires; 
And,  rather  than  seek  to  allure,  for 

her  sake, 


His  life  down  the  turbulent,  fanciful 
wake  [art 

Of  imp  ssible  destinies,  use  all  her 

That  his  place  in  the  world  find  its 
place  in  her  heart. 

I,  alas!— I  perceived  not  this  truth, 
till  too  late : 

I  tormented  your  youth,  I  have  dark- 
ened your  fate. 

Forgive  me  the  ill  I  have  done  for 
the  sake 

Of  its  long  expiation!" 

XIV. 

Lord  Alfred,  awake, 

Seemed  to  wander  from  dream  on  to 
dream.  In  that  seat 

Where  he  sat  as  a  criminal,  ready  to 
meet 

His  accuser,  he  found  himself  turned 
by  some  change. 

As  surprising  and  all  unexpected  a? 
strange, 

To  the  judge  from  whose  mercy  in- 
dulgence was  sought. 

All  the  world's  foolish  pride  in  thai 
moment  was  naught; 

He  felt  all  his  plausible  theories 
posed ; 

And,  thrilled  by  the  beauty  of  nature 
disclosed 

In  the  pathos  of  all  he  had  witnessed, 
his  head 

He  bowed,  and  faint  words  eelf-re 
proachfully  said, 

As  he  lifted  her  hand  to  his  lips. 
'Twas  a  hand 

White,  delicate,  dimpled,  warm,  lan- 
guid, and  bland. 

The  hand  of  a  woman  is  often,  in 
youth, 

Somewhat  rough,  somewhat  red, 
somewhat  graceless,  in  truth ; 

Does  its  beatify  refine,  as  its  pulses 
grow  calm, 

Or  as  Sorrow  has   crossed  the  life- 
line in  the  palm  ? 
xv. 

The  more  that  he  looked,  that  he 
listened,  the  more 

He  discovered  perfections  unnoticed 
before. 
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Less  salient  than  once,  less  poetic, 

perchance, 
This  woman  who  thus  had  survived 

the  romance 
That  had   made  him   its   hero,   and 

breathed  him  its  sighs, 
Seemed  more  charming  a  thousand 

times  o'er  to  his  eyes. 
Together  they  talked   of  the  years 

since  when  last 
They  parted,  contrasting  the  present, 

the  past. 
Yet  no  memory  marred  their  light 

converse.    Lucile 
Questioned  much,  with  the  interest 

a  sister  might  feel, 
Of  Lord  Alt' red's"  new  life,— of  Miss 

Darcy, — her  face, 
Her    temper,     accomplishments,  — 

pausing  to  trace 
The  advantage  derived  from  a  hymen 

so  fit. 
Of  herself,  jhe  recounted  with  humor 

and  wit 

Her    journeys,    her    daily    employ- 
ments, the  lands 
She  had  seen,  and  the  books  she  had 

road,  and  the  hands 
She  had  shaken. 

In  all  that  she  said  there  appeared 
An  amiable   irony.     Laughing,   she 

reared 
The  temple  of  reason,  with  ever  a 

touch 
Of  light  scorn  at  her  work,  revealed 

only  so  much 
As  there  gleams,  in  the  thyrsus  that 

Bacchanals  bear, 
Through  the  blooms  of  a  garland  the 

point  of  a  spear. 
But  above,  and  beneath,  and  beyond 

all  of  this. 
To  that  soul,  whose  experience  had 

pmily/.eJ  bliss, 
A  benignant  indulgence,  to  all  things 

resigned,  [mind, 

A  justice,  a  sweetness,  a  meekness  of 
Gave  a  luminous  beauty,  as  tender 

and  faint 
And  serene  as  the  halo  encircling  a 

saint. 


Unobserved  by  Lord  Alfred  the  time 

lleeted  by. 

To  each  novel  sensation  spontane- 
ously 
He    abandoned    himself    with   that 

ardor  so  strange 

Which  belongs  to  a  mind  grown  ac- 
customed to  change. 
He  sought,  with   well-practised  an.. 

delicate  art, 
To  surprise  from  Lucile  the  true  state 

of  her  heart; 
But  his  efforts   were  vain,  and  the 

woman,  as  ever, 
More   adroit  than   the  man,  baffled 

every  endeavor. 
When  he  deemed  he  had  touched  on 

some  chord  in  her  being. 
At  the  touch  ii  dissolved,  and  waa 

gone.     Ever  tlccing 
As  ever  he  near  it  advanced,  when  he 

thought 
To  have  seized,   and  proceeded  to 

analyze  aught 
Of  the  moral  existence,  the  absolute 

soul. 
Light  as  vapor  the  phantom  escaped 

his  control. 


From  the  hall,  on  a  sudden,  a  sharp 
ring  was  hoard. 

In  the  passage  without  a  quick  foot* 
step  there  stirred. 

At  the  door  knocked    the   negrcss, 
and  thrust  in  her  head. 

'"  The  Duke  de  Luvois  had  just  en> 
tered,"  she  said, 

"  And  insisted  " — 
"The   Duke!"   cried   Lucile   (r.3 
she  spoke 

The  Duke's    step,    approaching,    a 
light  e;-ho  woke). 

"  Say  I  do  not  receive,  till  the  even- 
ing.    Explain." 

As  she  glanced  at  Lord  Alfred,  she 
added  again. 

"  I  have  business  of  private  impor- 
tance." 


LUCILE. 
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There  came 
O'er  Lord   Alfred  at  once,   at  the 

sound  of  that  name. 
An  invincible  sense  of  vexation.  He 

turned 
T(  Lueile.  and  he  fancied  he  faintly 

discerned 
Or    her  face   an   indefinite   look  of 

Confusion. 
On  his  mind  instantaneously  flashed 

the  conclusion, 
That  his  presence  had  cause  it. 

lie  said,  with  a  sneer 
Which  he  could  not  repress,  "  Let 

not  me  interfere 
With  the  claims  on  your  time,  lady  ! 

when  you  are  free 
From  more   pleasant  engagements, 

allow  me  to  see 
And  to  wait  on  you  later." 

The  words  were  not  said 
Ere  he  wished  to  recall  them.     He 

hitteily  read 
The  mistake  he  had  made  in  Lucile's 

Il.i5.hing  eye. 
Inclining  her  head,  as  in   haughty 

reply, 
More  reproachful  perchance  than  all 

uttered  rebuke, 
She  said  merely,  resuming  her  seat, 

"Tell  the  Duke 
He  may  enter." 
And  vexed  with  his  own   words 

and  hers, 
Alfred  Vargrave  bowed  low  to  Lueile 

de  Nevers, 
Passed  the  casement  and  entered  the 

garden.     Before 
His  shadow  was  fled  the  Duke  stood 

at  the  door. 

XVIII. 

Wh^n  left  to  his  thoughts  in  the 

garden  alone, 
AU'-ed  VarsiMve  stood,   strange  to 

himself.     With  dull  tone 
Of  importance,  through  cities  of  rose 

and  carnation, 
Wvnt  the  bee  on  his  business  from 

Ma:  ion  to  station. 
The  minute  mirth   of  summer  was 

shrill  all  around  ; 


Its  incessant  small  voices  like  stings 
seemed  to  sound 

On  his  sore  angry  sense.     He  sfood 
grieving  the  hot 

Solid  sun  with  his  shadow,  nor  stir- 
red from  the  spot. 

The  last  look  of  Lueile  still  bewilder- 
ed, perplexed, 

And  reproached  him.     The  Duke'j 
visit  goaded  and  vexed. 

He  had  not  yet  given  the  letters. 
Again 

He  must  visit  Lueile.     He  resolved 
to  remain 

Where  he  was  till  the  Duke  went. 
In  short,  he  would  stay, 

Were  it  only  to  know  when  the  Duke 
went  away. 

But  just  as  he  formed  this  resolve, 
he  perceived 

Approaching  towards  him,  between 
the  thick-leaved 

And   luxuriant  laurels,  Lueile  and 
the  Duke. 

Thus  surprised,  his  first  thought  was 
to  seek  for  some  nook 

Whence  he  might,  unobserved,  from 
the  garden  retreat. 

They  had  not  yet  seen  him.     The 
sound  of  their  feet 

And  their  voices  had  warned  him  in 
time.     They  were  walking 

Towards  him.      The   Duke  (a  true 
Frenchman)  was  talking 

With  the  action  of  Talma.     He  saw 
at  a  glance 

That  they  barred  the  sole  path  to  the 
gateway.     No  chance 

Of  escape  save  in  instant  conceal- 
ment !    Deep-dipped 

In  thick  foliage,  an  arbor  stood  near. 
In  he  slipped, 

Saved  from  siglit,  as  in  front  of  thi\ 
ambush  they  passed. 

Still   conversing.     Beneath  a  labur- 
num at  last 

They  paused,   and  sat  dor  n  on  a 
bench  in  the  shade, 

So  close  that  he  could  not  but  hear 
what  they  said. 


LUCILE. 


XIX. 

LUCILE. 
Dwke.  I  scarcely  conceive  .  .  . 

Luvois. 

All,  forgive  ! .  .  .  I  desired 
So  deeply  to  see  you  to-day.     You 

retired 
S  >  early  last  night  from  the  ball .  .  . 

this  whole  week 

I  have  seen  you  pale,  silent,  preoc- 
cupied .  .  .  speak, 
Speak,  Lucile,  and  forgive  me  ! .  .  . 

I  know  that  I  am 
A  rash  fool — but  I  love  you  !    I  love 

you,  Madame, 
More  than   language  can  say  !    Do 

not  deem,  O  Lucile, 
That    the    love    I    no    longer  have 

strength  to  conceal 
Is  a  passing  caprice  !    It  is  strange 

to  my  nature, 
ft  has  made  me.  unknown  to  myself, 

a  new  creature. 
I  implore  you  to  sanction  and  save 

the  new  life 
Which  L  lay  at  your  feet  with  this 

prayer — Be  my  wife  ; 
Stoop,  and  raise  me  I 

Lord  Alfred  could  scarcely  restrain 
The  sudden,  acute  pang  of  anger  and 

pain 
With  which  he  had  heard  this.     As 

though  to  some  wind 
The  leaves  of  the  hushed  windless 

laurels  behind 

"Pie  two  thus  in  converse  were  sud- 
denly stirred. 
i*he  sound  half  betrayed  him.    They 

started.     lie  heard 
,tv<.  -   low  voice  of   Lucile  ;   but  so 

faint  was  its  tone 
That  her  answer  escaped  him. 

Luvois  hurried  on. 
As  though    in    remonstrance    with 

what  had  been  spoken. 
'•'Nay,  I  know  it,  Lucile  '  but  your 

heart  was  not  broken 
By  the  trial  in  which  ail   its  fibres 

were  proved. 


Love,  perchance,  you  mistrust,  yet 

you  need  to  be  loved. 
You  mistake  your  own  Ir.i;ling8.     I 

fear  you  mistake 
What  so  ill  1  interpret,  those  feelings 

which  make 
Words  like  these  vague  and  feeble. 

Whatever  your  heart 
May  have  suffered  of  yore,  this  can 

only  impart 
A  pity  profound  to  the  love  which  I 

feel. 
Hush  !  hush  !  I  know  all.     Tell  me 

nothing,  Lucile." 

"  You  know  all,  Duke?"  sh*  said  ; 

'•  well  then,  know  that,  in  truth, 

I  have  learned  from  the  rude  lesson 

taught  to  my  youth 
From  my  own  heart  to  shelter  my 

life  ;  to  mistrust 
The  heart  of  another.     We  are  what 

we  must, 
And  not  what  we  would  be.     1  inow" 

that  one  hour 
Assures  not  another.     The  will  and 

the  power 
Arc  diverse.'' 

'•  O  madam  ! ''  he  answered,  "  you 

fence 
With  a  feeling  you  know  to  bo  true 

and  intense. 
'Tis  not  mi/  life,  Lucile,  that  I  plead 

for  alone  : 
If  your  nature  I  know,  'tis  no  less 

for  your  own. 
That  nature  will  prey  on  itself  ;  it 

was  made 
To  influence  others.     Consider,"  he 

said. 
"  That  genius  craves  power, — what 

scope  for  it  here  ? 
Gifts  less  noble  to  me  give  command 

of  that  sphere 
In   which   genius   ix   power.      Such 

gifts  you  despite  ? 
But  you  do  not  disdain  what   such 

git'is  reali/e  ! 

I  offc.r  you.    Lady,  a  name  not  un- 
known— 
A  fortune  which  worthless,  without 

you,  is  gruwu — 


LUCILR. 


All  my  life  at  your  feet  I  lay  down— 

at  yiiur  feet 
A    hear!    \\liirli    fc.r    you,   and   you 

only,  «  )i  beat.'' 

LVCILR, 

That  heart,  l)uke,   that  life  —  I   re- 

spect both.     The  name 
And  position  you  oiler,  aud  all  that 

you  claim 
Ju   behalf   of   their  nobler   employ- 

ment. 1  feel 
To  deserve  what,  in  turn,  1  now  ask 

you  — 

Luvois. 
Lucile! 


I  ask  you  to  leave  me  — 
Luvois, 

You  do  not  reject  ? 
LrciLii. 

I  ask  yon  to  leave  me  the  lime  to  re- 
flect. 

Luvois. 
You  ask  me  ?  — 

LUCILR. 

—  The  time  to  reflect. 
Luvoif*. 

bay-  One  word  ! 
May  I  hope  ? 

The  reply  of  Lucile  was  not  heard 
By  Lord  Alfred;  for  just  then  she 

rose,  and  moved  on. 
The   Duke  bowed  his  lips  o'er  her 
hand,  aud  was  gone. 

XX. 

>'ot  a  sonnd  save  the  biids  in  the 

bushes.     And  when 
Alfred  Vanjrave  reeled  forth  to  the 

sunlight  again. 
tie  just  saw  the  white  robe  of  the 

woman  r.-'-oie 
As  she  entered  the  house. 

Scan-ely  conscious  indeed 
Of  hia  steps,  he  too  followed,  arid  eu- 

tered. 


XXL 

He  entered 

Unnoticed ;  Lucile  never  stirred :  so 
conceutred 

And  wholly  absorbed  in  her  thoughts 

she  appeared. 
Her  back  to  the  window  was  turned. 

As  he  n eared 
The  sofa,  her  face  from  the  glass  was 

reflected. 
Her  dark    eyes   were    fixed   on  the 

ground.     Pale,  dejected, 
And  lost  in  profound  meditation  she 

seemed. 
Softly,   silently,  over    her    drooped 

shoulders  streamed 
The  afternoon  sunlight.     The  cry  of 

alarm 
And  surprise  which  escaped  her,  as 

now  on  her  arm 
Alfred  Yargrave  let  fall  a  hand  icily 

cold  [told 

And  clammy  as  death,  all  too  cruelly 
Llow   far  he    had    been    from    her 

thoughts. 

XXII. 

All  his  cheek 
Was  disturbed  with  the  effort  it  cost 

him  to  speak. 
"  It  was  not  my  fault.     I  have  heard 

all,"  he  said. 
"Now    the     letters — and     farewell, 

Lucile  I     When  you  wed 
May— " 
The  sentence  broke  short,  like  a 

weapon  that  snaps 
When  the  weight  of  a  man  is  upon 

it. 

"Perhaps," 
Said  Lucile  (her  so's  answer  revealed 

in  the  flush 
Of  quick  color  which  up  to  her  browa 

seemed  to  rush 
In  reply  to  those  few  broken  words), 

"this  farewell 
Ib  our  last,  Alfred  Yargrave,  in  life. 

Who  can  tell '.' 
Let  us  pan  \vi>hout  bitterness.   Here 

are  your  letters. 
Be  assured  1  retain   you  uo  more  ia 

my  fetters!  "  — 


LUCILE. 


She  laughed,  as  she  said  this,  a  little 
sad  lauyh, 

And  stretched  out  her  hand  with  the 
letters.  And  half 

Wroth  to  feel  his  wrath  rise,  and 
tumble  to  trust 

His  own  powers  of  restraint,  in  his 
bosom  lie  thrust 

The  packet  she  gave,  with  a  short 
angry  sigh, 

B)wed  his  head,  and  departed  with- 
out a  reply. 

xxm. 
And  Lucile  was  alone.    And  the  men 

of  the  world 
Were  gone  back  to  the  world.     And 

the  world's  self  was  furled 
Far    away   from   the    heart  of    the 

woman.     Her  hand 
Drooped,  and  from  it,  unloosed  from 

their  frail  silken  band, 
Fell  those  early  love-letters,  strewn, 

scattered,  and  shed 
At    her    feet— life's    lost    blossoms! 

Dejected,  her  head 
On  Uer  bosom  was  bowed,     Ilerga/e 

vaguely  strayed  o'er 
Those  strewn  records  of  passionate 

moments  no  more. 
From  each   page  to  her  sight  leapt 

some  word  that  belied 
The  composure  with  which  she  that 

day  had  denied 
Every  claim  on   her  heart  to  those 

poor  perished  years. 
They  avenged  themselves  now,  and 

she  burst  into  tears. 


CAXTO  IV. 

I. 

Better  from  COUSIN  .lonx  to  COUSIN 
ALFHKD. 

*•  BIOORRK,  Thursday. 
"TiMK  up.  you  rascal!     Come  back. 

or  be-  hanged. 
Matilda  grows  peevish.     Tier  mother 

harangued 


For  a  whole  hour  this  morning  about 
you.     The  deuce! 

What  on  earth  can  1  say  to  you? — 
Nothing's  of  use. 

And  the  blame  of  the  whole  of  your 
shocking  behavior 

Falls  on  me,  sir!     Come  back, — do 
you  hear  ? — or  I  leave  your 

Affairs,    and    abjure     you    forever. 
Come  back 

To  your  anxious  betrothed;  and  per- 
plexed 

"CousiN  JACK." 

it. 

Alfred  needed,  in  truth,  no  entreaties 

from  John 
To   increase   his    impatience  to   fly 

from  Serchon. 
All  the  place  was  now  fraught  with 

sensations  of  pain 

Which,  whilst  in  it,  lie  strove  to  es- 
cape from  in  vain. 
A  wild  instinct  warned  him  to  fly 

from  a  place 
Where  he  felt  that  some  fatal  event, 

swift  of  pace, 
Was  approaching  his  life.     In  despite 

his  endeavor 

To  think  of  Matilda,  her  image  for- 
ever 
Was  effaced  from  his  fancy  by  that  of 

Lucile. 
From  the  ground  which  he  stood  an 

he  felt  himself  reel. 
Scared,  alarmed  by  those  feelings  to 

which,  on  the  day 
Just  before,  all  his  heart  had  so  soon 

given  w-ay, 
When  he  caught,  with  a  strange  senw 

of  fear,  for  assistance, 
At  what  was.  till  then,  the  great  fac1 

in  existence.,  k 

"i'was  a  phantom  he  grasped. 


Having  sent  for  his  guide. 
He  ordered  his  horse,  and  determined 

to  ride 
Back  forthwith  to  Bigorre. 


LUCILE. 
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Then,  the  guide,  who  well  knew 

Every  haunt  of  those  hills,  said  the 
wild  lake  of  (Jo 

Lay  a  league  t'nnn  I-iichon;  and  sug- 
gi-sied  a  track 

P.y  the  lake  to  Bigorre,  which,  trans- 
versing  the  back 

Of  the  moimlaiu,  avoided  a  circuit 
between 

Two  long  valleys  ;  and  thinking, 
"  Perchance  change  of  scene 

May  create  change  of  thougHt,"  Al- 
fred Vargrave  agreed, 

Mounted  horse,  and  set  forth  to  Bi- 
gorre at  full  speed. 


Jlis  guide  rode  hcside  him. 

The  king  of  the  guides! 
The  gallant  Bernard!  ever  boldly  he 

rides, 
Ever  gayly  he  sings!    For  to  him, 

from  of  old, 
The  hills  have  confided  their  secrets, 

and  told 
Where  the  white  partridge  lies,  ami 

the  cock  (.)'  the  woods; 
Where  the  ixard  Hits  fine  through  the 

cold  solitudes  ; 
Where  the  bear  lurks  perdu;  and  the 

lynx  on  his  prey 
At    nightfall     descends,   when    the 

mountains  are  gray; 
Where  the  sassafras  blooms,  and  the 

bluebell  is  horn, 
And   the    wild    rhododendron    first 

reddens  at  morn  ; 
Where  the  source  of  the  waters  is 

fine  as  a  thread  ; 
How  the  storm  on    the  wild    Mala- 

detta  is  spread  ; 
Where  the  thunder  is  hoarded,  the 

snows  lie  asleep. 
Whence  the  torrents  are  fed,  and  the 

cataracts  leap  ; 

And,  familiarly  known  in  the  ham- 
lets, the  vales 
Have   whispered    to   him    all    their 

thousand  love-tales  ; 
He  has  laughed    with  the  girls,  he 

has  leaped  with  the  boys  ; 


Ever  blithe,  ever  bold,  ever  boon,  ho 
enjoys 

An  existence  untroubled  by  envy  or 
strife, 

While  he  feeds  on' the  dews  and  the 
juices  of  life. 

And  so  lightly  he  sings,  and  so  gay- 
ly he  rides, 

For  BKRNAKT)  \.v.  SAUTEUK  is  tha 
king  of  all  guides  ! 
v. 

But  Bernard  found,  that  day,  neither 
song  nor  love-tale, 

Nor  adventure,   nor    laughter,   nor 
legend  avail 

To  arouse  from  his  deep  and  pro- 
found reverie 

Him  that  silent  beside  him  rode  fast 
as  could  be. 

VI. 

Ascending  the  mountain  they  slack- 
ened their  pace, 

And  the.  marvellous  prospect  each 
moment  changed  face. 

The  breezy  and  pure  inspirations  of 
morn 

Breathed  about  them.     The  scarped 
ravaged  moun tains,  all  worn 

By  the  torrents,  whose  course  they 
watched  faintly  meander, 

Were  alive  with  the  diamonded  shy 
salamander. 

They  paused  o'er  the  bosom  of  pur- 
ple abysses, 

And   wound   through    a    region    of 
green  wildernesses  ; 

The  waters  went  wirbling  above  and 
around, 

The  forests   hung  heaped   in   their 
shadows  profound. 

llere  the  Larboust,  and  there  Aven 
tin,  Castellon, 

Which  the  Demon  of  Tempest,  do 
seending  upon, 

Had  wasted  with  tire,  and  the  peace- 
ful Cazeaux 

They  marked  ;  and  far  down  in  the 
sunshine  below. 

Half  dipped  in  a  valley  of  airiest 
blue, 
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The  white  happy  homes  of  the  vil- 
lage of  *  >o, 

Where  the  age  is  yet  golden. 

Ami  high  overhead 

The  wrecks  of  the  combat  uf  Titan* 
\\  en;  spn-ad. 

Red  granite  and  quartz,  in  the  alche- 
mic sun, 

Fused  their  .splendors  of  crimson  and 
crystal  in  one  ; 

4. ud  deep  in  the  'moss  gleamed  the 
delicate  shells, 

And  the  dew  lingered  fresh  in  the 
heavy  harebells  ; 

The  large   violet  burned  ;  the  cam- 
panula blue  ; 

And  Autumn's  own  flower,  the  saf- 
fron, peered  through 

The  red-berried  brambles  and  thick 
sassafras  ; 

And  fragrant  with  thyme  was  the 
delicate  grass  ; 

And  high  up,  and  higher,  and  high- 
est of  all, 

The  secular  phantom  of  sno'w  ! 

O'er  the  wall 

Of  a  gray  sunless  glen  gaping  drowsy 
below, 

That  aerial  spectre,  revealed  in  the 
glow 

Of  the   great  golden  dawn,  hovers 
faint  on  the  eye, 

And  appears  to  grow  in,  and  grow 
out  of,  the  sky, 

And  plays  with  the  fancy,  and  baf- 
iles  the  sight. 

Only  reached  by  the  vast  rosy  ripple 
of  light, 

And  the  cool  star  of  eve,  the  Im- 
perial Thing, 

Half  unreal,  like  some  mythological 
king 

'.'hat  dominates  all  in  a  fable  of  old. 

Takes  command  of  a  valley  as  fair 
to  behold 

As  aught  in  old  fables  ;  and,  seen  or 
unseen, 

Dwells  aloof  over  all,  in  the  vast  and 
serene 

Sacred  sky,  where  the  footsteps  of 
spirits  are  furled 


'Mid    the    clouds     beyond     whicJi 

spreads  the  infinite  world 
Of  man's  last  aspirations,  unfulhom- 

ed,  uiurod. 
Save   by    Even  and    Morn,  and  the 

angels  of  God. 

VII. 

Meanwhile,  as  they  journeyed,  that 
serpentine  road. 

Now  abruptly  reversed,  unexpect- 
edly showed 

A  gay  cavalcade  some  few  feet  in 
ad  vance. 

Alfred  Vargrave's  heart  beat  ;  for 
he  saw  at  a  glance 

The  slight  form  of  Lucile  in  the 
midst.  His  next  look 

Showed  him,  joyously  ambling  be- 
side her,  the  Duke. 

The  rest  of  the  troop  which  had  thus 
caught  his  ken 

He  knew  not,  nor  noticed  them, 
(women  and  men). 

They  were  laughing  and  talking  to- 
gether. Soon  after 

His  sudden  appearance  suspended 
their  laughter. 

VIII. 

"  You  here  ! .  .  .  I  imagined  you  far 

on  your  way 

To    Bigorre  ! "  .    .    .  .  said   Lucile. 

"  What  has  caused  you  to  stay  ?  '' 

"  I  am  on  my  way  to  Bigorre,''  he 

replied, 
"  But,  since  my  way  would  seem  to 

be  yours,  let  mo  ride 
For  one  moment  beside  you."     And 

then,  with  a  stoop, 
At  her  ear,  ..."  and  forgive  me  ! " 

IX. 

By  this  time  the  troop 
Had  regathered  its  numbers. 

Lucile  was  a°  pale 
As  the  cloud  'neath  their  feet,  on  its 

way  to  the  vale. 

The  Duke  had  observed  it,  nor  quit- 
ted her  side, 

For  even  me  moment,  the  whole  ot 
the  ride. 
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Alfred  juniled.  as  he  thought,  "he 
is  jealous  of  lier  !  " 

Ai.d  the  thought  of  this  jealousy  ad- 
ded ;i  s[>ur 

To  his  linn  resolution  and  effort  to 
please. 

lie  talked  mueh  :  was  witty,  and 
quite  at  his  ease. 


After  noontide,   the   clouds,  which 
had  traversed  the  east 

Half  the   day.  gathered    closer,  and 
rose  and  increased. 

The   air   changed    and    chilled.     As 
though  out  of  the  groiuul, 

There  ran  up   the  trees  a  confused 
hissing  sound, 

And   the    wind    rose.      The   guides 
sniffed,  like  chamois,  the  air, 

And  looked  at  each  other,  and  halt- 
ed, and  there 

Unbuckled  the  cloaks  from  the  sad- 
dles.    The  white 

Aspens  rustled,  and  turned  up  their 
frail  leaves  in  fright. 

All  announced  the  approach  of  the 
tempest. 

Ere  long. 

Thick  darkness  descended  the  moun- 
tains among  ; 

And  a  vivid,  vindictive,  and  serpen- 
tine (lash 

Gored   the   darkness,    and    shore   it 
across  with  a  gash. 

The  rain  fell  in  large  heavy  drops. 
And  anon 

Broke  the  thunder. 
The  horses  look  fright,  every  one. 

The  Duke's  in  a  moment  was  far  out 
of  ^.ght. 

The  guides  whooped.    The  band  was 
obliged  to  alight  ; 

And,  dispersed  up  The  perilous  path- 
way, walked  blind 

To  the   darkness   before  from    the 
darkness  behind. 
XL 

And   the  Storm    is    abroad    in    the 
mountains  ! 

lie  fills 


The  crouched    hollows   find    all   the 

oracular  hills 
With   dread    voiees    of    power.      A 

roused  million  or  more 
Of  wild  echoes  reluctantly  rise  from 

their  hoar 
Immemorial  ambush,  and  roll  in  the- 

wake 
Of  the  cloud,  whose  reflection  leaves 

vivid  the  lake. 
And  the  wind,  that  wild  robber,  for 

plunder  descends 
From  invisible  lands,  o'er  those  black 

mountain  ends; 
lie  howls  as  he  hounds  down  his 

prey;  and  his  lash 
Tears  the  hair  of  the  timorous  wan 

mountain-ash. 
That  clings  to  the  rocks,  with  her 

garments  all  torn. 
Like  a  woman  in  fear;  then  lie  blow* 

his  hoarse  horn, 

And  is  off.  the  fierce  guide  of  destruc- 
tion and  terror. 
Up  the  desolate  heights,  'mid 

tricate  error 
Of  mountain  and  mist. 


XII. 

There  is  war  in  the  skies  < 
Lo!  the  black-winged  legions  of  tem- 
pest arise 
O'er   those   sharp   splintered    rocks 

that  are  gleaming  below 
In  the  soft  light,  so  fair  and  so  fatai, 

as  though 
Some  seraph  burned  through  them 

the  thunder-bolt  searching 
Which  the  black  cloud  unbosomed 

just  now.     Lo!  the  lurching 
And  shivering  pine-trees,  like  phau 

torus,  that  seem 
To  waver  above,  in  the  dark;  aud 

yon  stream, 
How  it  hurries  and  roars,  on  its  way 

to  the  white 
And  paraly/.ed  lake  there,  applied 

at  the  sight 
Of  the  things  seen  in  heaven! 
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TIC. 

Through  the  darkness  and  awe 
That  had  gathered  around  him,  Lord 

Alfred  now  saw. 
Beveafed  in  the  fierce  and  evanishing 

glare 
Of    ilie    lightning    that    momently 

pulsed  through  the  air, 
A   woman  alone  on   a    shelf  of  the 

hill. 
With   her  cheek  coldly  propped  on 

her  hand. — ami  as  still 
As  the  rock   that  she  sat  on,  which 

beetled  above 
The  black  lake  benealh  her. 

All  terror,  all  love. 
Added   speed  to    the  instinct   with 

which  he  rushed  on. 
For  one  moment  the  blue  lightning 

swathed  the  whole  stone 
In  its  lurid  embrace:  like  the  sleek 

dazzling  snake 
That  encircles  a  sorceress,  charmed 

for  her  sake 

And  lulled  by  her  loA'eliness;  fawn- 
ing, it  played 
And    caressingly  twined   round    the 

feet  and  the  head 

Of   the   woman   who  sat  there,  un- 
daunted and  calm 
As  the  soul  of  that  solitude,  listing 

the  psalm 
Of  the  plangent  and  laboring  tempest 

roll  slow 
From  the  caldron  of  midnight  ami 

vapor  below. 

Next  moment  from  bastion  to  bas- 
tion, all  round, 
Of  the  sieu'e-'-ircled  mountains,  there 

tumbled  tbe  sound 
Of  the  battering  thunder's  indefinite 

peal, 
And  Lord  Alfred  had  sprung  to  the 

feet  of  Lucile. 


She  started.     Once   more,  •with   its 

flickering  wand, 
Tbe  lightning  approached  her.     lu 

terror,  her  baud 


Alfred  Yargrave  had   seized   within 

his  :  an;!  lie  frit 
The  light  fingers  I  hat  coldly  and  lin- 

gcriimly  dwelt, 
In   the   grasp   of   his   own,   tremble 

family. 

"  See!  see! 
Where  the  whirlwind  hath  stricken 

and  strangled  yon  tree!" 
She  exclaimed,   .   .   .    "like  Ihe  pas- 
sion that  brings  on  its  breath, 
To  the  being  it  embraces,  ties. ruction 

and  death! 
Alfred    Vargrave,    the    lightning   is 

round  you!" 

"Lucile! 
I  hear — I  see — naught  but.  yourself. 

I  can  feel 
Nothing  here  but  your  presence.    My 

pride  lights  in  vain 
With  the  truth  that  leaps  from  Die,, 

We  two  meet  again 
'Neath  yon   terrible  heaven  that  is 

watching  above 
To  avenge  if  1  lie  when  I  swear  that 

1  love, — 
And  beneath  yonder  terrible  heaven, 

at  your  feet, 
I  humble  my  head  and  my  heart.     ] 

entreat 
Your  pardon.  Lucile,  for  the  past,— 

I  implore 
For  the  future  your  mercy, — implore 

it  with  more 
Of  passion  than  prayer  ever  breathed. 

By  the  power 
Which  invisibly  touches  us  both  ;D 

this  hour, 
By  the  rights  I  have  o'er  you,  Lncile 

I  demand  " — 

"The  rights!"  .  .  .  said  Lucile,  anr 
drert-  from  him  her  hand. 

"Yes,  the  rights!  for  what  greatei 

to  man  may  belong 
Than  the  right  to  rcpa.i  in  the  future 

the  wrong 
To  the  past  ?  and  the  wrong  I  have 

done  yon.  of  yore, 
Hath  beoneathed  to  me  a]]  the  sad 

right  to  restore, 
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To  retrieve,  to  amend  !    I,  who  in- 
jured your  life. 

Urge  the  right   to  repair  it,  Lucile! 
15e  my  wife, 

My   guide,   my  good   angel,  my  all 
upon  earth, 

And  accept    for  the  sake  of  what  yet 

may  give  worth 
oiny  life,  its  contrition!" 

xv. 
He  paused,  for  there  came 

O'er  the  cheek  of  Lucile  a  swift  flush 
like  the  flame 

That  ilium bu*d  at  moments  the  dark- 
ness o'erhead. 

With  a  voice  faint  and  marred  by 
emotion,  she  said, 

"And  your  pledge  to  another?" 

XVI. 

"Hush,  hush!"  he  exclaimed, 
"  My  honor  will  live  where  my  love 

lives,  unshamed. 
'Twere  poor  honor,  indeed,  to  another 

to  give 
That   life   of    which  you  keep  the 

heart.     Could  I  live 
In  the  light  of  those  young  eyes,  sup- 
pressing a  lie  ? 
Alas,  no!  your  hand  holds  my  whole 

destiny. 
1  can  never  iccall  what  my  lips  have 

avowed : 
in  your  love  li-'s  whatever  can  render 

me  proud. 

For  the  great  crime  of  all  my  exist- 
ence hath  been 
To  have  known  you  in  vain.     And 

the  duty  best  seen, 
Ami  most  hallowed,— the  duty  most 

sacred  and  sweet, 
s  that  which  hath  led  me,  Lucile,  to 

your  feet. 
O  speak  !  and  restore  me  the  blessing 

1  lost 
When  1  lost  you. — my  pear]  of  all 

pearls  beyond  cost! 
And    ivstoiv   to  your   own   life   its 

youth,  «trul  test  ore 
The  vision,  the  rapture,  the  passion 

of  yore) 


Ere  our  brows  had  been  dimmed  in 

the  dust  of  tli.-  world. 
When  our  souls  their  white  wings 

yet  exulting,  unfurled! 
For  your  eyes  rt-st  no  more  on.    he    i 

unquiet  man. 
The  wild  star  of  whose  course  ts  pal«    \ 

orbit  outran. 
Whom  the  formless  indefinite  f  ami 

of  youth, 

With  its  lying  allurements,  distract- 
ed.    In  truth 
I  have  wearily  wandered  the  world, 

and  I  feel 
That  the  least  of  your  lovely  regards, 

O  Lucile, 
Is  worth  all  the  world  can  afford,  ami 

the  dream 

Which,  though  followed  forevor,  for- 
ever doth  seem 
As  fleeting,  and  distant,  and  dim,  aa 

of  yore 
When  it  brooded  in  twilight,  at  dawn, 

on  the  shore 
Of  life's  untraversed  ocean!     I  know 

the  sole  path 
To  repose,  which  my  desolate  destiny 

hath, 
Is  the  path  by  whose  course  to  your 

feet  I  return. 
And  who  else,  O  Lucile,  will  so  truly 

discern, 

And  so  deeply  revere,  all  the  passion- 
ate strength, 
The  sublimity  in  you,  as  he  whom  at 

length 
These  have  saved  from  himself,  for 

the  truth  they  reveal 
To  his  worship  ?" 

XVTT. 

She  spoke  not  ;  but  Alfred  could 

feel 
The  light  hand  and  arm,  that  upon 

him  reposed, 
Thrill    and   tremble.      Those    dark 

eyes  of  hers  were  half  closed; 
But,  under  their  languid  mysterious 

fringe. 
A  passionate  softness  was  beaming 

Oue  tinue 
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Of  faint  inward  fire  flushed  trans- 
parently through 

The  delicate,  pallid,  ;unl  pure  olive 
hue 

Of  the  chock,  half  averted  and 
drooped.  The  rich  bosom 

Heaved,  as  when  in  the  heart  of  a 
ruflled  rose-blossom 

A.  hee  is  imprisoned  and  struggles. 

xvi  a. 

Meanwhile 
Tlie  sun,  in  his  setting,  sent  up  the 

last  smile 
Of   his  power,    to  baflle  the  storm. 

And,  behold ! 
O'er  the  mountains   nmhattlcd,   his 

armies,  all  gold. 
Hose   and  rested:  while    far  up  the 

dim  airy  craijs, 
Its  artillery  silenced,  its  banners  in 

rags, 

The  rear  of  the  tempest  its  sullen  re- 
treat 
Drew  off  slowly,  receding  in  silence, 

gathering  afar, 
Had  already  sent  forward  one  bright, 

,.ial  star. 
The  curls  of  her  soft  and  luxuriant 

hair, 
FroTii  the    dark    riding-hat,   which 

Lucile  used  to  wear. 
Had  escaped  ;  and  Lord  Alfred  now 

covered  with  kisses 
The  redolent  warmth  of  those  long 

falling  tresses. 
Neither  he.  nor  Liu-ile,  felt  the  rain, 

which  no!  yet 
Had    ceased    falling  around    them  : 

when,  splashed,  drenched,  and 

wet, 

The  Due  de  Luvois  down  the  rough 
mountain  course 

Approached  them  as  fast  as  tin:  road, 
and  his  horse. 

tVh'ch  was  limping,  would  suffer. 
The  :ie;i.--;  had  just  now 

Lost  h.s  fi  otihg,  uiul  ever  the  peril- 
ous brow 


Of  the  storm-haunted  mountain  hia 

master  had  thrown; 
But  the   Duke,  "who  was  agile,  had 

leaped  to  a  stone, 
And  the  horse,  being  bred  to  the  in- 
stinct which  tills 
The  breast  of  the  wild  mountaineer 

in  these  hills, 
Had  scrambled  again  to  his  feet;  act! 

now  master 
And  horse  bore  about  them  the  sign* 

of  disaster, 
As   they   heavily   footed   their    way 

through  the  mist, 
The   horse   with   his    shoulder,   th< 

Duke  with  his  wrist, 
Bruised  and  bleeding. 


If  ever  your  feet,  like  my  own. 

O  reader,  have  traversed  these  moun- 
tains alone, 

Have  you  felt  your  identity  shrink 
and  contract 

In  the  presence  of  nature's  immen- 
sities? bay. 

Have  you  hung  o'er  the  torrent,  be- 
dewed with  its  spray. 

And,  leaving  the  rock-way,  contort- 
ed and  rolled. 

Like  a  huge  couchant  Typhon,  fold 

heaped  over  fold. 

Tracked  the  summits,  from  which 

every  step  that,  yon  tread 
Rolls  the  loose  stones,  with  thunder 

below,  to  the  bed 
Of  invisible  waters,  whose  mystical 

sound 
Fills    with    awful    suggestions 

dix/y  profound  '.' 
And,    laboring    onwards,    at     1.,  I 

through  a  break 
In  the  walls  of  the   world,  burst  at 

once  on  the  lake  ? 
If  you  have,  this  description  I  might 

have  withheld. 
You  remember  bow   strangely  voiw 

bosom  has  swelled 
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At  the  vision  revealed.  On  the  over- 
worked soil 

Of  this  planet,  enjoyment  is  sharp- 
ened by  toil  ; 

And  one  seems,  by  the  pain  of  as- 
cending the  height, 

To  have  conquered  a  claim  to  that 
wonderful  sitrht. 


HaL  virginal  daughter  of  cold  Es- 
pingo  ! 

Hail,  Naiad,  whose  realm  is  the 
cloud  and  the  snow  ; 

For  o'sr  thee  the  angels  have  whi- 
tened their  wings, 

And  the  thirst  of  the  seraphs  is 
quenched  at  thy  springs. 

What  hand  hath,  in  heaven,  upheld 
mine  expanse  ~t 

When  the  breath  of  creation  first 
fashioned  fair  France, 

Did  the  Spirit  of  111,  in  his  down- 
throw appalling. 

Bruise  the  world,  and  thus  hollow 
thy  basin  while  falling? 

Ere  the  mammoth  was  bom  hath 
some  monster  unnamed 

The  base  of  thy  mountainous  pedes- 
tal framed  ? 

And  later,  when  Power  to  Beauty 
was  wed, 

Did  some  delicate  fairy  embroider 
thy  bed 

With  the  fragile  valerian  and  wild 
columbine  ? 

XXI. 

But  thy  secret  thou  keepest,  and  I 

will  keep  mine  ; 
For  once  gazing  on  thee,  it  flashed 

on  my  soul, 
AL  :hat  secret  !     I  saw  in  a  vision 

the  whole 
Vast  design  of  the  ages  ;  what  was 

and  shall  he  ! 
Hands  unseen  raised  the  veil  of  a 

great  mystery 
For  one    moment.      I  saw,   and   I 

heard  ;  and  my  heart 
Bore  witness  within  me  to  infinite 

tut, 


In  infinite  power   proving    infinite 

love  ; 
Caught    the     great     choral     chant, 

marked     the    dread    pageant 

move — 
The  divine  Whence  and  Whither  of 

life  !    But,  O  daughter  , 

Of  Oo,  not  more  safe  in  the  deep 

silent  water  | 

Is  thy  secret,  than  mine  in  niy  heart. 

Even  so. 
What   i   then  saw  and   heard,   the 

world  never  shall  know. 

xxir. 

The  dimness  of  eve  o'er  the  valleys 
had  closed, 

The  rain  had  ceased  falling,  the 
mountains  reposed. 

The  stars  had  enkindled  in  luminous 
courses 

Their  slow-sliding  lamps,  when,  re- 
mounting their  horses, 

The  riders  retraversed  that  mighty 
serration 

Of  rock-work.  Thus  left  to  its  own 
desolation, 

The  lake,  from  whose  glimmering 
limits  the  last 

Transient  pomp  of  the  pageants  of 
sunset  had  passed, 

Drew  into  its  bosom  the  darkness, 
and  only  [lonely 

Admitted  within  it  one  image, — a 

And  tremulous  phantom  of  nicker- 
ing light 

That  followed  the  mystical  moon 
through  tne  night. 

XXIII. 

It  was  late  when  o'er  Luchon  at  lu-c 
they  descended. 

To  her  chalet,  in  silence,  Lord  Al- 
fred attended 

Ludle.  As  they  parted  she  whisper- 
ed him  low, 

"  You  have  made  to  me,  Alfred,  an 
offer  I  know 

All  the  worth  of,  believe  me.  I  can- 
not reply 

Without  time  for  reflection.  Good 
night  I — not  good  by." 


5° 
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"Alas  I   'tis  the  very  same    answer 

you  imule 
To  the  Due  ile   Luvois  but  a  day 

since,"  he  said. 
"No,  Alfred  !  the  very  same,  no," 

she  replied. 
Her  voice  shook.     "  If  you  love  me, 

obey  me. 

answer,  to-morrow." 


XXIV. 

Alas,  Cousin  Jack  ! 
You    Cassandra    in     breeches    and 

boots  !  turn  your  back 
To  the    ruins   of   Troy.      Prophet, 

seek  not  for  glory 
Amongst  thine  own  people. 

1  follow  my  btory. 


CANTO   V. 
i. 

UP  1— forth      again,      Pegasus  I  — 

"  Many's  the  slip," 
Hath  the  proverb  well  said,  "'twixt 

the  cnp  and  the  lip  !  " 
How  blest  should  we  be,  have  I  often 

conceived, 
Had  we  really   achieved  what  we 

nearly  achieved  ! 
We  but  catch  at  the  skirts    of  the 

thing  we  would  be, 
And  fall  back  on  the  lap  of  a  false 

destiny. 
So  it  will  be,  so  has  been,  since  this 

world  began  ! 
And  the  happiest,  noblest,  and  best 

part  of  man 
Is  the  part  which  lie  never  hath 

fully  played  out  : 
For  the  tifst  and  last  word  in  life's 

volume  is — Doubt. 
The  face  the  most  fair  to  our  vision 

allowed 
1»  the  face  we  encounter  and  lose  in 

the  crowd. 
The  thought  that  most  thrills  our 

existence  is  one 
Which,  before  we  can  frame  It  in 

language,  la  gone. 


0  Horace  !  the  rustic  still  rests  by 

the  river, 
But  the   river   Hows  on,   and  flows 

past  him  forever  1 
Who  can  sit  down,  and  say 

*•  What  I  will  be,  1  will"  ? 
Who  stand    up,   and   allirm  .... 

"  What  1  was,  1  am  still  "  •• 
Who   is   it   that  must  not.  if  <iue» 

tioned,  say,  ..."  What 

1  would  have  remained,  or  becoiES, 

1  am  not  M  '! 
We  are  ever  behind,  or  beyond,  or 

beside  [hi  ie 

Our  intrinsic  existence.     Forever  at 
And   seek  with  oiu-  souls.     Not  in 

Hades  alone 
Doth  Sisyphus  roll,  ever  frustrate, 

the  stone, 
Do  the  Danaids  ply,  ever  vainly,  Hie 

sieve. 

Tasks  as  futile  does  earth  to  its  den- 
izens give. 
Yet   there's  none  so  unhappy,  but 

what  he  hath  been 
Just  about  to  be  happy,  at  some  time, 

I  ween  ; 
And  none  so  beguiled  and  defrauded 

by  chance, 
But   what  once,    in   his   life,   some 

minute  circumstance 
Would  have  fully  snlliced  to  secure 

him  the  bliss 
Which,   missing  it  then,  he  forevci 

must  miss  ; 
And  to  most  of  us,  ere  we  go  down 

to  the  grave, 
Life,    relenting,   accords    the    good 

gift  we  would  have  ; 
But,  as  though  by  some  strange  im- 
perfection in  fate, 
The  good  gift,  when  it  comes,  conies 

a  moment  too  late. 
The  Future's  great  veil  our  breath 

fitfully  flap-, 

And  behind  it  broods  ever  the  migh- 
ty Perhaps. 
Yet !  there's  ruar.y  a  slip  'twixt  the 

cup  and  the  lip  ; 

But  while  o'er  the  brim  of   life's 
1  dip, 
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Though  the  cup  may  next  moment 

be  shattered,  the  wine 
Spilt,  one   deep  health    I'll  pledge, 

and  that  health  shall  he  thine. 
O  being  of  beauty  ami  bliss  !    seen 

anil  known 

In   the  deeps  of  my  soul,  and  pos- 
sessed there  alone  ! 
My  days  kno-.v   tbee   not  ;   aud  uiy 

lips  n.mie  tbee  never. 
Thy  place  in   my  poor  life  is  vacant 

forever. 
We  have  met  :  we  have  parted.     No 

more  is  recorded 
In  ray  annals  on  earth.     This  alone 

was  afforded 
To  the  man  whom  men  knew  me,  or 

deem  me,  to  be. 
But,  far  down,  in  the  depth  of  my 

life's  mystery 
(Like  the  siren  that  under  the  deep 

oeean  dwells. 
Whom  the  wind  as  it  wails,  and  the 

wave  as  it  swells, 

Cannot  stir  in  the  calm  of  her  coral- 
line halls, 
'Mid   the   world's   adamantine   and 

dim  pedestals  ; 
At  whose  feet  sit  the  sylphs  aud  sea 

fairies  ;  t\v  whom 
The   almondine  glimmers,  the  soft 

samphires  bloom) — 
Thou  abidest  and    reignest  forever, 

O  Queen 
Of    that   better   world    whieh   thou 

swayest  unseen  ! 
My   one   perfect   mistress  !    my   all 

tilings  in  all  ! 
Thee  by  no  vulgar  name  known  to 

men  do  1  call  :     . 
For  the  seraphs  have  named  tbee  to 

me  in  my  sleep. 
And  that  name  is  a  secret  1  sacredly 

keep. 
But,  wherever  this  nature  of  mine 

is  most  fair, 

And  its  thoughts  are  the  purest — be- 
loved, thou  art  tbere  ! 
And  whatever    is  noblest  in  aught 

that  1  do,  [too. 

IB  done  to  exalt  and  to  worship  thee 


The  world  gave  thee  not  to  me,  no 
a  ml  the  world 

Cannot    take   thee   away   from    me 
now.     1  have  furled 

The  Mings  of  my  spirit  about  thy 
bii-ht  head  ; 

At  thy  feet  are  my  soul's  immortal- 
ities spread. 

Thou    uiightest    have   been    to   me 
much.     Thou  ait  more. 

And  in  silence  1  worship,  in  dark- 
ness adore. 

If  life  be  not  that  which  without  :ia 
we  find — 

Chance,  accident,  merely — but  rath- 
er  the  mind, 

And  the  soul  which,  within  us,  fcur- 
viveth  these  things, 

If  our  real  existence  have  truiy  its 
springs 

Less  in  that  which  we  do  than  in 
that  which  we  feel, 

Not  in  vain  do  1  worship,  not  hope- 
less I  kneel  ! 

For  then,   though  I  name  thee  not 
mistress  or  wife, 

Thou  art  mine — and  mine  only, — O 
life  of  my  life  ! 

And  though  many's  the  slip  'twixt 
the  cup  and  the  lip, 

Yet  -while   o'er   the   brim   of   life's 
beater  I  dip, 

While  there's  life  on  the  lip,  while 
there's  warmth  in  the  wine, 

One  deep  health  I'll  pledge,  and  that 
health  shall  be  thine  ! 


This    world,    on    whose    peaceable 

breast  we  rep«»e 
Unconvidsed    by    alarm,    once   cxi>- 

fused  in  the  throes 
Of  a  tumult  divine,  sea  and  laud, 

moist  and  dry, 
And  in  fiery  fusion  commixed  earth 

and  sky. 
Time  cooled   it,  and  calmed  it,  and 

taught  it  to  go 
The  round  of  its  orbit  in  peace,  long 

ago. 
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The  wind   changcth   and   whirleth 

continual'y  : 
All  the  rivers  run  down  and  run  into 

the  sea  : 
The  wind   whLleth   about,   and    is 

presently  stilled  : 
All  th.1  rivers  run  du\vn,  yet  the  sea 

i-  not  lilled  : 
The  sun  goeth  forth  from  his  cham- 

bers :  the  sun 
Ariseth,    and    lo  !     he    descendeth 

anon. 
All  returns   to  its   place.     Use  and 

Habit  are  powers 
Far  stronger  than   Passion,  in  this 

world  of  Hirs. 
The  great  laws  of  life  readjust  their 

infraction, 
And  to  every  emotion  appoint  a  re- 

action. 

in. 
Alfred  Targrave  had  time,  after  leav- 

ing Lucile, 
To  review  the  rash  step  he  had  ta- 

ke; ,  and  feel 
What  tb    world  would  have  called 


Though'   jbtruded  its  claim,  and  en- 

forced recognition  : 
Like  a  creditor  who,  when  the  gloss 

is  worn  out 
On   the   coat   which  we  once  wore 

with  pleasure,  no  doubt, 
Sends  us  in  his  account  for  the  gar- 

incut  we  bought. 
Every  spendthrift  to  passion  is  debt- 

or to  thought. 


Jle  felt  ill  at  ease  with  himself.  He 
could  feel 

Lfitle  doubt  what  the  answer  would 
be  from  Lucile. 

Her  eyes,  when  they  parted, — her 
voice,  when  they  met, 

Stil  enraptured  his  heart,  which 
they  haunted.  And  \vt. 

Though,  exulting,  he  d.vnn-d  him- 
self loved,  where  lie  loved, 

Through  his  mind  a  vague  self-ac- 
cusaUou  there  moved. 


O'er  his  fancy,  when  fancy  was  fair- 
est, would  rise 
The  infantine  face  of  Matilda,  with 

eyes 
So  sad.   so  reproachful,   so  ciuelly 

kind, 
That  his  heart  failed    within   hinu 

in  vain  did  he  lind 
A  thousand  just  reasons  for  what  lid 

had  done  : 
The  vision  that  troubled  him  would 

not  be  gone. 
In  vain  did  he  say  to  himself,  iiiu 

with  truth, 
"  Matilda  has  beauty     ami  fortune, 

and  youth  ; 
And  her  heart  is  too  young  to  have 

deeply  involved 
All  its  hopes  in  the  tie  which  must 

now  be  dissolved. 
'Twere  a  false  sense  of  honor  in  me 

to  suppress 
The  sad  truth  which  I  owe  it  to  her 

to  confess. 
And  what  reason  have  I  to  presume 

this  poor  life 
Of  my  own,    with   its   languid  and 

frivolous  strife, 

And  without  what  alone  might  en- 
dear it  to  her, 
Were  a  boon  all  so  precious,  indeed, 

to  confer, 
Its  withdrawal  can  wrong  her  ? 

"  It  is  not  as  though 
I  were  bound  to  some  poor  village 

maiden,  I  know, 
Unto  whose  simple  heart  mine  were 

all  upon  earth, 
Or  to  whose  simple  fortunes  my  own 

could  give  worth. 
Matilda,  in  all  the  world's  gifts,  will 

not  miss 
Aught    that    I    could   procure   h«r. 

'Tis  best  as  it  is  !" 


V. 


In    vain    did    he    say    to    himself, 

"  When  I  came 
To  this  fatal  spot,  I  had  nothing  to 

blame 
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Or  reproach  myself  for,  in  the 
thoughts  of  my  lu-art. 

1  coiud  n<  it  foresee  that  its  pulses 
would  start 

Into  such  strange  emotion  on  seeing 
once  more 

A  woman  1  left  with  indifference  be- 
fore. 

1  believed,  and  with  honest  convic- 
tion believed, 

lu  my  love  for  Matilda.  I  never 
conceived 

That  another  could  shake  it.  1 
deemed  I  had  done 

With  the  wild  heart  of  youth,  and 
looked  hopef  tilly  on 

To  the  soberer  manhood,  the  wor- 
thier life, 

'Which  I  sought  in  the  love  that  I 
vowed  to  my  wife. 

Poor  child  !  she  shall  learn  the 
whole  truth.  She  sliall  know 

What  1  knew  not  myself  but  a  few 
days  ago. 

The  world  will  console  her, — her 
pride  will  support, — 

Her  youth  will  renew  its  emotions. 
In  short, 

There  is  nothing  in  me  that  Matilda 
will  miss 

Wlien  once  we  have  parted.  'Tis 
best  as  it  is  !  " 


But  in  vain  did  he  reason  and  ar- 
gue. Alas  I 

He  yet  felt  unconvinced  that  'twas 
bast  as  it.  was. 

Out  of  reach  of  all  reason,  forever 
would  rise 

That  infantine  face  of  Matilda,  with 
eyes 

&o  sad,  so  reproachful,  so  cruelly 
kind, 

That  they  harrowed  his  heart  and 
distracted  his  mind. 

vn. 
And    then,  when   he   turned    from 

these  thoughts  to  Lucile, 
Though  bis  heart  rose  enraptured, 

he  could  not  but  feel 


A  vague  sen  be  of  awe  of  her  nature. 

Behind 
All  the  beauty  of  heart,   and   th« 

graces  of  mind, 
Which  he  saw  and  revered  in  her, 

something  unknown 
And    unsoon    in    that    nature    still 

troubled  his  own. 
lie  felt  that  Lucile  penetrated  and 

prized 
Whatever    was    noblest    and    best 

though  disguised, 
In  himself  ;  but  he  did  not  feel  sure 

that  he  knew, 
Or  completely  possessed,  what,  half 

hidden  from  view. 
Remained  lofty  and  lonely  in  her. 

Then,  her  life, 
So  untamed,  and  so  free  !  would  she 

yield  as  a  wife,. 

Independence,  long  claimed  as  a  wo- 
man ?     Her  name, 
So  linked    by    the   world  with   that 

spurious  fame 

Which  the  beauty  and  wit  of  a  wo- 
man assert, 
In  some  measure,  alas  !  to  her  own 

loss  and  hurt 
In  the  serious  thoughts  of  a  man  ! 

....  This  reflection 
O'er  the  love  which  he  felt  cast  a 

shade  of  dejection, 
From  which  he  forever  escaped  to 

the  thought 
Doubt  could  reach  not.  .  .  .  "  I  love 

her,  and  all  else  is  naught  ! " 

VIII. 

His    hand     trembled    strangely    in 

breaking  the,  seal 
Of  the  letter  which  reached  him  at 

last  from  Lueile. 
At  the  sight  of  the  very  first  word 

that  he  read, 
Thai  'etter  dropped  down  from  :iis 

hand  like  the  dead 
Leaf  in  autumn,  that,  falling,  leaves 

naked  and  bare 

A  desolate  tree  in  a  wide  wintry  air. 
lie  passed  his  hand  hurriedly  over 

his  eyes.  "[prino 

Bewildered,  incredulous.  Angry  sur- 
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And  dismay,  in  one  sharp  moan, 
broke  fr"in  him.  Anon 

He  picked  up  the  page,  and  read  rap- 
idly on. 

IX. 

The  COMTESPK  DK  XKVKH«  to  LOKD 

Al.KKKI)  YAKCiliAv'E. 

"No.  Alfred  ! 

"  If  over  the  presort,  when  last. 
We  two  met.  rose  the  glamour  and 

misl  of  the  past, 
It  hath  now   rolled  away,  and  our 

two  paths  are  plain, 
And  those  two  paths  divide  us. 

"That  hand  which  again 
Mine  one  moment  has  clasped  as  the 

hand  of  a  brother, 
That    hand    and    your    honor    are 

pledged  to  another  ! 
Forgive,   Alfred    Yargrave,   forgive 

me,  if  yet 
For  that  moment  (now  past  !)  I  have 

made  you  forget 
What  was  due  to  yourself  and  that 

other  one.     Yes, 

Mine  the  fault,  and  he  mine  the  re- 
pentance !    Not  less 
In  now   owning  this  fault,  Alfred, 

let  me  own,  too, 
I  foresaw  not   the  sorrow  involved 

in  it, 

"True. 
That  meeting,  which  hath  been  so 

fatal,  I  sought, 
1  alone  !    but  O,  deem  not  it  was 

with  the  thought 
Or  your  heart  to  regain,  or  the  past 

to  rewaken. 
No  I    believe  me,   it  was  with  the 

linn  and  unshaken 
Conviction,  at  least,  that  our  meet- 
ing would  be 
Without  peril  to  you,  although  haply 

to  me 
The  salvation  of  all  my  existence. 

"  I  own, 
When  the  rumor  first  reached  me, 

which  lightly  made  known 
To  the  world  your  engagement,  my 

heart  and  my  mind 


Suffered    torture  Intense.      It  v*fcs 

cruel  to  find 
That  so  much  of  the  life  of  my  life, 

half  unknown 
To  mysdf.  had  been  silently  settled 

on  one 
Upon  whom  but  to  think  it  would 

soon  be  a  crime. 
Then  1  said    to  myself.   '  From  in 

thraldom  which  time 
Ilath  not  weakened    then:  rests  n»t 

one  hope  of  escape. 
That  image  \\hicb  Fancy  seems  ever 

to  shape 
From    the   solitude  left   round   the 

ruins  of  yore 
Is  a  phantom.     The  Being  I  loved 

is  no  more. 
What  I  hear  in  the  silence,  and  see 

in  the  lone 
Yoid  of  life,  is  the  young  hero  born 

of  my  own 

Perished  youth  :  and  his  image,  se- 
rene and  sublime. 
In   my  heart   rests   unconscious  of 

change  and  of  time. 
Could  I  see  it  but  once  more,  as  time 

and  as  change 
Have  made  it,  a  thing  unfamiliar  and 

strange, 
See,  indeed,  that  the  Being  I  loved  in 

my  youth 
Is  no  more,  and  what  rests  now  is 

only,  in  trulh, 
The  hard  pupil  of  life  and  the  world  : 

then.  ().  then, 
I  should  wake  from  a  dream,  and  my 

life  be  again 

Reconciled   to  the   world  ;  ana.  re- 
leased from  regret, 
Take   the    lot    fate    accords   to   luy 

choice.' 

"  ,So  w<-  met 
But  the  danger  I  did  uot  foresee  has 

occurred  : 
The  dauyer.  alas,  to  yourself  !  I  have 

erred. 
But  happy  for  loth  tha'  this  «rror 

hath  been 
Discovered  as  so,.n  a«  the  danger  wae 

seen  ! 
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We  met-i .,  Alfred  Vargrave,  rio  more. 
I,  indeed. 

Shall  bo  far  from  Luchon  when  this 
letter  you  read. 

My  course  is  decided  ;  uiy  path  I  dis- 
cern : 

Doubt  is  over  ;  my  future  is  lixed 
now. 

"  Return, 

0  return  to  the  young  living  love! 

Whence,  alas  ! 
If,  one  moment,  you  wandered,  think 

only  it  was 
Wore  deeply  to  bury  the  past  love. 

"  And,  oh! 
Believe,   Alfred   Vargrave,    that    I, 

where  I  go 
On  my  far  distant  pathway  through 

life,  shall  rejoice 
To  treasure  iu  memory  all  that  your 

voice 
Has  avowed   to    me,   all    in   which 

others  have  clothed 
To  my  fancy  with  beauty  and  worth 

your  betrothed  ! 
In   the   fair  morning   light,   in   the 

orient  dew 
Of  that  young  life,  now  yours,  can 

you  fail  to  renew 
All  the  noble  and  pure  aspirations, 

the  truth, 
The  freshness  the  faith,  of  your  own 

earnest  youth ? 
Yes!  you  will  be  happy.     I,  too,  in 

the  bliss 

1  foresee  for  you,  I  shall  be  happy. 

And  this 
Proves  me  worthy  your  friendship. 

And  so — let  it  prove 
That  I  cannot — 1  do  not — respond  to 

your  love. 
Ve8,  indeed  !  be  convinced  that  I 

could  not  (no.  no, 
Kever,  never  !)  have   rendered  you 

happy.     And  so. 
Rest  assured  that,  if  false  to  the  vows 

you  have  plighted, 
i'ou  would  ha.-"  endured,  when  the 

lirst  brief,  excited 

Kmotioi)  was  o'er,  not  alone  the  re- 
morse 


Of  honor,  but  also  (to  render  it  worse) 

Disappointed  affection. 

"  Yes.  Alfred  ;  you  start? 

But   think  !    if   the   world   was   too 
much  in  your  heart, 

And   too  little  in  mine,   when  we 
parted  ten  years 

Ere  this  last  fatal  meeting,  that  time 
( ay.  and  tears  !) 

Have  but  deepened  the  old  demarca- 
tions which  then 

Placed  our  natures  asunder  ;  and  we 
two  again, 

As  we  then  were,  would  still  have 
been  strangely  at  strife. 

In  that  self-independence  which  is  to 
my  life 

Its  necessity  now,  as  it  once  was  its 
pride, 

Had  our  course  through  the  world 
been  henceforth  side  by  side, 

I  should  have  revolted  forever,  and 
shocked, 

Your  respect  for  the  world's  plausi- 
bilities, mocked. 

Without  meaning  to  do  so,  and  out- 
raged, all  those 

Social  creeds  which  you  live  by. 

"  Oh!  do  not  suppose 

That  I  blame  you.     Perhaps  it  is  you 
that  are  right. 

Best,  then,  all  as  it  is  ! 

"  Deem  these  words   life's  Good- 
night 

To  the  hope  of  a  moment  :  no  more ! 
If  there  fell 

Any    tear    on    this    page,    'twas    a 
friend's. 

"So  farewell 

To  the  past — and  to  you,  Alfred  Var- 
grave. 

"  LUCILE." 


So  ended  that  letter. 

The  room  seemed  to  reel 
Round  and  round  in  the  mist  that 

was  scorching  his  eyes 
With  a  tiery  dew.    Grief,  resentment, 

surprise, 
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Half  choked  him  ;  each  word  he  had 

read,  as  it  smote 
Down  some  hope,  rose  and  grasped 

lik;  a  hand  at  his  throat, 
To  stifle  aud  strangle  him. 

Gasping  already 

For  relief  from  himself,  with  a  foot- 
stop  unsteady, 
Be  passed  from  his  chamber.     ITe 

felt  both  diipressed 
And  excited.     The  letter  he  thrust 

in  his  breast, 
And,  in  search  of  fresh  air  and  of 

solitude,  passed 
The  long  lime-trees  of  Lnohou.    His 

footsteps  at  last 
Reached  a  bare  narrow  heath  by  the 

skirts  of  a  wood  : 
It  was  sombre  and  silent,  ana  suited 

his  mood. 
By  a  miii<-ral  spring,  long  unused, 

now  nn Known, 
Stood   a    small    ruined    abbey.     He 

reachv-d  it,  sat  down 
On  a  fragment  of   stone,   'mid  the 

wild  weed  and  thistle. 
And  read  over  again  that  perplexing 

epistle. 


XL 

In  re-reading  that,  letter,  there  rolled 

from  his  mind 
The  raw  mist  of  resentment  which 

first  made  him  blind 
TD  the  pathos  breathed  through  it. 

Tears  rose  in  his  eyes. 
And  a  hope  sweet  and  strange  in  his 

heart  seemed  to  rise. 
1  he  truth  which  he  saw  not  the  first 

time  he  read 
Thai  letter,  he  now  saw,— that  each 

M<;rd  betrayed 
The  love  which  the  writer  had  sought 

to  conceal. 
His  love  was  received  not,  he  could 

not  but  fed, 
For  one  reason  alone,— (hat  his  love 

was  not  free- 
True  !  free  yet  he  was  not :  but  could 

he  not  be 


Free  ere  long  free  as  air  to  revo>"> 
that  farewell, 

And  to  sanction  his  own  hopes  ?  he 
had  but  to  tell 

The  truth  to  Matilda,  and  she  were 
the  first 

To  release  him  :  he  had  but  to  wait 
at  the  worst. 

Matilda's  relations  would  probably 
match 

Any  pretext,  with  pleasure,  to  break 
off  a  match 

In  which  they  had  yielded,  alone  at 
the  whim 

Of  their  spoiled  child,  a  languid  ap- 
proval to  him. 

She  herself,  careless  child  !  wa*  hei 
love  for  him  air^ht 

Save  the  lirst  joyous  fancy  succeed- 
ing the  thought 

She  last  gave  to  her  doll  ?  was  she 
able  to  feel 

Such  a  love  as  the  love  he  divined  in 
Lucile  ? 

lie  would  seek  her,  obtain  his  re- 
lease, and.  oh  !  then, 

He  had  but  to  ily  to  Lucile.  and  again 

Claim  the  love  which  his  heart  would 
be  free  to  command. 

But  to  press  on  Lucile  any  claim  to 
her  hand, 

Or  even  to  seek,  or  to  see  her.  before 

He  could  say,  "  I  am  free  !  free,  Lu- 
cile, to  implore 

That  great  blessing  on  life  you  alone 
can  confer," 

'Twere  dishonor  in  him,  'twould  b« 
insult  to  h.'r. 

Thus  still  with  the  letter  outspreaii 
on  his  knee 

He  followed  so  fondly  his  own  rev- 
ery, 

That  he  felt  not  the  angry  regard  oi 
a  man 

Fixed  upon  him  ;  he  saw  not  a  face 
pti-rn  and  wan 

Turned  towards  him  ;  lie  heard  not 
a  footstep  that  passed 

And  repassed  the  lone  spot  where  he 
stood,  till  at  '• 

A  hoarse  voice  aroused  him. 
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He  looked  up  and  saw, 
Oil  the  bare  heath  before  him,  the 
Due  de  Luvois. 

XII. 

With  aggressive  ironical  tones,  and 

a  look 
Of  concentrated  insolent  challenge, 

the  Duke 
ddressed     to    Lord     Alfred    some 

sneering  allusion 
fo  "the  doubtless  sublime  reveries 

his  intrusion 

Had,  he    feared,  interrupted.      Mi- 
lord would  do  better, 
He  fancied,  however,  to  fold  up  a 

letter 
The  writing  of  which  was  too  well 

known,  in  fact. 
Hid   remark   as   he  passed   to  have 

failed  to  attract." 

XIII. 

It  was  obvious  to  Alfred  the  French- 
man was  bent 

Upon  picking  a  quarrel  !  and  doubt- 
less 'twas  meant 

From  him  to  provoke  it  by  sneers 
such  as  these. 

A  moment  sufficed  his  quick  instinct 
to  seize 

The  position.     He  felt  that  he  could 
not  expose 

His  own  name,  or  Lucile's,  or  Ma- 
tilda's, to  those 

Idle  tongues  that  would  bring  down 
upon  him  the  ban 

Of  the  world,  if  he  now  v;cr«to  fight 
with  this  man. 

And  indeed,  when  he  looked  in  the 
Duke's  haggard  face, 

He  was  pained  by  the  change  there 
he  could  not  but  trace. 

4.H-.1  he  almost  felt  pity. 

He  therefore  put  by 

Each  remark  from  the  Duke  with 
some  careless  reply, 

And  coldly,  but  courteously,  waving 
away 

The  ill-humor  the  Duke  seemed  re- 
sol  vetl  to  display, 

Rose,  and  turned,  with  a  stern  salu- 
tation, aside. 


xrv. 

Then  the  Duke  put  himself  in  the 
path,  made  one  stride 

In   advance,   raised    a    hand,   fixed 
upon  him  his  eyes, 

And  said  .  .  . 

"  Hold,  Lord  Alfred  !    Away  with 
disguise  ! 

I  will  own  that  I  sought  you  a  mo- 
ment ago, 

To  fix  on  you  a  quarrel.     I  still  can 
do  so 

Upon  any  excuse.      I  prefer  to  be 
frank. 

I   admit  not  a  rival  in  fortune  or 
rank 

To  the  hand  of  a  woman,  whatever 
be  hers 

Or  her  suitor's.     I  love  the  Comtesse 
de  Nevers. 

I  believed,  ere  you  crossed  me,  and 
still  have  the  right 

To  believe,  that  she  would  have  been 
mine.     To  her  sight 

You  return,  and  the  woman  is  sud- 
denly changed. 

You  step  in  between  us  :  her  heart 
is  estranged. 

You !  who  now    are    betrothed  to 
another,  I  know  : 

You  !   whose    name    with    Lucile's 
nearly  ten  years  ago 

Was  coupled  by  ties  which  you  broke : 
you!  the  man 

I  reproached  on  the  day  our  acquaint- 
ance began  : 

You!  that  left  her  so  lightly, — I  can- 
not believe 

That  you  love,  as  I  love,  her  ;  nor 
can  I  conceive 

You,  indeed,  have  the  right  so  to 
love  her. 

"Milord 

I  will   not  thus  tamely  concedes  at 
your  word, 

What,  £  few  days  ago,  1  believed  :o 
be  mine  ! 

I  shall  yet  persevere:  I  shall  yet  be, 
ia  iine, 

A  rival  you  dare  not  despise.     It  la 
plain 
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That  to  settle  this  contest  there  can 

but  remain 
One  way — need  I  say  what  it  is  ?  " 

XV. 

Xot  unmoved 

With  regretful  respect  for  the  earn- 
estness proved 

Hy  the  speech  .he  hail  heard,  Alfred 
Vargrave  replied 

111  words  which  he  trusted  might 
yet  turn  aside 

The  quarrel  from  which  he  felt 
hound  to  abstain. 

And,  w'th  stately  urbanity,  strove  to 
ucplaJu 

To  the  Duke  that  he  too  (a  fair 
rival  at  worst ! ) 

Had  not  been  accepted, 

XVI. 

"  Accepted  !  say  ;?rst 
Are  you  free  to  have  oil'ered  '/  " 

Lord  Alfred  was  mute. 

XVII. 

"  Ah,  you  dare  not  reply ! ''  cried  the 

Duke.     "  Why  dispute, 
Why   palter    with    me  ?     You  are 

silent  !  and  why  ? 
Because,   in   your    conscience,   you 

cannot  deny 
'Twas    from     vanity    wanton    and 

cruel  withal, 
Anc  the  wish  an  ascendency  lost  to 

recall. 
That  you  stepped  in  between  me  and 

her.     If,  milord, 
You  be  really  sincere,  I  ask  only  one 

•word. 
Say  at  once  you  renounce  her.    At 

once,  on  my  part, 
I  will  ask  your  forgiveness  with  all 

truth  of  heart, 
And  there  can  be  no  quarrel  between 

us.     Say  on!" 

Lord   Alfred  grew   galled   and   im- 
patient.    This  tone 
Roused  a  strong  irritation  he  could 

not  repress. 
"  You  have  not  the  right,  sir,"  he 

said,  "and  still  lees 


The  power,  to  make  terms  and  con- 
ditions with  me. 
I  refuse  to  reply." 

XVIII. 

As  diviners  may  see 
Fates   they  cannot    avert  in    some 

figure  occult, 
lie  fun-saw  in  a  moment  each  evil 

result 
Of  the  quarrel  now  imminent. 

There,  face  to  face, 
'Mid  the  ruins  and  tombs  of  a  long- 

perished  race, 
With,  lor  witness,  the  stern  Autumn 

Sky  overhead, 
And  beneath  them,   unnoticed,  the 

graves,  and  the  dead, 
Those  two  men  had  met,  as  it  were 

on  the  ridge 
Of  that   perilous,   narrow,   invisible 

bridge 
Dividing  the  Past  from  the  Future, 

so  small 
That,  if  one  should  pass   over,  the 

other  must  fall. 


On   the  ear,   at  that  moment,  the 

sound  of  a  hoof. 
Urged  with   speed,  sharply  smote  ; 

and  from  under  the  roof 
Of  the   forest   in   view,   where  the 

skirts  of  it  verged 
On  the  heath  where  they  stood,  at 

full  gallop  emerged 
A  horseman. 

A  guide  he  appeared,  by  the  sash 
Of  red  silk  round  the  waist,  and  the 

long  leathern  lash 
With  the  short  wooden  handle,  slung 

crosswise  behind 
The  short  jacket ;  the  loose  car  vaa 

trouser,  confined 

By  the  long  boots  ;  the  woollen  ca- 
pote ;  and  the  rein, 
A  mere  hempen  cord  on  a  curb. 

Up  the  plain 
lie  wheeled  his  horse,  white  with  the 

foam  on  his  Hank, 
Leaped  the  rivulet  lightly,  turned 

sharp  from  the  bank. 
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And,  approaching  the  Duke,  raised 

his  woollen  capote, 
Bowed  low  in  tlie   selle,  and  deliv- 
ered a  note. 

xx, 
Thr,    two    stood    astonislied.      The 

Duke,  with  a  gust 
Of    apology,  turned,    stretched    his 

hand,  and  possessed 
Himself  of  the  letter,  changed  color, 

and  tore 
The  page  open,  and  read. 

Ere  a  moment  was  o'er 
Uis  whole  aspect  changed.     A  light 

rose  to  his  eyes. 
And  a  smile  to  his  lips.    While  with 

startled  surprise 
Lord  Alfred    yet    \\atched    him,   he 

turned  on  his  heel. 
And   said   gayly,    "  A    pressing    re- 
quest from  Lueiie  ! 
You  are  quite  right.  Lord  Alfred ;  fair 

•rivals  at  w.rst. 
Our  relative  place  may  perchance  be 

reversed. 
You  are  not  accepted — nur  free  to 

propose! 
I,  perchance,  am  accepted  already ; 

who  knows  ? 
1  had  warned  you.  milord,  I  should 

still  pel-severe. 

This  letter — but  slay!  you  can  read  it 
-~iook  here!" 


It  was  now  Alfred's  turn  to  feel 
roused  and  enraged. 

Bu •'  Lucile  to  himself  was  not  pledged 
or  engaged 

By  aught  that  could  sanction  resent- 
ment, lie  said 

Not  a  word,  but  turned  round,  took 
the  letter,  and  read  . .  . 

Th(  COJITKSSE  DE  NKVERS  to  the 
Due  I»K  Luvois. 

"SAINT  SAVIOTR. 
"Tour   letter,  which   followed   me 

here,  makes  me  stay 
Till  I  see  you  again.    With  no  mo- 
ment's delay. 


1  entreat,  I  conjure  you,  by  all  thai 

you  feel 

Or  profess,  to  come  to  me  directly. 
'•  LtruiLK." 
xxn. 
"  Your  lerter  "     He  then  had  been 

writing  to  her! 
Coldly  shrugging  his  shoulders,  Lord 

Alfred  said.  "  Sir, 
Do  not  let  me  detain  you!" 

The  Duke  smiled  and  bowed, 
Placed   the  note  in   his  bosom;  ad- 
dressed, half  aloud, 
A  few  words  to  the  messenger:  .  .  . 

<%  Say  your  despatch 
Will  be  answered  ere  nightfall;"  then 

glanced  at  his  watch, 
And  turned  back  to  the  Baths. 

xxni. 

Alfred  Vargrave  stood  still, 
Torn,  distracted  in  heart,  and  divided 

in  will, 
lie  turned  to  Lucile's  farewell  letter 

to  him, 
And  read  over  her  words ;  rising  tears 

made  them  dim ; 
"  Doubt  is  over  :  my  future  is  fixed 

now,"  they  said, 
"My    course     is    decided."      Her 

course?  what!   towed 
With  this  insolent  rival!    With  that 

thought  there  shot 
Through  his  heart  an  acute  jealous 

anguish.     But  not 
Even  thus   could  his  clear  worldly 

sense  quite  excuse 
Those  strange  words  to   the  Duke. 

She  was  free  to  refuse 
Himself,  free  the  Duke  to  accept,  it 

was  true : 
Even  then,  though,  this  eager  aid 

strange  rendezvous 
How  imprudent!    To    some  unfre 

quented  lone  inn, 
And  so  late  (for  the  night  was  about 

to  begin) — 
She,  companionless  there! — had  she 

bidden  that  man  ? 

A  fear,  vague,  and  formless,  and  hor- 
rible, ran 
Through  his  heart. 
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XXIV. 

At  that  moment  he  looked  up,  and 

saw, 
Hiding  fast  through  the  forest,  the 

Due  do.  Luvuis, 
Who  waved  Iris   hand   to  liim,  and 

sped  uut  of  sight. 
The  day  was   descending.     He   felt 

'twould  be  night 
Ere  that  man  reached  Saint  Saviour. 

xxv. 

lie  walked  on,  but  not 
Back  toward  Luchon :  ho  walked  on, 

but  knew  nut  in  what 
Direction,  nor  yet  with  what  object, 

indeed, 
He  was  walking;  but  still  lie  walked 

on  without  heed. 

XXVI. 

The    day    had    been    sullen  ;    but, 

towards  his  decline, 
The  sun  sent  a  stream  of  wild  light 

up  the  pine. 
Darkly  denting  the  red  light  revealed 

at  its  back, 
The  old  ruined  abbey  rose  roofless 

and  black. 
The  spring  that  yet  oozed  through 

the  nioss-paven  lloor 
Had   suggested,   no    doubt,   to    the 

monks  there,  of  yore, 
The  site  of  that  refuge  where,  back 

to  Ha  God 
How    many  a    heart,   now    at  rest 

'neath  the  sod, 
Had   borne  from   the  world  all  the 

same  wild  unrest 
That  now  preyed  ou  his  own! 

xxvii. 

By  the  thoughts  in  his  breast 
"With  Viiijing  impulse  divided  and 

torn, 
Me  traversed  the  scant  heath,  and 

readied  the  forlorn 
Autumn   woodland,  in  which  but  a 

short  \\hile  atio 
He  had  seen  the  Duke  rapidly  enter; 

Mid  SO 


He  too  entered.  The  light  waned 
around  him,  and  passed 

Into  darkness.  The  wrathful,  red 
Occident  cast 

One  glare  of  vindictive  inquiry  be- 
hind. 

As  the  hist  light  of  day  from  the  high 
wood  declined, 

And  the  great  forest  sighed  its  fare- 
well to  the  beam, 

And  far  off  on  the  stillness  the  voice 
of  the  stream 

Fell  faintly. 

XXVIII. 

O  Nature,  how  fair  is  thy  face, 
And  how  light  is  thy  heart,  and  how 

friendiess  thy  grace! 
Thou  false   mistress  of  man!   thou 

dost  sport  with  him  lightly 
In  his  hours  of  ease  and  enjoyment; 

and  brightly 
Dost  thou  smiie  tolas  smile;  to  his 

joys  ihou  inclinest, 
But  his  soi-rows,  thou  kuowest  them 

not,  nor  divinest. 
While  he  woos,  thou  art  wanton; 

thou  lettest  him  love  thee ; 
But  thou  art  not  his  friend,  for  his 

grief  cannot  move  thee; 
And   at  last,  when  he   sickens   and 

dies,  what  dost  thou  ? 
All  as  gay  are  thy  garments,  as  care- 
less thy  brow, 
And  thou  laughest  and  toyest  with 

any  new  coiner, 
Xot  a  tear  more  for  winter,  a  smile 

less  for  summer! 
Hast  thou  never  an  anguish  to  heave 

the  heart  under 
That  fair   breast  of  thine,   O   thou 

feminine  wonder! 
For  all  those — the  young,   and  the 

fair,  and  the  strong, 
Who  have  loved  thee,  and  lived  with 

thee  gayly  and  long, 
And  win-  now  on  thy  bosom  lie  dead  ? 

and  their  deeds 
And    their   d;iys  are   forgotten!    O, 

hast  thou  no  weeds 
And  not  one  year  of  mourning,— one 

out  of  the  many 
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That  deck  tliy  new  bridals  forever, — 
nor  any 

Rs^rets  for  thy  lost  loves,  concealed 
from  the  ue\v, 

O  thou  widow  of  earth's  genera- 
tions '.'  <">o  to! 

If  the  sea  ami  the  night  wind  know 
anght  of  these  tilings, 

They  do  not  reveal  it.  VVe  are.  not 
thy  kings. 


CANTO   VI- 
I. 

•'THE  huntsman  has  ridden  too  far 

on  the  chase, 
And  eld  rich,  and  eerie,  aud  strange 

is  the  place! 
The  castle  betokens  a  date  long  gone 

by. 

He  crosses  the  court-yard  with  curi- 
ous eye  : 

He  wanders  from  chamber  to  cham- 
ber, and  yet 
From  strangeness  to  strangeness  his 

footsteps  are  set ; 
And  the  whole  place  grows  wilder 

and  wilder,  and  less 
Like  aught  seen  before.    Each  in 

obsolete  dress, 
Strange  portraits   regard   him  with 

looks  of  surprise, 
Strange  forms  from  the  arras  start 

forth  to  his  eyes ; 
Strange   epjgraphs,    blazoned,   burn 

out  of  the  wall: 

The  spell  of  a  wizard  is  over  it  all. 
In    her    chamber,    enchanted,    the 

Princess  is  sleeping 
The  sleep   which   for  centuries  she 

has  been  keeping. 
If  she  sruile  in  her  sleep,  it  must  be 

to  some  lover 
Whos*   1  )st  golden   locks   the   long 

grasses  nmv  cover: 
If  she  moan  in  her  dream,  it  must 

be  to  deplore 
Some  grief  which  the  world  cares  to 

hear  of  no  more. 
But  how  fair  is  her  forehead,   how 

calm  seems  her  cheek  1 


And  how  sweet  must  that  voice  bo, 
if  once  she  would  speak 

He   looks    and    he    loves   her  ;  but 
knows  he  (not  he!  ) 

The  clew  to  unravel  this  old  mys- 
tery ? 

And   he   stoops   to  those  shut  lips. 
The  shapes  on  the  wall. 

The  mute  men  in  armor  around  him 
and  all 

The  weird  figures  frown,  as  though 
striving  to  say, 

'Halt!  invade  not  the  Past,  reck- 
less child  of  To-day! 

And  give  not,  O  madman  I  the  heart 
in  thy  breast 

To  a  phantom,   the  soul  of  whose 
sense  is  possessed 

Jiy  an  Aye  not  thine  own!' 

''  But  unconscious  is  he, 

And  he  heeds  not  the  warning,  he 
cares  not  to  see 

Aught  but  one  form  before  him! 

"  Hash,  wild  words  are  o'er 

And    the   vision   is   vanished  from 
sight  evermore ! 

And  the  gray  morning  sees,  as  it 
drearily  moves 

O'er  a  land  long  deserted,  a  madman 
that  roves 

Through  a  ruin,  and  seeks  to  re- 
capture a  dream. 

Lost  to  life  and  its  uses,  withdrawn 
from  the  scheme 

Of  man's  waking  existence,  he  wan- 
ders apart." 

And  this  is  an  old  fairy-tale  of  the 
heart. 

It  is  told  in  all  lands,  in  a  different 
tongue  ; 

Told  with  tears  by  the  old.  heard 
with  smiles  by  the  young. 

And   the   tale   to  each  heart    unt* 
which  it  is  known 

Has  a  different  sense.    It  has  puz- 
zled my  own. 

ii. 
Eugene  de  Luvois  was  a  man  who, 

in  part 
From  strong  physical  health,  and 

that  vigor  of  heart 
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Which  physical  health  gives,   and 

partly,  perchance, 
From  a  generous  vanity  native  to 

France, 

With  the  heart  of  a  hunter,  what- 
ever the  quarry, 
Pursued  it,   too  hotly  impatient  to 

tarry 
}r  turn,  till  he  took  it.    His  trophies 

were  trilles  : 

Biit  triller  he  was  not.     When  rose- 
leaves  it  rilles, 
No  less  than  when  oak-trees  it  ruins, 

the  wind 
Its  pleasure  pursues  with  impetuous 

mind. 
Both   Eugene  de   Luvois  and  Lord 

Alfred  had  been 
Men  of  pleasure:  but  men's  pleasant 

vices,  which,  seen 
Floating   faint,  in  the   sunshine  of 

Alfred's  soft  mood, 
Seemed  amiable  foibles,  by  Luvois 

pursued 
With    impetuous    passion,    seemed 

semi-Satanic. 
Half  pleased   you  see   brooks   play 

with  pebbles ;  in  panic 
You  watch  i  hem  whirled  down  by 

the  torrent. 

In  truth, 
To  the  sacred  political  creed  of  his 

youth 
The  century  which  he  was  born  to 

denied 

All  realization.     Its  generous  pride 
To  degenerate  protest  on  all  things 

was  sunk  ; 
Its  principles  each  to  a  prejudice 

shrunk. 

Down  the  path  of  a  life  that  led  no- 
where he  trod, 
Where  his  whims  were  his  guides,. 

and  his  will  was  his  god, 
Ard  his  pastime  his  purpose. 

From  boyhood  possessed 
Ol  inherited  wealth,  he  had  learned 

to  invest 
Both  his  wealth  and  those  passions 

wealth  frees  from  the  cage 
Which  penury  locks,  in  each  vice  of 

an  age. 


All   the  virtue?  of    which,  by  t*i« 
creed  he  revered. 

Were  to  him  illegitimate. 

Thus,  he  appeared 

To  the  world  what  the  world  chose 
to  have  him  appear, — 

The  frivolous  tyrant  of  Fashion,  a 
mere 

Reformer  in  coats,  cards,  and   car- 
riages !    Slill 

'Twas  this  vigor  of  nature,  and  ten- 
sion of  will. 

That  found  for  the  first  time — per- 
chance for  the  last — 

In  Lucile  what  they  lacked   yet  to 
free  from  the  Past, 

Force,  and  faith,  in  the  Future. 

And  so,  in  his  mind, 

To  the  anguish  of  losing  the  woman 
was  joined 

The.  terror  of  missing  his  life's  des- 
tiuati  ->n, 

Which  in  her  had  its  mystical  repre- 
sentation. 

m. 
And  truly,  the  thought  of  it,  scaring 

him,  passed 
O'er  his  heart,  while  he  now  through 

the  twilight  rode  fast. 
As  a  shade  from  the  wing  of  some 

great  bird  obscene 
In  a  wild  silent  land  may  be  sud- 
denly seen, 
Darkening  over  the  sands,  where  it 

startles  and  scares 
Some  traveller  strayed  in  the  waste 

luia  wares. 
So  that  thought  more    than    once 

darkened  over  his  heart 
For  a  moment,  and  rapidly  seemed 

to  depart. 
Fast  and  furious  he  rode  through  the 

thickets  which  rose 
Up  the   shaggy   hillside  ;    and    the 

quarrelling  crows 
Clanged  above  him,  and  clustering 

down  the  dim  air 
Dropped  into  the  dark  woods.     By 

fits  here  and  there 
Shepherd  tires  faintly  gleamed  from 

the  valleys.     O  hew 
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He  envied  the  wings  of  each  wild 

bird,  as  now 
He  urged  the  steed  over  the  dizzy 

ascent 
Of  the  mountains  !    Behind  him  a 

murmur  w;is  sent 
From  the   torrent,  —  Bt-fore  him  a 

sound  from  the  tracts 
)f  the  woodlands  that  waved  o'er 

the  wild  cataracts, 
And  the  loose  earth  and  loose  stones 

rolled  momently  down 
From  the  hoot's  of  his  steed  to  abys- 
ses unknown. 
The  red  day  had  fallen  beneath  the 

black  woods, 
And  the  Powers  of  the  night  through 

the  vast  solitudes 
Walked  abroad  and  conversed  with 

each  other.     The  trees 
Were  in  sound  and  in  motion,  and 

muttered  like  seas 
ID   Elfland.     The  road  through  the 

forest  was  hollowed. 
On  he  sped  through  the  darkness,  as 

though  lie  were  followed 
Fast,  fast  by  the  Erl  king  ! 

The  wild  wizard-work 
Of  the  forest  at  last  opened  sharp, 

o'er  the  fork 
Of  a  savage  ravine,  and  behind  the 

black  stems 
Of  the  last  trees,  whose  leaves  in  the 

light  gleamed  like  gems, 
Broke  the  broad  moon   above  the 

voluminous 
Rock- chaos,  — the  Hecate  of  that 

Tartarus ! 
With  h'.s  horse  reeking  white,  he  at 

last  reached  the  door 
Of   a  small   mountain   inn,  on  the 

brow  of  a  hoar 
Craggy  promontory,  o'er  a  fissure  as 

grim. 
Through  which,  ever  roaring,  there 

h-apod  o'er  the  limb 
Of  the  rent  rock  a  torrent  of  water, 

from  sight, 
Into  pools  that  were    feeding    the 

roots  of  the  night. 
A    balcony    hung    o'er  the  water. 

Above 


In  a  glimmering  casement  a  ehade 
seemed  to  move. 

At  the  door  the  old  uegress  was  nod- 
ding her  head 

As  he  reached  it.  "My  mistress 
awaits  you,"  she  said. 

And  up  the  rude  stairway  of  creak- 
ing pine  rafter 

He  followed  her  silent.  A  few  ruo 
ments  after, 

His  heart  almost  stunned  him,  IMS 
head  seemed  to  reel, 

For  a  door  closed — Luvois  was  alone 
with  Lucile. 

IV. 

In  a  gray  travelling  dress,  her  dark 

hair  unconnned 
Streaming  o'er  it,  and  tossed  now 

and  then  by  the  wind 
From    the  lattice,   that  waved  the 

dull  flame  in  a  spire 
From  a  brass  lamp  before  her, — a 

faint  hectic  fire 
On  her  cheek,  to  her  eyes  lent  the 

lustre  of  fever. 

They  seemed  to  have  wept  them- 
selves wider  than  ever, 
Those  dark  eyes, — so  dark  and  so 

deep  I 

"You  relent? 
And  your  plans  have  been  changed 

by  the  letter  I  sent  ?  " 
There  his  voice  sank,  borne  down 

by  a  strong  inward  strife. 

LUCILE. 

Your    letter  !    yes,    Duke.     For   it 

threatens  man's  life, — 
Woman's  honor. 

LUTOIS. 
The  last,  madam,  not  I 

I  UCII.E. 

Both.     I  glance 
At  your  own  words  ;  blush,  son  o/ 

the  knighthood  of  France, 
As  I  read  them  !    You  say  in  this 
letter  .  .  . 
"  I  know 
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Why  now  you  refuse  me ;  'tis  (is  it 

not  so  ?) 
For  the  man  u-lio  has  trifled  before, 

wantonly, 
And  now  trijlex  wjain  with  the  heart 

you  di'ii;/ 
Tc  mi/self.     Hid  he  shall  not  I    B'j 

man's  last  wild  law, 
I  will  seize  on  the  ri'jht  (the  ri'jht, 

Due  de  Luvois  !) 
To  avenue  for  you,  woman,  the  past, 

and  to  yive 
To  the  future  its  freedom.      That 

man  shall  not  live 
To  make  you  as  wretched  as  you 

have  made  me  I" 

Luvois. 
Weil,  madam,  in  those  words  what 

word  do  you  see 
That  threatens  the  honor  of  woman? 

LUCII.K. 

See  !  .  .  .  what. 

What   word,   do    you    ask  ?     Every 
word  !  would  you  not, 

Had  I  taken  your   hand  thus,  have 
felt  that  your  name 

Was  soiled  and  dishonored  by  more 
than  mere  shame 

If  the  woman  that  bore  it  had  first 
been  the  cause 

Of  the  crime  which  in  these  words 
is  menaced  ?    You  pause  ! 

Woman's  honor,  you  ask  ?   Is  there, 
sir,  no  dishonor 

In  the  smile  of  a  woman,  when  men, 
gazing  on  her, 

Can    shudder,    and    say,    "In  that 
smile  is  a  grave  ?  " 

No  !  you  can  have  no  cause,  Duke, 
for  no  right  you  have 

In  the  contest  you  menace.     That 
contest  but  draws 

Every  right  into  rum.     By  all  hu- 
man laws 

Of  man's   heart  I  forbid  it,  by  all 
sanctities 

Of  man's  social  honor  ! 

The  Duke  drooped  his  eyes. 

"I  obey  you,"  he  said,  "  but  let  wo- 
man beware 


How  she  plays  fast  and  loose  thus 

with  human  despair, 
And    the    storm    in    man's     heart. 

Madam,  yours  was  the  right, 
When  you  saw  that  1   Imped,  to  ex- 
tinguish hope  quite, 
But  you  should  from  the  first  have 

done  this,  for  1  feel 
That  you  knew  from  the  first  that 

loved  you." 

Lucile 
This    sudden    reproach   seemed    to 

startle. 

She  raised 

A  slow,  wistful  regard  to  his  feat- 
ures, and  gax.eil 
On   them   silent   awhile.     His  own 

looks  were  downcast 
Through  her  heart,  whence  its  first 

wild  alarm  was  now  passed, 
Pity  crept,  and  perchance  o'er  her 

conscience  a  tear, 
Falling  sofUy,  awoke  it. 

However  severe, 

Were  they  unjust,  these  sudden  up- 
braid ings,  to  her  ? 
Had   she   lightly  misconstrued  this 

man's  character, 
Which  had  seemed,  even  when  most 

impassioned  it  seemed, 
Too  self-conscious  to  lose  all  in  love  ? 

Had  she  deemed 
That  this  airy,  gay,  insolent  man  of 

the  world. 
So  proud  of  the  place  the  world  gave 

him,  held  furled 
In  his  bosom  no  passion  which  once 

shake-n  wide 
Might  tug,  till  it  snapped,  that  erect 

lofty  pridr  '.' 
Were  those  elements  in  him,  which 

once  roused  to  strife 
Overthrow    a    whole     nature,    an 

change  a  whole  life  ? 
There  are    two   kinds  of   strength. 

One.  the  strength  of  the  river 
Which    through    COM: in  Mils    pushed 

its  pathway  forev  ;r 
To  fling  its  fond  heart  in  the  sea  ; 

if  it  lose 
This,  the  aim  of  its  life,  it  is  lost  to 

its  use. 


LUCILE. 


It  goes  mad.  is  diffused  into  deluge, 

and  dfes. 
The  oilier,  the  strength  of  the  sea  ; 

which  supplies 
Its  deep  life  from  mysterious  sources, 

and  draws 
The  river's  life  into  its  own  life,  by 

laws 
Which  it  heeds  not.     The  difference 

in  each  case  is  this  : 
The-  river  is  lost,   if  the  ocean    it 

miss  ; 

If  the  sea  miss  the  river,  what  mat- 
ter ?    The  sea 
Is   the   sea  still,  forever.     Its  deep 

heart  will  he 
Self-sullieing,  unconscious  of  loss  as 

of  yore  ; 
Its  sources  are  infinite  ;  still  to  the 

shore, 
With  no  diminution  of  pride,  it  will 

say, 
"  I  am  here  ;  I.  the  sea  !  stand  aside, 

and  make  way  !  " 
Was  his  love,  then,  the  love  of  the 

river  ?  and  she, 
Had  she  taken  thai  love  for  the  love 

of  the  sea '.' 

V. 

At   that   thought,   from  her  aspect 

whatever  had  been 
Stern    or   haughty  departed  ;    and, 

luinihled  in  mien, 
She   approached  him.  and  brokenly 

murmured,  as  though 
To  herself  mure  than  him,  "Was  I 

wrong  '.'  is  it  so  ? 
Hear  me,  Duke  !  you  must  feel  that, 

whatever  you  deem 
Your  right  to  reproach  me  in  this, 

your  esteem 
)   may  claim  on   one  ground, — I   at 

least  am  sincere. 
I'.ou  say  that  to  me  from  the  first  it 

was  clear 
That  you  loved  me.      But  what   if 

this  knowledge  were  known 
At  a  moment  in  life  when  I  felt  most 

alone, 
And  least  able  to  he  so  ?  A  moment, 

iu  fact, 

ft 


When   I  strove    from  one  haunting 

iv-ret  to  retract 
And  emancipate  life,  and  once  more 

to  fulfil 
Woman's     destinies,     duties,     and. 

hopes  ?  would  you  still 
So   bitterly   blame    me,   Eugene   Jo 

Luvois, 
If  I  hoped  to  see  all  this,  or  deemed 

that  I  saw 
For  a  moment  the  promise  of  this, 

in  the  plighted 
Affection   of    one   who,   in   nature, 

united 
So  much  that  from  others  affection 

might  claim 
If  only  affection  were  free  ?    Do  you 

blame 
The    hope    of    that    moment  ?      I 

deemed  my  heart  free 
From  all.  saving  sorrow.     I  deemed 

that  in  me 
There  was  yet  strength  to  mould  it 

once  more  to  my  will, 
To  uplift  it  once  more  to  my  hope. 

Do  yon  still 
Blame  me.  Duke,  that  I  did  not  then 

hid  you  refrain 
From    hope  ?     alas  !     I    too    then 

hoped  ! " 

Luvois. 

O,  again, 
Yet   again,   say  that  thrice-blesse'd 

word  !  say,  Ludle, 
That  you  then  deigned  to  hope — 

LUCILE. 

Yes  !  to  hope  I  could  feel, 

And  could  give  to  you,  that  without 
wiiich,  ail  else  given 

Were  hut  to  deceive,  and  to  Injun. 
you  even  : — 

A  heart  free  from  thoughts  of  anoth- 
er. Say,  then, 

Do  you  blame  that  one  hope  ? 

Luvois. 
OLucile! 

"  Say  again," 

She  resumed,  gazing  down,  and  with 
faltering  tone, 
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"  Do  you  blame  me  that,  when  I  at 

last  had  to  cwn 
To  my  heart   that  the  hope  it  had 

cherished  was  o'er, 
And   forever,    I   said    to   you   then, 

•  Hope  no  more  ?  ' 
T  myself  hoped  no  more!" 

Witl.  but  ill-suppressed  wrath 
Fl  e  Duke   answered   ..."  What, 

ther.i  lie  recrosses  your  path 
Tiii«  man,  and  you  have  but  to  see 

him,  despite 
Of  his  troth  to  another,  to  take  back 

that  light 
Worthless  heart  to  your  own,  which 

he  wrongi"*.  years  ago!" 
Lucile  faintly,  brokenly  murmured, 

.  .  .  "No!  no! 

'Tis  not  that — but  alas! — but  I  can- 
not conceal 
That  I  have  not  forgotten  the  past — 

but  I  feel 
That  I  cannot  accept  all  these  gifts 

on  your  part, — 
In   return   for  what  .  .  .  ah,  Duke, 

what  is  it '?  ...  a  heart 
Which  is  only  a  ruin!" 

With  words  warm  and  wild, 
"Though  a  ruin  it  be,  trust  me  yet 

to  rebuild 
And     restore    it,"     Luvois    cried  ; 

"  though  ruined  it  be, 
Since  so  dear  is  that  ruin,  ah,  yield 

it  to  me!" 
He    approached    her.     She    shrank 

back.     The  grief  in  her  eyes 
Answered,  "  No! " 
An  emotion  more  fierce  seemed  to 

rise 
And  to  break  into  flame,  as  though 

fired  by  the  light 

Of  that  look,  in  his  heart.     lie  ex- 
claimed, "  Am  I  right  ? 
Y MI  reject  me  !  accept  //<m  f  " 

"  1  have  not  done  so," 
She   said    firmly.     He   hoarsely   re- 
sumed, "  Not  yet. — no! 
But  can    you  with  accents  as  firm 

promise  me 
That  you  will  not  accept  him  ?  " 

"  Accept  ?    Is  he  free  ? 
Free  to  offer  ?  "  she  said. 


"  You  evade  me,  Lucile," 
lie  replied;  "  ah,  you  will  not  avow 

what  yon  feel! 
lie  might    make  himself   free  ?     (>, 

yon  blush, — turn  away! 
Dare  y»u   openly  look   in   my  face, 

lady,  say! 
While   you    dcimi    to    reply   to   OIH 

question  from  int-  ? 
I  may  hope  not.  you  tell  me:  but  tell 

me,  may  he  ? 
What!  silent?     I  alter  my  question. 

If  quite 
Freed  in  faith  from  this  troth,  might 

he  hope  thun  ?  " 

"  lie  might," 
She  said  softly. 


Those  two  whispered  words,  in  his 

breast, 
As  lie  heard  them,  in  one  maddening 

moment  releast 
All  that's  evil    and    fierce  in  man's 

nature,  to  crush 
And    extinguish    in    man    all    that's 

good.      In  the  rush 
Of  wild  jealousy,  all  the  fierce  pas- 
sions that  waste 
And  darken  and  devastate  intellect, 

chased 
From  its  realm  human  reason.    The 

wild  animal 
In  the  bosom  of  man  was  set  free. 

And  of  all 
Human   passions   the   fiercest,  fierce 

jealousy,  fierce 
As  the  fire,  and  more  wild  than  the 

whirlwind,  to  pierce 
And  to  rend,  rushed  upon  him  ;  fierce 

jealousy,  swelled 
By   all   passions   bred   from  it,  and 

ever  impelled 

To  involve  all  thing?  else  in  the  an- 
guish within  it, 

And  on  others  inflict  its  own  panes! 

At  that  in  in ute 

What  passed  through  his  mind,  who 

shall  say?  who  may  tell 
The  dark  thoughts  of  man's  heart, 

which  the  red  glare  of  bell 
Can  illumine  alone  ? 
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He  stared  wildly  around 

That  lone  place,  so  lonely!  That  si- 
lence! no  sound 

Reached  that  room,  through  the  dark 
evening  air,  save  the  drear 

Drip  and  roar  of  the  cataract  cease- 
less and  near! 

It  was  midnight  all  round  on  the 
weird  silent  weather; 

Deep  midnight  in  him!  They  two, — 
lone  and  together, 

Himself,  and  that  woman  defence- 
less before  him! 

The  triumph  and  bliss  of  his  rival 
flashed  o'er  him. 

The  abyss  of  his  own  black  despair 
seemed  to  ope 

At  his  f«et,  witli  that  awful  exclu- 
sion of  hope 

Which  Dante  read  over  the  city  of 
doom. 

All  the  Tarquin  passed  into  his  soul 
in  the  gloom. 

And,  uttering  words  he  dared  never 
recall, 

Words  of  insult  and  menace,  he 
thundered  down  all 

The  brewed  storm-cloud  within  him: 
its  llashes  scorched  blind 

IJis  own  senses.  Ills  spirit  was 
driven  on  the  wind 

Of  a  reckless  emotion  beyond  his 
control; 

A.  torrent  seemed  loosened  within 
him.  His  soul 

Surged  up  from  thai  caldron  of  pas- 
sion tliat  hissed 

And  seethed  in  his  heart. 

VII. 

He  had  thrown,  and  had  missed 
Jiis  last  stake. 

VIII. 

For,  transfigured,   she  rose   from 

the  place 
Where  he  rested  o'erawed:   a  saint's 

scorn  on  her  face ; 
Such  a  dread  cade  retro  was  written 

in  light 
On   her  fort-head,   the   fiend   would 

himself,  at  that  sight, 


j  Have  sunk  back  abashed   to  perdi- 
tion.    1  know 
H  Lucre.ua  at  Tarquin  but  once  had 

looked  SO, 

She    had    needed    no    dagger   next 
morning. 

She  rose 

And   swept  to   the   door,   like   that 
phantom  the  snows 

Feel  at  nightfall  sweep   o'er  them, 
when  daylight  is  gone, 

And  Caucasus  is  with  the  moon  a'i 
alone. 

There  she  paused  ;  and,  as  though 
from  immeasurable, 

Insurpassahle    distance,    she    mur- 
mured—  • 

'*  Farewell ! 

We,  alas!  have  mistaken  each  other. 
Once  more 

Illusion,  to-night,  in  my  lifetime  is 
o'er. 

Due  de  Luvois,  adieu!" 

From  the  heart-breaking  gloom 

Of  that  vacant,  reproachful,  and  des- 
olate room, 

He  felt  she  was  gone, — gone  forever ! 

IX. 

No  word, 

The  sharpest  that  ever  was  edged  by 
a  sword, 

Could  have  pierced  to  his  heart  with 
such  keen  accusation 

As  the  silence,  the  sudden  profound 
isolation, 

In  which  he  remained. 

"O,  return;  I  repent!" 

He  exclaimed ;  but  no  sound  through 
the  stillness  was  sent, 

Save  the  roar  of  the  water,  in  an- 
swer to  him, 

And   the   beetle   that,  sleeping,  yet 
hummed  her  night-hymn  : 

An  indistinct  anthem,  that  troubled 
the  air 

With  a  searching,  and  wistful,  and 

questioning  prayer. 
'Return,"  sung  the  wandering  in- 
sect.    The  roar 

Of  the  waters  replied,  "Nevermore  ' 
nevermore  1" 
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He  walked    to    the   window.     The 

spray  on  his  brow 

Was  flung  cold  from  the  whirlpools 
of  water  below; 

The  frsiil  wooden  balcony  shook  in 
the  s  jiuul 

O/  the  tor  rout.  The  mountains 
gloomed  sullenly  round 

A  eandle  one  ray  from  a  closed  case- 
ment flung. 

O'er  the  dim  balustrade  all  bewil- 
dered he  hung. 

Vaguely  watching  the  broken  and 
shimmering  blink 

Of  the  stars  on  the  veering  and  vitre- 
ous brink 

Of  that  snake-like  prone  column  of 
water;  and  listing 

Aloof  o'er  the  languors  of  air  the  per- 
sisting 

Sharp  horn  of  the  gray  gnat.  Before 
he  relinquished 

His  unconscious  employment,  that 
light  was  extinguished. 

Wheels,  at  last,  from  the  inn  door 
aroused  him.  lie  ran 

Down  the  stairs;  reached  the  door- 
just  to  see  her  depart. 

Down  the  mountain  the  carriage  was 
speeding. 

x. 

His  heart 

Pealed  the  knell  of  its  last  hope.  He 
rushed  on;  but  whither 

He  knew  not — on,  into  the  dark- 
cloudy  wen  I  her — 

The  midnight — the  mountains — on, 
over  the  shelf 

Of  the  precipice— on,  still  —  away 
from  himself! 

Till,  exhausted,  he  sank  'mid  the 
dead  leaves  a:;d  moss 

At  the  mouth  of  the  forest.  A  glim- 
mering <  ross 

Of  gray  stone  stood  for  prayer  by  the 
woodside.  lie  sank" 

Praycrless,  powerless,  down  at  its 
base,  'mid  the  dank 

Weeds  and  grasses;  his  face  hid 
uaaongbt  them,  lie  knew 


That  the  night  had  divided  his  whole 

life  in  two. 

Behind  him  a  Past  that  was  over  for- 
ever, [deavor 

Before  him  a  Future  devoid  of  en- 

And  purpose.     He  felt  a  remorse  for 
tin:  one, 

Of  the  other  a  fear.     What  remained 
to  be  done  ? 

Whither  now  should  he  turn  ?    Turn 
again,  as  before, 

To  his  old  easy,  careless  existence  of 
yore 

lie  could  not.     He  felt  that  for  bet- 
ter or  worse 

A  change,   had    passed   o'er  him;  an 
angry  remorse 

Of  his  own  frantic  failure  and  error 
had  marred 

Such  a  refuge  forever.     The  future 
seemed  barred 

By  the  corpse  of  a  dead  hope,  o'er 
which  he  must  tread 

To  attain  it.    Life's  wilderness  round 
him  was  spread. 

What  clew  there  to  cling  by  ? 

lie  clung  by  a  name 

To  a  dynasty  fallen  forever.    He  came 

Of     an     old     princely     house,    true 
through  change  to  the  race 

And  the  sword  of   Saint  Louis, — a 
faith  'twere  disgrace 

To  relinquish,  and  folly  to  live  for 
Xor  less 

Was  his  ancient  religion  (once  potent 
to  bless 

Or  to  ban;  and  the  croxier  his  ances- 
tors kneeled 

To  adore,  when  they  fought  for  the 
Cross,  in  hard  field, 

With   the   Crescent)  become   ere  :i 
reached  him,  tradition; 

A  mere  faded  badge  of  a  sc  cial  posi 
tion; 

A    thing  to  retain  and  say   nothing 
about, 

Lest,  if  used,  it  should  draw  degrada- 
tion from  doubt. 

Thus.,  the  first  time  he  sought  them, 
the  cre<:ds  of  his  youth 

Wholly  failed  the  strong  needs 
d,  in  truth! 
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And  beyond  them,   what  region  of 

refuse  ?  what  lieid 
For  employment,  this  civilized  age, 

did  it  yield, 
In  that  civilized  land  ?  or  to  thought  ? 

or  to  action  :' 

Blind  deliriums,  bewildered  and  end- 
less distraction ! 

Not  even  a  desert,  not  even  tlie  cell 
<<f  a  hermit  to  ilee  to,  wherein    he 

might  quell 
The  wild  devil-instincts  which  now, 

unreprest. 
Run  riot  through  that  ruined  world 

in  his  breast, 

XT. 

80  he  lay  there,  like  Lucifer,  fresh 
from  the,  sight 

Of  a  heaven  scaled  and  lost;  in  the 
wide  arms  of  night 

O'er  the  howling  abysses  of  nothing- 
ness!    There 

As  he  lay.  Nature's  deep  voice  was 
teaching  him  prayer; 

But  what  had  he  to  pray  to  ? 

The  winds  in  the  woods 

The  voices  abroad   o'er  those   vast 
solitudes, 

Were  in  commune  all  round  with  the 
invisible  Power 

That  walked  the  dim  world  by  Him- 
self at  that  hour. 

But  their  language  he  had  not  yet 
learned — in  despite 

Of  the  much  he  had  learned — or  for- 
gotten it  quite, 

With  its  once  native  accents.     Alas! 
what  had  lie 

To  add  to  that  deep-toned   sublime 
symphony 

Of  thanksgiving  ?  .  .  .  A  fiery-finger 
was  still 

Scorching  into  his  heart  some  dread 
sentence.     His  will. 

Like  a  wind  that  is  put  to  no  purpose, 
was  wild 

At  its  work  of  destruction  within 
him.     The  child 

Of  an  infidel  age,  he  had  been  his 
own  god, 

His  own  deviL 


He  sat  on  the  damp  mountain  sod, 

And   stared  sullenly  up  at  the  dark 
sKy. 

The  clouds 

Had    heaped   themselves    over    the 
bare  west  in  crowds 

Of  misshapen,  incongruous  portents. 
A  green 

Streak    of    dreary,    cold,    luminous 
ether,  between 

The  base  of  their  black  barricades, 
and  the  ridge 

Of  the  grim  world,  gleamed  ghastly, 
as  under  some  bridge, 

Cyclop-sized,  in  a  city  of  ruins  o'er 
thrown 

By  sieges  forgotten,  some  river,  un 
known 

And  unnamed,  widens  on  into  deso 
late  lands 

While  he  gazed,  that  cloud-city  in- 
visible hands 

Dismantled  and  rent;  and   revealed, 
through  a  loop 

In  the  br*  died  dark,  the  blemished 
ami  half-broken  hoop 

Of  the   moon,   which   soon   silently 
sank;  and  anon 

The  whole  supernatural  pageant  was 
gone. 

The  wide  night,  discomforted,  con- 
scious of  loss, 

Darkened   round   him.     One  object 
alone — that  gray  cross — 

Glimmered  faint  on  the  dark.     Gaz- 
ing up,  he  descried 

Through  the  void   air,   its  desolate 
arms  outstretched  wide, 

As  though  to  embrace  him. 

He  turned  from  the  sicht. 

Set  his  face  to  the  darkness,  and  fled. 

XII. 

When  the  light 
Of  the  dawn  grayly   dickered   and 

glared  on  the  spent 
Wearied  ends  of  the  night,  like  a 

hope  that  is  sent 
To  the  need  of  some  grief  when  its 

need  is  the  sorest, 
He  was  sullenly  riding  across  tho 

dark  forest 


Towards  Lurhon. 

Thus  ruling,  with  eyes  of  defiance. 
Set   against  the   young  day,  as   dis- 
claiming alliance 
With  aught  that  the  day  brings  to 

man,  he  perceived 
Faintly,  suddenly,  fleetingly,  through 

the  damp-leaved 
Autumn     branches    that  put    forth 

gaunt  arms  on  his  way, 
The  face  of  a  man  pale  and  wistful, 

and  gray 
With  the    gray  glare    of    morning. 

Eugene  de  Luvois, 
With  the  sense  of  a  strange  second 

sight,  when  he  savv 
That    phantom-like    face,   could    at 

once  recognize, 
By  the  sole  instinct  now  left  to  guide 

him.  the  eyf.s 
Of   his   rival,    though    fleeting    the 

vision  air",  dim, 

With  a  stern  ?•  A  inquiry  fixed  keen- 
ly on  )  an. 
And,  to  mer  t  it,  a  lie  leaped  at  once 

to  his  own; 
A  lie  born  of  that  lying  darkness  now 

grown 
Over  all  in  his  nature!    He  answered 

that  gaze 
With      look  which,  if  ever  a  man's 

ook  conveys 
Morf    ntensely  than  words  what  a 

man  means,  conveyed 
Bey    id   doubt   in   its  smile  an  an- 
nouncement which  said, 
"      have   triumphed.     The.  question 

ymr  eyes  would  i»>j>l>/ 
f   nes  Loo  late,  Alfred  Varr/rave  !  " 
And  so  he  rode  by, 
nd  ro  le  on,  and  rode  gayly,  and 

rode  out  of  sight, 
jeaving   that   look    behind   him   to 

rapkle  and  bite. 

XIII. 

^nd  it  bit,  and  it  rankled. 


Lord  Alfred,  scarce  knowing, 
Or  choosing,  or  heeding  the  way  he 
A  as  going. 


By  one   wild  hope  impelled,  by  one 

wild  fear  pursued, 
And  led  by  one  instinct,  which  seein- 

ed  to  exclude. 

From  his  mind   wory  human  sensa- 
tion, save  one — 
The  torture  of  doubt — bad  strayed 

moodily  on, 
Down    the   highway   deserted,    thi:4 

evening  in  which 
With    the    Duke    he    had     parted 

strayed  on,  through  the  rich 
Haze  of  sunset,  or  into  the  gradual 

night, 
Winch    darkened,     unnoticed,     the 

land  from  his  sight, 
Toward  Saint  Saviour  ;  nor  did  the 

changed  aspect  of  all 
The  wild  scenery  round  him  avail  to 

recall  (tions,  until, 

To   his  senses  their  normal  percep- 
As   he  stood   on   the   black   shaggy 

brow  of  the  hill 
At  the   mouth    of    the    forest,    the 

moon,  which  had  hung 
Two  dark  hours  in  a  cloud,  slipped 

on  fire  from  among 
The  rent  vapors,  and  sunk  o'er  the 

ridge  of  the  world. 
Then   he   lifted   his   eyes,  and   saw 

round  him  unfurled, 
In   one    moment    of    splendor,    the 

leagues  of  dark  trees, 
And  the  long  rocky  line  of  the  wild 

Pyrenees. 
And  he  knew  by  the  milestone  scored 

rough  on  the  face 
Of  the  bare  rock,   he  was  but  two 

hours  from  the  place 
Where  Lucile  and  Luvois  must  haro 

met.     This  same  track 
The  Duke  must  have  traversed,  poiv 

force,  to  get  back 
To  Luchon  ;  not  yet  then  iht  Duke 

had  returned ! 
He  listened,  he  looked  up  the  dark, 

but  discerned 
Nrot  a  trace,  not  a  sound  of  a  horse 

by  the  way. 

lie   knew   that   the   night   was   ap- 
proaching to  day. 
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He   resolved    to     proceed     to    Saint 

Saviour.     Tin'  umri 
\Vhicli,  at    last.  through    the  forest 

broke  chill  and  forlorn. 
Revealed  to  him,  riding  toward    Lu- 

ehou,  the  Diike. 
T'ras  then  that  the   two  men  t-.x- 

<  hanged  look  for  look. 

XV. 
&i\d  the  Duke's  rankled  in  him. 

XVI. 

He  rushed  on.     He  tore 
His  path  through  the  thicket,     lie 

reached  the  inn  door, 
Roused  the  yet  drowsing  porter,  re- 
luctant to  rise, 
And  inquired  for  the  Countess.  The 

man  rubhed  his  eyes. 
The  Countess  was  gone.     Arid  the 

Duke  ? 

The  man  stared 
A  sleepy  inquiry. 

With  accents  that  scared 
The  man's  dull  sense  awake,  "lie, 

the  stranger,"  he  cried, 
"Who  had  been  there  that  night  !" 

The  man  grinned  and  replied. 
With  a  vacant  intelligence,  "  lie,  O 

ay,  ay! 
He  went  after  the  lady." 

No  further  reply 

Could  he  give.     Alfred  Vargrave  de- 
manded no  more, 
Flung   a  coin   to   the   man,  and  so 

turned  from  the  door. 
"What!  the  Duke  then  the  night  in 

that  lone  inn  had  passed  ? 
In  that  lone  inn — with  her!  "      Was 

that  look  he  had  cast 
WUen  th-»7  met  in  the  forest,  that 

look  ""Inch  remained 
On.  his  mind  with  its  terrible  smile, 

It  is  explained  ? 

XVII. 

The  day  was  half  turned  to  the  even- 
ing, before 

He  re-entered  Luchon,  with  a  heart 
sick  and  sore. 

In  the  midst  of  a  light  crowd  of  bab- 
blers, his  look, 


By  their  voices  attracted,  dibtinguibh- 

ed  the  Duke, 

Gay,  insolent,  noisy,  with  eyes  spark- 
ling bright,  (oiis. 
With  laughter,  shrill,  airy,  continti- 

Kight 

Through   the    throng    Alfred   Var- 
grave, with  swift  sombre 

stride, 
Clided  on.     The  Duke  noticed  him 

turned,  stepped  aside, 
And,   cordially  grasping  his  hand, 

whispered  low, 
"O,   how    right    have     you    been! 

There  can  never  be — no, 
Xever — any  more   contest    between 

us!    Milord, 
Let  us  henceforth  be  friends  ! " 

Having  uttered  that  word, 
He  turned  lightly  round  on  his  hfif  1, 

and  again 
His  gay  laughter  was  heard,  echoed 

loud  by  that  train 
Of  his  young  imitators. 

Lord  Alfred  stood  still. 
Rooted,   stunned   to  the  spot,     lie 

felt  weary  and  ill, 
Out  of  heart  with  his  own  heart,  and 

sick  to  the  soul, 
With  a  dull,  stifling  anguish  he  could 

not  control. 
Does  he  hear  in  a  dream,  through 

the  buzz  of  the  crowd, 
The  Duke's  blithe  associates,  bab- 
bling aloud 
Some  comment  upon  his  gay  humor 

that  day  ? 
He  never  was  gayer:  what  makes 

him  so  gay  ? 
'Tis,   no  doubt,  say  the   flatterers, 

flattering  in  tune, 
Some  vestal  whose  virtue  no  tongus 

dare  impugn 
Has  at  last  found  a  Mars, — who,  o* 

course,  shall  be  nameless. 
The  vestal  that  yields  to  Mars  only 

is  blameless  ! 
Hark!  hears  he  a  name  whicb   thus 

syllabled,  stirs 
All   his  heart  into  tumult  ?  .  .  .  Lu- 

cile  de  .Nevers 
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With  the  Duke's  coupled  gayly,  in 

some  laughing,  light, 
Free   allusion  ?      Not   so    as   might 

give  him  the  right 
To     luru     fiercely     round    on    the 

speaker,  but  yet 
To  a  trite  and  irreverent  compliment 

set  1 

XVIII. 

Slowly,  slowly,  usurping  that  place 
in  his  soul 

Where  the  thought  of  Lucile  was 
enshrined,  did  there  roll 

Back  again,  back  again,  on  its 
smooth  downward  course 

O'er  his  nature,  with  gathered  mo- 
mentum and  force, 

THE  WOULD. 

XIX. 

•'No!"  he  muttered,   "she   cannot 

have  sinned! 
True!  women  there  are  (self-named 

women  of  mind  !  ) 
Who   love   rather   liberty  —  liberty, 

yes  ! 
To  choose   and   to  leave — than  the 

legalized  stress 
Of  the  lovingest  marriage.     But  she 

— is  she  so  ? 
I  will  not  believe  it.    Lucile  ?   O  no, 

no  ! 

Not  Lucile  ! 
"  But    the    world  ?    and,   ah,   what 

would  it  say  ? 
O   the  look   of  that  man,   and   his 

laughter,  to-day  ! 
The    gossip's    light    question  I    the 

slanderous  jest. ! 
Shxj  is  right  !  no.   we  could  not  he 

happy.     'Tisbest 
As  it  is.     1  will  write  to  her, — write. 

O  my  heart  ! 

And  accept  her  farewell.     Our  fare- 
well !  must  we  part, — 
Tart  '.bus,  then, — forever,   Lucile  ? 

Is  it  so  ? 
Yes  !   I   feel   it.      We  could  not  be 

happy,  I  know. 
'Twas  a  dream  1  we  must  waken  I " 


With  head  bowed,  as  though 

By  the  weight  of  the  heart's  resigna- 
tion, and  slow 

Moody   footsteps,  he   turned  to  his 
inn. 

Drawn  apart 

From  the  gate,  in    the   court-yard, 
and  ready  to  start, 

Postboys     mounted,     portmanteaus 
packed  up  and  made  fast, 

A  travelling-carriage,  unnoticed,  he 
passed. 

lie  ordered  his  horse  to  be  ready 
anon : 

Sent,   and  paid,   for  the  reckoning, 
and  slowly  passed  on, 

And  ascended  the  staircase,  and  en- 
tered his  room. 

It  was  twilight'.     The   chamber  was. 
dark  in  the  gloom 

Of  the  evening.    lie  listlessly  kindled 
a  light 

On  the   mantel-piece;  there  a  large 
card  faugh t  his  sight, — 

A  large  card,  a  stout  card,  well  print- 
ed and  plain, 

Nothing  flourishing,  flimsy,  affected, 
or  vain. 

It  gave  a  respectable  look  to  the  slab 

That  it  lay  on.     The  name  was — 


SIB  RIDLEY  MACNAB. 


Full  familiar  to  him  was  the  name 

that  he  saw. 
For  'twas  that  of    his    own  future 

unclc-in-law, 
Mrs.  Darcy's  rich  brother,  the  bank 

t-r,  well-known 
As  wearing  the  longest-phylacteried 

gown 
Of  all  the  rich  Pharisees  England 

can  boast  of; 
A  shrewd  Puritan  Scot,  whose  sharp 

wits  made  the  inoit  of 
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This  -world  and  the  next  ;  having 
largely  invested 

Not  only  where  treasure  is  never 
molested 

By  thieves,  motL,  or  rust;  but  on  this 
earthly  hall 

Where  interest  was  high,  and  secur- 
ity small, 

Of  mankind  there  w?s  never  a  theory 
Vet 

Xot  by  some  individual  instance  up- 
set: 

And  so  to  that  sorrowful  verse  of  the 
Psalm 

Which  declares  that  the  wicked  ex- 
pand like  the  palm 

In  a  world  where  the  righteous  are 
stunted  and  pent, 

A  cheering  exception  did  Ridley  pre- 
sent. • 

Like  the  worthy  of  Uz,  Heaven  pros- 
pered his  piety. 

The  leader  of  every  religious  society, 

Christian  knowledge  he  labored 
through  life  to  promote 

With  personal  profit,  and  knew  how 
to  quote 

Both  the  Stocks  and  the  Scripture, 
with  equal  advantage 

To  himself  and  admiring  friends,  in 
this  Cant-Age. 

XXI. 

Whilst  over  this  card  Alfred  vacantly 
brooded, 

A  waiter  his  head  through  the  door- 
way protruded; 

"Sir  Ridley  MacNab  with  Milord 
wished  to  speak." 

Alfred  Yargrave  could  feel  there 
were  tears  on  his  cheek: 

J!e  brushed  them  away  with  a  ges- 
ture of  pride. 

He  glanced  at  the  glass;  when  his 
own  face  he  eyed, 

He  was  scared  by  its  pallor.  Inclin- 
ing his  head, 

He  with  tones  calm,  unshaken,  and 

silvery,  said, 
Sir  Ridley  may  enter." 

In  three  minutes  more 


That  benign  apparition  appeared  at 
the  door. 

Sir  Ridley,  released  for  a  while  from 
the  cares 

Of  business,  and  minded  to  broathe 
the  pure  airs 

Of  the  blue  Pyrenees,  and  enjoy  his 
release, 

In  company  there  with  his  sister  and 
niece, 

Found  himself  now  at  Luchon,— dis- 
tributing tracts, 

Sowing  seed  by  the  way,  and  collect- 
ing new  facts 

For  Exeter  Hall  ;  he  was  starting 
that  night 

For  Bigorre  :  he  had  heard,  to  his 
cordial  delight, 

That  Lord  Alfred  was  there,  and, 
himself,  setting  out 

For  the  same  destination:  impatient, 
no  do«bt ! 

Here  some  commonplace  compli- 
ments as  to  "  the  marriage  " 

Through  his  speech  trickled  softly, 
like  honey:  his  carriage 

Was  ready.  A  storm  seemed  to 
threaten  the  weather: 

If  his  young  friend  agreed,  why  not 
travel  together  ? 

With  a  footstep  uncertain  and  rest- 
less, a  frown 

Of  perplexity,  during  this  speech, 
up  and  down 

Alfred  Yargrave  was  striding  ;  but, 
after  a  pause 

And  a  slight  hesitation,  the  which 
seemed  to  cause 

Some  surprise  to 'Sir  Ridley,  lie  an- 
swered,— "  My  dear 

Sir  Ridley,  allow  me  a  few  inoniep'4 
here — 

Half  an  hour  at  the  most — 1»  con- 
clude an  affair 

Of  a  nature  so  urgei.t  as  hardly  to 
spare 

My  presence  (which  brought  me,  in- 
deed, to  this  spot), 

Before  I  accept  your  kind  offer." 

"  Why  not  V ' 
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Said  flir  Ridley,  and  smiled.    Alfred 

Vargrave,  before 
Sir  Judley  observed  it,  had  passed 

through  the  door. 
A  few  moments  later,  with  footsteps 

revealing 
Intense    agitation    of    uncontrolled 

feeling,  [low. 

He  was  rapidly  pacing  the  garden  be- 
What  passed  through  his  miiid  then 

is  more  than  I  know, 
But  before  one  half-hour  into  dark- 
ness had  lied, 
In  tLe  court-yard  he  stood  with  Sir 

Hidley.     His  tread 
Was  firm  and  composed.     Not  a  sign 

on  his  face 
Betrayed  there  the  least  agitation. 

"  The  place 
You  so  kindly  have  offered,"  he  said, 

"  I  accept." 
And  he  stretched  out  his  hand.  The 

two  travellers  stepped 
Smiling  into  the  carriage. 

And  thus,  out  of  sight. 
They  drove  down  the  dark  road,  and 

into  the  night. 

XXII. 

Sir  Ridley  was  one  of  those  wise  men 

who,  so  far 
As  their  power  of  saying  it  goes,  say 

with  Zophar, 
"  We,  no  doubt,  are  the  people,  and 

wisdom  shall  die  with  us !  " 
Though  of  wrisdom  like  theirs  there 

is  no  small  oupply  with  us. 
Side    by    side   in   the  carriage   en- 
sconced, the  two  men 
Began  to  converse,  somewhat  ('.row- 

sily,  when 
Alfred  suddenly  thought,—"  Here's 

a  man  of  ripe  age, 
A:  my  side,  by  his  fellows  reputed 

as  sage, 
Who  looks  happy,  and  therefore  who 

must  havj  been  wise: 
Suppose  I  with  caution  reveal  to  his 

eyes 
Some  few  of  the  reasons  which  make 

me  believe 


That  I  neither  am  huppy  nor  wise  ? 

'twould  relieve 
And  enlighten,  perchance,  my  own 

darkness  and  doubt." 
For  which  purpose  a  feeler  he  softly 

put  out. 
It  was  snapped  up  at  once. 

"What  is  truth?"   jesting  Pi: 

ate 
Asked,  and  passed  from  the  quesliol 

at  once  with  a  smile  at 
Its  utter  futility.     Had  he  addressed 

it 
To  Ridley  MacNab,  he  at  least  had 

confessed  it 
Admitted  discussion!  and   certainly 

no  man 
Could  more  promptly  have  answered 

the  skeptical  Roman 
Than  Ridley.    -Hear  some  street  as- 
tronomer talk! 
Grant  him  two  or  three  hearers,  a 

morsel  of  chalk, 
And  forthwith  on  the  pavement  he'll 

sketch  you  the  scheme 
Of  the  heavens.     Then  hear  him  en- 
large on  his  theme  ! 
Not  afraid  of  La  Place,  nor  of  Arago, 

he  ! 
He'll  prove  you  the  whole  plan  in 

plain  ABC. 
Here's  your  sun, — call  him  A  ;  B'S 

the  moon  ;  it  is  clear 
How  the  rest  of  the  alphabet  brings 

up  the  rear 
Of  the  planets.    Now  ask  Arago,  ask 

La  Place, 
(Tour  sages,    who  speak  with  the 

heavens  face  to  face  !) 
Their  science  in  plain  A  u  c  to  ac- 
cord 
To  your    point-blank    inquiry,   my 

friends  !  not  a  word 
\Vill  you  get  for  your  pains  from 

their  sad  lips.     Alas  ! 
Not  a  drop  from  the  bottle  that's 

quite  full  will  pass. 
'Tis  the  half-empty  vessel  that  freest 

emits 
The  water  that's  in  it.     'Tis  thus 

with  men's  wits  ; 
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Or  at  least  with  their  knowledge.   A 
man's  capability 

Of  imparting  to  others  a  truth  with 
facility  (exactness 

Is  proportioned  forever  with  painful 

To  the  portable  nature,  the  vulgar 
compactness, 

The  minuteness  in  size,  or  the  light- 
ness in  weight 

Of  the  truth  he  imparts.     So  small 
coins  circulate 

More  freely  than  large  ones.     A  beg- 
gar asks  alms, 

And  we  fling  him  a  sixpence,  nor 
feel  any  qualms  ; 

JJut  if  every  street  charity  shook  an 
investment. 

Or  each  beggar  to  clothe  we  must 
strip  on  a  vestment, 

The   length    of   the    process   would 
limit  the  act  ; 

And  therefore  the  truth  that's  sum- 
med up  in  a  tract 

Is  most  lightly  dispensed. 

As  for  Alfred,  indeed. 

On  what  spoonfuls  of  truth  he  was 
suffered  to  feed 

By  Sir  Ridley,   I  know  not.     This 
only  I  know, 

That  the  two  men  thus  talking  con- 
tinued to  go 

Onward    somehow,    together, — on 
into  the  night, — 

The   midnight, — in  which  they  es- 
cape from  our  sight. 

XXIII. 

And  meanwhile  a  world  had  heen 

changed  in  its  place, 
And  those  glittering  chains  that  o'er 

blue  balmy  space 
Hang  the  blessing  of  darkness,  had 

drawn  out  of  sight, 
To  solace  unseen  hemispheres,  the 

soft  night  ; 

And  the  dew  of  the  dayspring  be- 
nignly descended, 
And  the  fair  morn  to  all  things  new 

sanction  extended, 
In  the  smile  of  the  East.     And  the 

lark  soaring  on, 


Lost  in  lis^lit,  shook  the  dawn  witt 
a  song  from  the  sun. 

And  the  world  laughed. 

It  wanted  but  two  rosy  hours 

From  the  noon,  when  they  passed 
through  the  thick  passion- 
flowers 

Of  the  little  wild  garden  that  dim- 
pled before 

The  small  house  where  their  car 
riage  now  stopped,  at  Uigorre. 

And  more  fair  than  the  flowers, 
more  fresh  than  the  dew, 

With  her  white  morning  robe  flitting 
joyously  through 

The  dark  shrubs  with  which  the  soft 
hillside  was  clothed. 

Alfred  Vargrave  perceived,  where  he 
paused,  his  betrothed. 

Matilda  sprang  to  him,  at  once,  with 
a  face 

Of  such  sunny  sweetness,  such  glad- 
ness, such  grace, 

And  radiant  confidence,  childlike 
delight, 

That  his  whole  heart  upbraided  it- 
self at  that  sight. 

And  he  murmured,  or  sighed,  "  O, 
how  could  1  have  strayed 

From  this  sweet  child,  or  suffered  in 
aught  to  invade 

Her  young  claim  on  my  life,  though 
it  were  for  an  hour, 

The  thought  of  another?  " 

"  Look  up.  my  sweet  flower  !" 

He  whispered  her  softly,  "  my  heart 
unto  thee 

Is  returned,  as  returns  to  the  rose 
the  wild  bee  !" 

"And    will    wander    no    more?" 
laughed  Matilda. 
"  No  more  " 

He  repeated.  And,  low  to  himself 
"  Yes,  'tis  o'er  ! 

My  course,  too.  is  decided,  Lucile  ! 
Was  I  blind 

To  have  dreamed  that  these  clever 
Frenchwomen  of  mind 

Could  satisfy  simply  a  plati  English 
heart, 

Or  sympathize  with  it  ?  " 
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XXIV. 

Ami  here  tin-  fin>t  purl 
CM  this  drama  is  over.     The  curtain 

falls  furled 
On  tlie  actors  within  it,— the  Heart 

and  the  World. 
Wooed   and  wooer  have  played  with 

the  riddle  of  life, 
Have  they  solved  it  ? 

Appear  !    answer,   Hushand    and 
Wife  ! 

XXV. 

Yet,  ere  bidding  farewell  to  Lucile 

de  Nevers, 
Bear  her  own  heart's  farewell  in  this 

letter  of  hers. 

The  COMTESSE    DE    XKVERS   to  a 

FuiKNi)  IN  INDIA. 
"  Once  more.  O  my  friend,  to  your 

anus  and  your  heart, 
And  the  places  "of  old  .  .  .  never, 

never  to  part  ! 

Once  more  to  the  palm  and  the  foun- 
tain !     Once  more 
To  the    land  of   my  birth,  and  the 

deep  skies  of  yore  ! 
From  the  cities  of  Europe,  pursued 

by  the  fret 

Of  their  turmoil  wherever  my  foot- 
steps are  set  ; 
From  the  children  that  cry  for  the 

birth,  and  behold, 
There  is  no  strength  to  bear  them, 

— old  Time  is  no  old  I 
From   the  world's    weary   masters, 

that  come  upon  earth 
Sapped  and  mined  by  the  fever  they 

bear  from  tlu-ir  birth  : 
From  the  men  of  small  stature,  mere 

parts  of  a  crowd, 
Jorn  too  late,  when  the  strength  of 

the  world  hath  been  bowed  ; 
Hack. — back    to   the    Orient,    from 

whose  sunbright  womb 
Sprang  the.  giants  which  now  arc  no 

more,  in  the  bloom 
And   the   beauty   of  times  that  are 

faded  forever  ! 
To  the  palms  !  to  the  tombs  1  to  the 

still  Sacred  River  I 


Where  1  too.  the  child  of  a  day  that 

is  done. 
First  leapt   into  life,  and  looked  np 

at  the  sun. 

Back  again,  back  again,  to  the  hill- 
tops of  home 
1  come.  O  my  friend,  my  consoler,  I 

come  ! 
Are  the  three  intense  stars,  that  we 

watched  night  by  niyhl 
Burning  broad  on  ihu  band  of  Orioii 

as  bright  ? 
Are  the  large  Indian  moons  as  /* 

rene  as  of  old, 
When,  as  children,  we  gathere-    oh* 

moonbeans  for  gold  ? 
Do  you  yet  recollect  me,  my  fr     id  ? 

Do  you  still 
Remember  the  free  games  we  i     /ed 

on  the  hill. 
'Mid   those   huge  stones  upbf    ped, 

where  we  recklessly  trc<j 
O'er  the  old  ruined  fane  of    L;  old 

ruined  god  ? 
IIow  he  frowned,  while  arou   d  him 

we  carelessly  played  ! 
That  frown   on  my  life   evi  c  after 

hath  stayed, 

Like  the  shade  of  a  solenn  experi- 
ence upcast 
From  some  vague  supenu  .u/al  grief 

in  the  past. 
For  the  poor  god,  in  pain,   nore  than 

anger,  he  frowned, 
To  perceive  that  our  yov  h,  though 

so  fleeting,  had  fou  id, 
In  its  transient  and  ignv.ra.nt  glad- 
ness, the  bliss 

Which  his  science  div  ic  seemed  di- 
vinely to  miss. 
Alas!  you  may  haplj  remember  me 

yet 
The  free  child,  whose    Is  J  childhoot? 

myself  I  forget 
I  come — a  sad  womai  ,  defrauded  of 

rest  : 

I  bear  to  you  only  a  1;  boring  breast  : 
My   heart    is   a    ston.i-beai.cn    ark, 

wildly  hurled 
O'er  the  whirlpools  of  time,  with  the 

wrecks  of  a  world  : 
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The  dove  from  my  bosom  bath  flown 

far  away  ; 
ll  is  flown,  ami  returns  not,  though 

many  a  day 
Have  I  watched   from   t lie  windows 

of  lift;  for  its  coming. 
Friend,    I    sigh    for    repose,   I    am 

weary  of  roaming. 

[  Unow  not  what  Ararat  rises  for  me 
F?/    away,    o'er    the    waves   of   the 

wandering  sea  : 
I  know  not  what  rainbow  may  yet, 

from  far  hills,  [tionofills: 
Lift  the  promise  of  hope,  the  cessa- 
liut  a  voice,  like  the  voice  of  my 

youth,  in  my  breast 
Wakes  and  whispers  me  on — to  the 

East  !  to  the  East  ! 
Shall  I  find  the  child's  heart  that  I 

left  there?  or  rind 
The  lost  youth  I  recall  with  its  pure 

peace  of  mint!  ? 
Alas  !    who  shall  number  the  drops 

of  the  rain  ? 
Or  give   to    the   dead    leaves    their 

greenness  again '? 
Who  shall  seal  up  the  caverns  the 

earthquake  hath  rent  ? 
Who  shall  bring  forth  the  winds  that 

within  them  are  pent  ? 
To  a  voice  who  shall  render  an  im- 
age ?  or  who 
From  the  heats  of  the  noontide  shall 

gather  the  dew  ? 
I   aave   burned   out  within   me  the 

fuel  of  life 
Wherefore  lingers  the  flame  ?    Rest 

is  sweet  after  strife. 
?   would   sleep  for   a   while.     I  am 

weary. 

"  My  friend, 
I  had  meant   in    these    lines    to  re- 

gatheo,  and  send 
To  oar  old  home,  my  life's  scattered 

links.     Hat  'tis  vain  ! 
Kadi  attempt  seems   to  shatter  the 

chaplet  again  ; 
Only  fit  now  for  lingers  like  mine  to 

run  o'er, 
Who    return,    a    recluse,    to    those 

cloisters  of  yore 


Whence  too  far  I  have  wandered. 

'*  How  many  long  years 
Does  it  seem  to  me  now  since  the 

ouiek,  scorching  tears, 
While  I  wrote  to  you.  splashed  out  a 

girl's  premature 

Moans  of  pain  at  what  women  in  si- 
lence endure  ! 
To  your  eyes,  friend  of  mine,  and  to 

your  eyes  alone, 
That  now  long-faded  page  of  my  life 

hath  been  shown 
Which    recorded    my   heart's   birth, 

and  death,  as  you  know. 
Many  years  since, — h»w  many  ! 

"  A  few  months  ago 
I  seemed  reading  it  backward,  that 

page  !     Why  explain 
Whence  or  how  ?    The  old  dream  of 

my  life  rose  again. 
The  old  superstition  !  the  idol  of  old  ! 
It  is  over.     The  leaf  trodden  down 

in  the  mould 
Is  not  to  the  forest  more  lost  than  to 

me 
That  emotion.    I  bury  it  here  by  the 

sea 
Which  will  bear  me  anon  far  away 

from  the  shore 
Of  a  land  which  my  footsteps  shall 

visit  no  more. 
And  a.  heart's  requiescat  I  write  on 

that  grave. 
Hark!  the  sigh  of  the  wind,  and  the 

sound  of  the  wave, 
Seem  like  voices  of  spirits  that  whis- 
per me  home ! 
I  come,  O  you  whispering  voices,  I 

come  ! 
My  friend,  ask  me  nothing. 

"  Receive  me  alone 
As  a  Santon  receives  to  his  dwelling 

of  stone 
In  silence  some  pilgrim  the  midnight 

may  bring  : 
It  may  be  an  angel  that,  weary  of 

wing, 
Hath  paused  in  his  flight  from  some 

city  of  doom, 
Or  only  a  wayfarer  strayed  In  the 

glooui. 
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This  only  I  know  :  that  in  Europe  at 

least 
Lives  the  craft  or   the  power  that 

must  master  our  East. 
Wherefore    strive   where    the   gods 

must  themselves  yield  at  last  ? 
Both  they  and  their  altars  pass  by 

with  the  Past. 
The  pods    of   the   household   Time 

thrusts  from  the  shelf  ; 
And  I  seem  as  unreal  and  weird  to 

myself 
As  those  idols  of  old. 


"  Other  times,  other  men, 
Other  men,  other  passions  ! 

"  So  be  it  !  yet  again 
I  turn  to  my  birthplace,  the  birth- 
place of  morn, 
And  the  light  of  those  lands  where 

the  great  sun  is  born  ! 
Spread  your  arms,  O,  my  friend  !  on     < 

your  breast  let  me  feel 
The  repose  which  hath  fled  from  my 
own. 

"  Your  LUCILE." 


PART    II. 


CANTO  L 


HAIL,  Muse  !  But  each  Muse  by  this 

time  has,  I  know, 
Been  used  up,  and  Apollo  has  bent 

his  own  bow 
All  too  long;  so  I  leave  tmassaulted 

the  portal 
Of  Olympus,  and  only  invoke  here  a 

mortal. 

Hail,   Murray  ! — not    Lindley, — but 

Murray  and  Son. 
Hail,  omniscient,    beneficent,  great 

Two-in-One  ! 
In  Albt-marle  Street  may  thy  temple 

long  stand  ! 
Long  enlightened  and  led  by  thine 

erudite  hand, 
tiny  each  novice  in  science  nomadic 

unravel 
Statistical     mazes    of     modernized 

travel  ! 
May  each    inn-keeping  knave  long 

thy  judgments  revere, 
And  the  postboys  of  Europe  regard 

thee  witli  fear  ; 
While   they  feel,  in    the   silence  of 

battled  extorti.m, 
That   knowledge   is  power  !     Long, 

long,  like  that  portion 


Of  the  national  soil  which  the  Greek 

exile  took 
In  his  baggage  wherever  he  went, 

may  thy  book 
Cheer  each  poor  British  pilgrim,  who 

trusts  to  thy  wit 
N"ot  to  pay  through  his  nose  just  for 

following  it  ! 

Mayst  thou  long.  O  instructor  !  pre- 
side o'er  his  way, 
And  teach  him  alike  what  to  praise 

and  to  pay  ! 
Thee,  pursuing  this  pathway  of  song, 

once  again 
I   invoke,   lest,  unskilled,  I   should 

wander  in  vain. 
To  my  call  be  propitious,  nor,  churl 

ish,  refuse 
Thy  great  accents  to  lend  to  the  lip 

of  my  Muse  ; 
For  I  sing  of  the  Naiads  who  dwe] 

'mid  the  steins 
Of    the    green    linden-trees   by  lh« 

waters  of  Ems. 
Yes!  thy  spirit  descends  upon  mine, 

O,  John  Murray  ! 
And  I  start — with  thy  book — for  the 

Baths  in  a  hurry. 

u. 
•'At    Coblentz    a    bridge    of    boats 

crosses  the  Khine  ; 
And  from  l  hence  the  road,  win«l'nf 

by  Eureiibreitatein, 
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Passes  over  the  frontier  of  Xassau. 
("X.  B. 

Xo  custom-house  here~since  the  Zoll- 
vereiu.''1     See 

Murray,  paragraph  30.) 

"The  route,  at  each  turn. 

Here  the  lover  of  nature  allows  to 

discern, 

n  varying  prospect,  a  rich  wooded 
dale  : 

The  vine  and  acacia-tree  mostly  pre- 
vail 

In  the  foliage  observable  here  ;  and, 
moreover, 

The  soil  is  carbonic.     The  r->ad,  un- 
der cover 

Of  the  grape-clad  and  mountainous 
upland  that  hems 

Round  this  beautiful  spot,  brings  the 
traveller  to — "  EMS. 

A  schnellpost  from  Frankfort  arrives 
every  day. 

At  the  Ktu'haus  (the  old  Ducal  inan- 
•     sion)  you  pay 

Eight  florins  for  lodgings.  A  Restau- 
rateur 

Is  attached  to  the  place  ;  but  most 
travellers  prefer 

(Including,  indeed,  many  persons  of 
note)  [d'hote. 

To   dine   at   the    usual-priced    table 

Through  the  town  runs  the  Lahn,  the 
steep  green  banks  of  which 

Two    rows    of     white    picturesque 
houses  enrich  ; 

And  between  the  high  road  and  the 
river  is  laid 

Out  a  sort  of  a  garden,  called  '  THE 

Promenade.' 

'Female  visitors  here,  who  may  make 
up  their  mind 

\>  ascend  to  the  top  of  these  moun- 
tains, will  find 

On  the  banks  of  the  stream,  saddled 
all  the  day  long, 

Troops  of  donkeys  —  sure-footed — 
proverbially  strong  ;" 

And   the   traveller  at   Kins  may  re- 
mark, as  he  passes, 

Here,  as  e'sewhere,  the  woiueii  run  ! 
after  the  asses. 


HI. 
'Mid   the    world's    weary   qenizens 

bound  for  these  springs 
In  the  month  when  the  merie  on  the 

maple-bough  sings, 

Pursued  to  the  place  from  dissimilar 

paths  [;ne  baths 

IJy  a  similar  sickness,  there  came  to 

Four  snll'erers,  — each  stricken  deep 

through  the  heart, 
Or  the  head,   by  the    self -same  in- 
visible dart 
Of  the  arrow  that  flieth  unheard  in 

the  noon, 

From  the  sickness  that  walketh  un- 
seen in  the  moon, 
Through  this  great  lazaretto  of  life, 

wherein  each 
Infects  with  his  own  sores  the  next 

within  reach. 
First  of  these  were  a  young  English 

husband  and  wife, 
Grown  weary  ere  half  through  the 

journey  of  life.  • 
O  Xature,    say    where,    thou    gray 

mother  of  earth, 
Is  ^tlie  strength  of  thy  youth  ?  that 

thy  womb  brings  to  birth 

Only  old  men  to-day  !  On  the  winds, 

as  of  old.  [bold  ; 

Thy  voice  in  its  accent  is  joyous  and 

Thy  forests  are  green  as  of  yore  ;  and 

thine  oceans 
Yet    move    in    the    might  of  their 

ancient  emotions  : 
But   man — thy   last   birth   and    thy 

best — is  no  more 
Life's  free  lord,   that  looked  up  to 

the  starlight  of  yore, 
With  the  faith  on  the  brow,  and  the 

fire  in  the  eyes, 
The  firm  foot  on  the  earth,  the  high 

heart  in  the  skies  ; 
But  a  gray-headed  infant,  defrauded 

of  youth, 
Born  too  late  or  too  early. 

The  lady,  in  truth, 
Was   young,  fair,    and   gentle  ;  and 

never  was  given 

To   more   heavenly  "eyes,  the    pure 
azure  of  heaven. 
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Never  yet  did  the  sun  touch  to  rip- 
ples ol  geld 
Tresses   brighter  than    those  which 

her  soft  hand  unruiled 
From  her  noble  and  innocent  brow, 

when  she  rose, 
An  Aurora,  at  dawn,  from  her  balmy 

repose, 
And  into  the  mirror  the  bloom  and 

the  blush 
Of  her  beauty  broke,  glowing  ;  like 

light  in  a  gush 
From  the  sunrise  in  summer. 

Love,  roaming,  shall  meet 
But  rarely  a  nature  more  sound  or 

more  sweet — 
Eyes    brighter — brows   whiter  —  a 

figure  more  fair — 
Or  lovelier  lengths  of  more  radiant 

hair — 
Than    thine,     Lady    Alfred  1    And 

here  I  aver 

(May  those  that  have  seen  thee  de- 
clare if  1  err) 
That  not  all  the  oysters  in  Britain 

contain 
A  pearl  pure  as  thou  art. 

Let  some  one  explain. — 
\Vlio  may  know  more  than  1  of  the 

intimate  life 
Of  the  pearl  with  the  oyster, — why 

yet  in  his  wife, 
In  despite  of  her  beauty — and  most 

when  he  felt 

His  soul  to  the  sense  of  her  loveli- 
ness melt — 
Lord  Alfred   missed  something    he 

sought  for  :  indeed, 
The   more    that  he    missed   it    the 

greater  the  need  ; 
Till  it  seemed  to  himself  he   could 

willingly  spare 
All  the  charms  that  he  found  for  the 

one  charm  not  there. 

IV. 

For  the  blessings  Life  lends   us,    it 

strictly  demands 
The  worth  of  their  full  usufruct  at 

our  hands. 
And  the  value  of  all  things  exists, 

not  indeed 


In   themselves,    but  man's    use    of 

tin-in,  feeding  man's  need. 
Alfred  Yargrave.    in    wedding  with 

beauty  and  youth, 
Uad  embraced   both  Ambition   and 

Wealth.     Yet  in  truth 
Unfulfilled  the  ambition,  and  sterile 

the  wealth 
(In  a  life  paralyzed  by  a  moral  i!, 

health), 
Had  remained,  while  the  beauty  and 

youth,  unredeemed 
From  a  vague  disappointment  at  all 

things,  but  seemed 
Day  by  day  to  reproach  him  in  silence 

for  all 
That  lost  youth,  in  himself  they  had 

failed  to  recall. 
No  career  had  he  followed,  no  object 

obtained 

In   the  world  by  those  worldly  ad- 
vantages gained 
From   nuptials   beyond  which  once 

seemed  to  appear, 

Lit  by  love,  the  broad  path  of  a  bril- 
liant career. 

All    that    glittered     and    gleamed 
through  the  moonlight  of  youth 
With  u  glory  so  fair,  now  that  man- 
hood in  truth 
Grasped  and  gathered  it,  seemed  like 

that  false  fairy  g»M 
Which  leaves  in  the  hand  only  moss, 

leaves,  and  mould! 

v. 
Fairy  gold!  moss  and  loaves!  and  the 

young  Fairy  J5ride  ? 
Lived  there  yet  f:iiry- lands  ^r.  u:e  face 

at  his  si  le  ? 
Say,  O  friend,  if  at  evening thou  ever 

hast  watched 
Some  pale  and  impalpable  vapor,  de 

tacked 
From  the  dim  and  disconsolate  earth, 

rise  and  fall 
O'er  the  light  of  a  sweet  serene  star, 

until  all 
The     chilled     splendor    reluctantly 

waned  in  the  deep 
Of  its  own  native  heavoii  ?     Even  so 

seemed  to  creep 
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Si 


O'er  that  fair  and  ethereal  face,  day 
by  day. 

While  the  radiant  vermeil,  subsiding 
away, 

Hid  its  light  in  the  heart,  the  faint 
giadual  veil 

Of  a  sadness  unconscious. 

The  lady  grew  pale 

AJ  silent  h-jr  lord  grew:  and  both,  as 
they  eyed 

Each  the  other  askance,  turned,  and 
secretly  sighed. 

All,  wise  friend,  what  avails  all  ex- 
perience can  give  ? 

True,   we    know    what    life  is — but, 
alas!  do  we  live  ? 

The  grammar  of  life  we  have  gotten 
by  heart, 

But  life's  self  we  have  made  a  dead 
language, — an  art, 

Not  a  voice.     Could  we  speak  it,  but 
once,  as  'twas  spoken 

When  the  silence  of  passion  the  first 
tiim.-.  .vas  broken ! 

Cnvier  knew  the  world  better  than 
Adam,  no  doubt: 

But  the  last  man,  at  best,  was  but 
learned  about 

What  the  first,  without  learning,  en- 
joyed.    What  art  thou 

To  the  man  of  to-day,  O  Leviathan, 
now  ? 

A  science.     "What  wert  thou  to  him 
that  from  ocean 

First  beheld   thee  appear  ?    A  sur- 
prise.— an  emotion! 

When  life  leaps  hi  the  veins,  when  it 
bears  in  the  heart, 

\\l.en  it  thrills  as  it  fills  every  ani- 
mate part, 

Where  lurks  it  ?  how  works  it  ?  ... 
we  scarcely  detect  it. 

Cut  life  goes  :  the  heart  dies  :  haste, 
O  leech,  and  dissect  it! 

Tl-is  accurse'd  aesthetical,  ethical  age 

Hath  so  fingered  life's  hornbook,  so 
blurred  every  page, 

That  the  old  glad  romance,  the  gay 
chivalrous  story, 

With  its  fables  of  faery,  its  legends 
of  glory, 

fi 


Is  turned  to  a  tedious  instruction,  not 

new 
To  the  children  that  read  it  insipidly 

through. 
We  know  too  much  of  Love  ere  we 

love.     We  can  trace 
Nothing  new,  unexpected,  or  strang 

in  his  face 
When  we  see  it  at  last.    'Tis  th 

same  little  Cupid, 
With  the  same  dimpled  cheek,  and 

the  smile  almost  stupid, 
We  have  seen  in  our  pictures,  and 

stuck  on  our  shelves, 
And  copied  a  hundred  times  over, 

ourselves. 

And  wherever  we  turn,  and   what- 
ever we  do, 
Still,  that  horrible  sense  of  the  dfja 

cunnu  I 

VI. 

Perchance  'twas  the  fault  of  tbt  life 
that  they  led ; 

Perchance  'twas  the  fault  of  the 
novels  they  read ; 

Perchance  'twas  a  fault  in  them- 
selves ;  I  am  bound  not 

To  say:  this  I  know — that  these  two 
creatures  found  not 

In  each  other  some  sign  they  expect- 
ed to  find 

Of  a  something  unnamed  in  the 
heart  or  the  mind ; 

And,  missing  it,  each  felt  a  right  to 
complain 

Of  a  sadness  which  each  found  no 
word  to  explain. 

Whatever  it  was,  the  world  noticed 
not  it 

In  the  light-hearted  beauty,  the  lig] it- 
hearted  wit. 

Still,  as  once  with  the  actors  in 
Greece,  'tis  the  case, 

Each  must  speak  to  the  crown  with  a 
mask  on  his  face. 

Praise  followed  Matilda  wherever 
she  went. 

She  was  flattered.  Can  flattery  pur- 
chase content  ? 
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Yes.  While  to  it«  voice,  for  a  mo- 
ment, she  listened, 

The  young  cheek  still  bloomed,  and 
the  soft  eyes  still  glistened; 

And  her  lord,  when,  like  one  of  those 
light  vivid  things 

Tliat  glide  down  the  gauzes  of  sum- 
mer with  wings 

\i  rapturous  radiance,  unconscious 
she  moved 

Through  that  buzz  of  inferior  crea- 
tures, which  proved 

Her  oeanty,  their  eiivy,  one  moment 
forgot 

'Mid  the  many  charms  there,  the  one 
charm  that  was  not: 

And  when  o'er  her  beauty  enrapt- 
ured he  bowed, 

(As  they  turned  to  each  other,  each 
flushed  from  the  crowd,) 

And  murmured  those  praises  which 
yet  seemed  more  dear 

Than  the  praises  of  others  had  grown 
to  her  ear, 

She,  too,  ceased  awhile  her  own  fate 
to  regret: 

"  Yes! ...  he  loves  me,"  she  sighed ; 
"  this  is  love,  then, — and  yet — /" 

VII. 

Ah,  that  yet !  fatal  word !  'tis  the 

moral  of  all 
Thought  and  felt,  seen  or  done,  in 

this  world  since  the  Fall! 
It  stands  at  the  end  of  each  sentence 

we  learn ; 

It  flits  in  the  vista  of  all  we  discern; 
It  leads  us,  forever  and  ever,  away 
To  liiid  in  to-morrow  what  flies  with 

to-day. 

Twas  this  same  little  fatal  and  mys- 
tical word  |and  lord 
That  now,  like  a  mir&se,  led  my  lady 
To  the  waters  of  Ems  from  the  waters 

of  Marah; 
Drooping     pilgrims     in     Fashion's 

blank,  arid  Sahara  1 

VIII. 

At  the  same  time,  pursued  by  a  spell 
much  the  same, 

To  these  waters  two  other  worn  pil- 
grims there  came: 


One  a  man,  one  a  woman:  just  now, 

at  the  latter, 
As  the  Reader  I  mean  by  and  by  to 

look  at  her 
And  judge  for  himself,  I  will  not 

even  glance. 


IX. 

Of  the  self-crowned  young  king?  'A 

the  Fashion  in  France 
"Whose  resplendent  regalia  so  dazzmd 

the  sight, 
Whose  horse  was  so  perfect,  whose 

boots  were  so  bright, 
Who  so  hailed  in  the  salon,  so  marked 

in  the  Bois, 
Who  so  welcomed  by  all,  as  Eugene 

de  Luvois  ? 
Of  all  the  smooth-browed  premature 

debauchees 

In  that  town  of  all  towns,  where  De- 
bauchery sees 
On  the  forehead  of  youth  her  mark 

everywhere  graven, — 
In  Paris  I  mean, — where  the  streets 

are  all  paven 
By  those  two  fiends  whom  Milton  saw 

bridging  the  way 
From    Hell    te    this    planet, — who, 

haughty  and  gay, 
The  free  rebel  of  life,  bound  or  led  by 

no  law, 
Walked  that  causeway  as  bold   as 

Eugene  de  Luvois  ? 
Yes  !  he  marched  through  the  great 

masquerade,  loud  of  tongue, 
Bold  of  brow  :    but  the  motley  he 

masked  in,  it  hung 
So  loose,  trailed  so  wide,  and  ap- 
peared to  impede 
So  strangely  at  times  the  vexed  effort 

at  speed, 
That  a  keen  eye  might  gtiess  It  w»s 

made — not  for  him, 
But  some  brawh-r  more  stalwart  of 

sUUure  and  limb. 
That  it  irked  him,  in  truth,  you  at 

times  could  divine, 
For  when  low  was  the  music,  iuid 

spilt  was  the  wine. 
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He  would  clutch  at  the  garment,  as 

though  it  oppressed 
And  stifled  some  impulse  that  choked 

iu  his  breast. 

x. 

What  !  he,  .'.  .  the  light  sport  of  his 
frivolous  case  ! 

\V  as  he,  too,  a  prey  to  a  mortal  dis- 
ease ? 

My  friend,  hear  a  parahle  :  ponder 
it  well  : 

For  a  moral  there  is  in  the  talc  that 
I  toll. 

One  evening  I  sat  in  the  Palais 
Royal, 

And  there,  while  I  laughed  at  Gras- 
sot  and  Arnal. 

My  eye  fell  on  the  face  of  a  man  at 
my  side  ; 

Every  time  that  he  laughed  I  ob- 
served that  he  sighed, 

As  though  vexed  to  be  pleased.  I 
remarked  that  he  sat 

111  at  ease  on  his  seat,  and  kept 
twirling  his  hat 

In  his  hand,  with  a  look  of  unquiet 
abstraction. 

I  inquired  the  cause  of  his  dissatis- 
faction. 

"Sir,"  he  said,  "if  what  vexes  me 
here  you  would  know, 

Learn  that,  passing  this  way  some 
few  ball-hours  ago, 

I  walked  into  the  Franeais,  to  look 
at  Rachel. 

(Sir  that  woman  in  Phcdre  is  a 
miracle  ! ) — Well, 

I  asked  for  a  box  :  they  were  oc- 
cupied all  : 

For  a  seat  in  the  balcony  :  all  taken ! 
a  stall : 

Taken  too  :  the  whole  house  was  as 
full  as  could  be. — 

Not  a  hole  for  a  rat  I  1  had  just  time 
to  see  [friend 

The  lady   I  love   lete-a-tete  with   a 

In  a  box  out  of  reach  at  the  opposite 
end  : 

Then  the  crowd  pushed  me  out. 
What  was  left  ine  to  do  ? 


I    tried   for  the   tragedy   .   .   .   que 

vmtlcz-vous  ? 
Every  place  for  the.  tragedy  booked  ! 

.  .  .  inon  «m/, 
The  farce  was  close  by  :  ...  at  the 

farce  me  told ! 
The  piece  is  a  new  one  :  and  Gias 

sot  plays  well  : 
There  is  drollery,  too,  in  that  felktur 

Ravel  : 
And  Hyacinth's  nose  is  superb  ! .  .  . 

Yet  I  meant 
My  evening  elsewhere,  and  not  thus, 

to  have  spent. 
Fate  orders  these  things  by  her  will, 

not  by  ours  ! 
Sir,  mankind  is  the  sport  of  invisible 

powers." 

I  once  met  the  Due  de  Luvois  for  a 

moment  ;  „ 

And  I  marked,  when  his  features  1 

fixed  in  my  comment, 
O'er  those  features  the  same  vague 

disquietude  stray 
I  had  seen  on  the  face  of  my  friend 

at  the  play  ; 
And  I  thought  that  he  too,   very 

probably,  spent 
Ilio  evenings  not  wholly  as  first  he 

had  meant. 


O  source  of  the  holiest  joys  we  in- 
herit, 
O    Sorrow,   thou    solemn,    invisible 

spirit  ! 
Ill  fares  it  with  man  when,  through 

life's  desert  sand, 
Grown  impatient   too   soon   for  tint 

long-promised  land 
lie  turns  from  the  worship  of  thee, 

as  thou  art, 
An  expressless  and  imageless  trutb 

in  the  heart, 
And  takes  of  the  jewels  of  Egypt, 

the  pelf 
And  the  gold  of  the  godless,  to  make 

to  himself 

A  gaudy,  idolatrous  image  of  thec 
And  then  bows  to  the  sound  of  th« 

cymbal  the  knee. 
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The  sorrows  we  make  to  ourselves 
are  false  gods  : 

Like  the  prophets  of  Baal,  our 
bosoms  with  rods 

We  may  sir;*e,  we  may  gash  at  our 
hcart^  till  they  bleed, 

But  these  idols  are  blind,  deaf,  and 
dumb  to  our  need. 

The  land  is  athirst.  and  cries  out  ! 
.  .  .  :tis  in  vain  ; 

The  great  blessing  of  Heaven  de- 
scends uot  in  rain. 


It  was  night  ;  and  the  lamps  were 
beginning  to  gleam 

Through  the  long  linden-trees,  fold- 
ed each  in  his  dream, 

From  that  building  which  looks  like 
a  temple  .  .  .  and  is 

The  Temple  of— Health  ?    Nay,  but 
enter  !     I  wish 

That    never    the    rosy-hued    deity 
knew 

One    votary    out    of    that    sallow- 
cheeked  crew 

Of  Conrlanders,  Wallacs,  Greeks,  af- 
fable Puissians, 

Explosive     Parisians,    potato-faced 
Prussians  ; 

Jews — Ilamburghers  chiefly  ; — pure 
patriots, — Suabians  : — 

"  Cappadocians  and  Elamites,  Cretes 
and  Arabians, 

And  the  dwellers  in  Pontus  "  .  .  . 
My  muse  will  no.  weary 

More  lines  with  the  list  of  them  .  .  . 
curfrrnmere  t 

What  is  it  they  murmur,  and  mutter, 
and  bum  ? 

Into  what  Pandemonium    is  Pente- 
cost come  ? 

O,  what  is  the  name  of  the  god  at 
whose  fane 

Every  nation  is  mixed  in  so  motley 
a  train  '.' 

What   weird    Kabala   lies   on    those 
tables  outspread  ? 

To  what  oracle  turns  with  attention 
each  head  ? 


What  holds  these  pale  worshippers 

each  so  devout, 
And   what    are    those    hi'irophants 

busied  about  ? 


II  re  passes,  repasses,  and  flits  to 

and  fro. 
And  rolls  without  ceasing  the  great 

Yes  and  No  : 
Round  this  altar  alternate  the  weirJ 

Passions  dance, 
And  the  God  worshipped  here  is  the 

old  God  of  Chance. 
Through  the  wide-open  doors  of  the 

distant  saloon 
Flute,     hautboy,     and     fiddle     are 

squeaking  in  tune  ; 
And  an  indistinct  music  forever  is 

rolled, 
That   mixes    and  chimes  with    the 

chink  of  the  gold, 

From  a  vision,  that  flits  in  a  lumin- 
ous haze, 

( >f  figures  forever  eluding  the  gaze  ; 
It   fleets   through    the    doorway,    it 

gleams  on  the  glass, 
And   the   weird   words   pursue   it — 

Itouye,  Impair,  et  Passe  / 
Like  a  sound  borne  in  sleep  through 

snob  dreams  as  encumber 
With    haggard    emotions    the   wild 

wicked  slumber 
Of    some    witch    when    she    seeks, 

through  a  night-mare,  to  grab 

at 
The  hot  hoof  of  the  fiend,  on  her 

way  to  the  Sabbat. 

XIV. 

The  Due  de  Luvois  and  Lord  Alfr  d 

had  met 
Some  few  evenings  ago  (for  the  sta 

son  as  yet 
Was   but   young)    in   this   self-same 

Pavilion  of  C'hancs. 
The  idler  from    England,  the   idler 

from  France 
Shook  hands,  each,  of  course,  with 

much  cordial  pleasure  : 
An  acquaintance  ai  Ems  is  to  most 

men  a  treasure, 
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And  they  both  were  too  well-bred  in 
aught  to  betray 

One   discourteous   remembrance    of 
tilings  passed  away. 

'Twas  a  sight  that  was  pleasant,  in- 
dred.  to  be  seen. 

These  friends  exchange  greetings  ; — 
the*men  who  had  been 

Foe?   so   nearly   in   days   that  were 
past. 

This,  no  doubt, 

Is  why.  on  the  night  1  am  speaking 
about, 

My  Lord  Alfred   sat  down  by  him- 
self at  roulette. 

Without  one  suspicion  his  bosom  to 
fivt, 

Although  he  had  left,  with  his  pleas- 
ant French  friend. 

Matilda,  half  vexed,   at  the  room's 
farthest  end. 


Lord  Alfred  his  combat  with  For- 
tune began 

With  a  few  modest  thalers — away 
they  all  ran — 

The  reserve  followed  fast  in  the  rear. 
As  his  purse 

Grew  lighter  his  spirits  grew  sensi- 
bly worse. 

One  needs  not  a  Bacon  to  find  a 
cause  for  it  : 

'Tis  an  old  law  in  physics — Natura 
abhorret 

Vacuum — and  my  lord,  as  he  watch- 
ed liis  last  crown 

Tumble  into  the  bank,  turned  away 
with  a  frown 

Which  the  brows  of  Xapoleon  him- 
self might  have  decked 

('u  that  day  of  all  days  when  an  em- 
pire was  wrecked 

On  thy  p'ain.  Waterloo,  and  he  wit- 
nessed the  last 

Of  his  favorite  Guard  cut  to  pieces, 
aghast  ! 

Just  then  Alfred  felt,  he  could 
scarcely  tell  why, 

Within  him  the  sudden  strange 
bensc  that  some  eye 


Had    long  been   intently  regarding 

him  there. — 
That  some  ga/e  was  upon   him  toft 

searching  to  bear. 
He  rose  and  looked  up.  Was  it  fact  1 

Was  it  fable  ? 
Was    it   dream  ?    Was    it  waking  * 

Across  the  green  table, 
That  face,  with  its  features  so  fa 

tally  known,  — 
Those   eyes,    whose   deep  gaze   in- 

swered  strangely  his  own, — 
What  was  it  ?    Some  ghost  from  ir.£ 

grave  come  again  ? 
Some  cheat  of  a  feverish,  fanciful 

brain  ? 
Or  was  it  herself — with  those  deep 

eyes  of  hers, 
And  that  face  unforgotten  ? — Lucilo 

de  Xevers  ! 

XV. 

Ah,  well  that  pale  woman  a  phan- 
tom might  seem. 

Who  appeared  to  herself  hut  ths 
dream  of  a  dream  ! 

'Xeath  those  features  so  calm,  that 
fair  forehead  so  hushed, 

That  pale  cheek  forever  by  passion 
unflnshed, 

There  yawned  an  insatiate  void,  and 
there  heaved 

A  tumult  of  restless  regrets  unre- 
lieved. 

The  brief  noon  of  beauty  was  pass- 
ing away, 

And  the  chill  of  the  twilight  fell,  si- 
lent and  gray, 

O'er  that  deep,  self-perceived  isola- 
tion of  soul. 

And  now.  as  all  round  her  the  dim 
evening  stole, 

With  its  weird  desolations,  she  !n« 
wardly  grieved 

For  the  want  of  that  tender  assur- 
ance received 

From  the  warmth  of  a  whisper,  the 
glance  of  an  eye, 

Which  should  say,  or  should  l^ok, 
"  Fear  tkou  naught,-  -/  am 
by!" 


86 


LUCILE. 


And  thus,  through  that  lonely  and 

self-fixed  existence, 
Crep'.  a  vague  sense  of  silence,  and 

horror,  and  distance  : 
A  strange  sort  of  faint-footed  fear, 

— like  a  mouse 
That  comes  out,  when  'tis  dark,  in 

some  old  ducal  house 
Long  deserted,  where   no  one   the 

creature  can  scare, 
And  the  forms  on  the  arras  are  all 

that  move  there. 

In    Rome, — in    the    Forum, — there 

opened  one  night 
A  gulf.     All  the  augurs  turned  pale 

at  the  sight, 
lu  this  omen  the  anger  of  Heaven 

they  read. 
Men  consulted  the  gods  :   then  the 

oracle  said  : —          [til!  at  last 
"  Ever  open  this  gulf  shall  endure, 
That   which  Koine   hath  most  pre- 
cious within  it  he  cast." 
The  Romans  threw  in  it  their  corn 

and  their  stuff, 
But  the  gulf  yawned  as  wide.  Rome 

seemed  likely  enough 
To   he  ruined  ere  this  rent  in  her 

heart  she  could  choke. 
Then   Curtius,  revering  the  oracle, 

spoke  :  [tion  is  come  : 

'OQuirites  !  to  this  Heaven's  ques- 
What   to   Rome   is   most  prec'ous  ? 

The  manhood  of  Rome." 
He  plunged,  and  the  gulf  closed. 

The  tale  is  not  new  : 
But  the  moral  applies  many  ways, 

and  is  true. 
Ho\v,  for  hearts  rent  in  twain,  shall 

the  curte  he  destroyed  ? 
'Tis  a  warm  human  life  that  must 

fill  up  the  void. 
Thorough  many  a  heart  runs  the  rent 

in  the  fahle  ;  [able  ? 

But  who  to  discover  a  Curtius   is 

XVII. 

Back  she  came  from  her  long  hiding- 
place,  at  the  source 

Of  the  sunrise  ;  where,  fair  in  their 
fabulous  course, 


Run  the   rivers  of  Eden  :    an  exile 
again, 

To  the  cities  of  Europe,— the  scenes, 

and  the  men. 
And  the  life,  and  the  ways,  she  had 

left  :  still  oppressed 
With   the   same  hungry  heart,  and 

unpeaceabhe  bivast.  " 
The  same,  to  the  same  things  !    Tht 

world,  she  had  quitted 
With  a  sigh,  with  a  sigh   she  id-en- 
tered.    Soon  flitted 
Through  the  salons  and  clubs,  to  the 
great  satisfaction  [tion. 

Of  Paris,  the  news  of  a  novel  attrac- 
The    enchanting    Lucile,    the    gay 

Countess,  once  more 
To  her  old  friend,  the  World,  had  re- 
opened her  door  ; 
The  World  came,  and  shook  hands, 

and  was  pleased  ami  amused 
With  what  the  World  then  went  away 

and  abused. 
From  the  woman's  fair  fame  it  in 

naught  could  detract  : 
'Twas  the  woman's  free  genius  it 

vexed  and  attacked 
With  a  sneer  at  her  freedom  of  ac- 
tion and  speech. 
But  its  light  careless  cavils,  in  truth, 

could  not  reach 
The  lone  heart  they  aimed  at.     Her 

tears  fell  beyond 
The  world's  limit,  to  feel  that  the 

world  could  respond 
To  that  heart's  deepest,  innermost 

yearning,  in  naught. 
'Twas  no  longer  this  earth's  idle  in  • 

mates  she  sought  : 
The   wit  of  the  woman  sufficed  to 

engage 
In  the  woman's  gay  court  the  fiift 

men  of  the  age. 
Some  had  genius  ;    and  all,  wealth 

of  mind  to  confer 
On  the  world  :  but  that,  \\ealth  was 

not  lavished  for  her. 
For  the  genius  of  man,  though  sc 

human  indeed. 

When  called  out  to  man's  help  by 
some  great  human  need, 
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The  right  to  a  man's   chance   ac- 
quaintance refuses 

To  use  what  it  hoards  for  mankind's 
nobler  uses. 

Genius  touches  the  world  at  but  one 
point  alone 

Of  that  spacious  circumference,  nev- 
er quite  known 

To  the  world  :  all  the  infinite  num- 
ber of  lines 

That  radiate  thither  a  mere   point 
combines, 

But  one  only. — some  central  affec-  j 
tion  apart 

From   the   reach   of  the  world,   in  ' 
which  Genius  is  Heart, 

And  love,  life's  fine  centre,  includes  ' 
heart  and  mind. 

And   therefore   it  was  that   Lucile 
sighed  to  find  [her  ken. 

Men  of  genius  appear,  one  and  all  in 

When  they  stooped  themselves  to  it, 
as  mere  clever  men  ; 

Artists, statesmen,  Ami  they  in  whose 
works  are  unfurled 

Worlds  new-fashioned  for  man,   as 
mere  men  of  the  world. 

And  so,  as  alone  now  she  stood,  in 
the  sight 

Of  the  sunset  of  youth,  with  her  face 
from  the  light, 

And  watched  her  own  shadow  grow 
long  at  her  feet, 

As  though  stretched  out,  the  shade 
of  some  other  to  meet. 

The  womar.  felt  homeless  and  child- 
It  t--.       ^  scorn 

She  seemed  rux-ked  by  the  voices  of 
children  unborn  ; 

And  when  from  these  sombre  reflec- 
tions away 

(She  turned,  with  a  sigh,  to  that  gay 
world,  more  gay 

For  her  presence  within  it,  she  knew 
herself  friendless  ; 

That  her  path  led  from  pence,  and 
that  path  appeared  endless  ! 

That  even  her  beauty  had  been  but 

a  snare. 

And  her  wit  sharpened  only  the  edge 
of  despair. 


XVIII. 

With    a    face   all    transfigured   and 

flushed  by  surprise, 
Alfred  turned  to  Lucile.    With  those 

deep  searching  eyes 
She  looked   into   his    own.     Not  a 

word  that  she  said, 
Not  a  look,  not  a  blush,  one  emotion 

betrayed. 
She  seemed  K>  smile  through  him,  at 

something  beyond  : 
When  she  answered  his  questions 

she  seemed  to  respond 
To  some  voice  in  herself.     With  no 

trouble  descried, 
To  each  troubled  inquiry  she  calmly  . 

replied. 
Not  so  he.    At  the  sight  of  that  face 

back  again 
To  his  mind  came  the  ghost  of   a 

long-stifled  pain, 
A    remembered     resentment,     hali 

checked  by  a  wild 

And  relentful  regret  like  "a  mother- 
less child 
Softly    seeking     admittance,     with 

plaintive  appeal. 

To  the  heart  which  resisted  its  en- 
trance. 

Lucile 
And  himself    thus,   however,   with 

freedom  allowed 
To  old  friends,  talking  still  side  by 

side,  left  the  crowd 
By  the  crowd  unobserved.     Not  un- 
noticed, however. 
By  the  Duke  and  Matilda.     Matilda 

had  never 
Seen  her  husband's  new  friend. 

She  had  followed  by  chance 
Or  by   instinct,   the    sudden,    half 

menacing  glance 
Which  the  Duke,  when  he  witnessed 

their  meeting,  had  turned 
On   Lucile   and  Lord  Alfred  ;  and, 

scared,  she  discerned 
On  his  features  the  shade  of  a  gloom 

so  profound 

That    she    shuddered    instinctively. 
Deaf  to  the  sound 
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Of  her  voice,  to  some  startled  inquiry 

Of  hers 

Be  replied  not,  but  murmured, "  Lu- 
cile de  Nevers 

Once  again  then  ?  so  be  it  !  "  In  the 
inhul  of  that  man. 

At  that  moment,  there  shaped  itself 

vaguely  tin3  plan 

)f  a  purpose  malignant  and  dark, 
such  alone 

(To  his  own  secret  heart  but  imper- 
fectly shown) 

As  could  spring  from  thf  cloudy, 
fierce  chaos  of  thought 

By  which  all  his  nature  to  tumult 
was  wrought. 

XIX. 

"So  1"  he  thought,  "  they  meet,  thus  : 
and  reweave  the  old  charm  ! 

And  she  hangs  on  his  voice,  and  she 
leans  on  his  arm, 

And  she  heeds  me  not.  seeks  me  not, 
recks  not  of  me  ! 

(),  what  if  I  showed  her  that  I,  too, 
can  be 

Loved  by  one — her  own  rival — more 
fair  and  more  young?" 

The  serpent  rose  in  him  :  a  serpent 
which,  stung, 

Sought  to  sting. 

Each  unconscious,  indeed,  of  the 
eye 

Fixed  upon  them,  Lucile  and  my 
lord  sauntered  by, 

In  converse  which  seemed  to  he 
earnest.  A  smile 

Now  and  then  seemed  to  show  where 
their  thoughts  touched.  Mean- 
while 

The  muse  of  this  story,  convinced 
that  they  need  her, 

'  o  the  Duke  and  Matilda  returns, 
gentle  Header. 
xx. 

The  Duke,  with  that,  sort  of  aggres- 
sive false  praise 

Which  is  meant  a  resentful  remon- 
strance lo  rai&H 

From  a  listener  (as  sometimes  a 
judge,  just  before 


He  pulls  down  the  black  cap,  very 

gently  goes  o'er 
The  case  fur  the  prisoner,  and  deals 

tenderly 
With  the  man  he  is  minded  to  hang 

by  and  by), 
Had  referred    to  Lucile,   and    then 

stopped  to  detect. 
In  the  face  of  Matilda  the  growing 

effect 
Of    the    words    he    had     dropped. 

There's  no  weapon  thai  slays 
Its  victim  so  surely  (if  well  aimed) 

as  praise. 
Thus,  a  pause  on  their  converse  had 

fallen:  and  now 
Each      was      silent,      preoccupied, 

thoughtful. 

You  know 
There  are  moments  when    silence, 

prolonged  and  unbroken, 
More  expressive    may   be    than    all 

words  ever  spoken. 
It  is  when  the  heart  has  an  instinct 

of  what 
In  the  heart  of  another  is  passing. 

And  that 
In  the  heart  of  Matilda,  what  was  it  ? 

Whence  came 

To  her  cheek  on  a  sudden  that  trem- 
ulous flame  ? 
What  weighed  down  her  head  ? 

All  your  eye  could  discover 
Was    the    fact    that    Matilda    was 

troubled.     Moreover 
That  trouble   the   Duke's   presence 

seemed  to  renew. 
She,   however,    broke    silence,    the 

first  of  the  two. 

The  Duke  was  too  prudent  to  shat- 
ter the  spell 

Of  a  silence  which   suited  his  pur- 
pose so  well. 
She  was  plucking  the  leaves  from  i 

pale  blush  rose  blossom 
Which  had  fallen  from  the  nosegay 

she  held  in  her  bosom. 
"  This  poor  flower,''  she  said,  "seems 

it  not  out  of  place 
In   this    hot.    lamplit   air,    \\ith    its 

fresh,  fragile  grace  '/  ' 
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She  bent  her  head  lew  as  she  spoke. 
With  a  smile 

The  Duke  watched  her  earessing  the 
leaves  all  the  while, 

And  continued  on  his  side  the  si- 
lence.    He  knew 

This    would    force    his    companion 

their  talk  to  renew 
4t  the  point   that  he  wished  ;   and 
Matilda  divined 

The     significant     pause    with     new 
trouble  of  mind. 

She.  lifted  one   moment   her   head  ; 
but  her  look 

Encountered   the  ardent  regard  of 
the  Duke, 

And  dropped  back  on  her  floweret 
abashed.     Then,  still  seeking 

The     assurance     she     fancied     she 
showed  him  by  spi-aking. 

She  conceived  herself  safe  in  adopt- 
ing again 

The  theme   she   should   most  have 
avoided  just  then. 

XXI. 

"  Duke,"  she  said,  .  .  .  and  she  felt, 

as  she  spoke,  her  cheek  burned, 

"You  know,  then,  this  .  .  .  lady  ?" 

"  Too  well  !  "  he  returned. 

MATILDA. 

True  ;  you  drew  with  emotion  her 
portrait  just  now. 

Luvois. 
With  emotion  ? 

MATILDA. 

Yes,  yes  !  you  described  her,  I  know. 

As  possessed  of  a  charm  all  unri- 
valled. 

'  LTJVOIS. 

Alas! 

You  mistook  me  completely  I     You, 
madam,  surpass 

This  lady  as  moonlight  does  lamp- 
light ;  as  youth 

Surpasses    its    best    imitations ;    as 
truth 

The  fairest  of  falsehoods  surpasses  ; 
as  nature 


Surpasses  art's  masterpiece  ;  ay,  as 
the  creature 

Fresh  and  pure  in  its  native  adorn- 
ment surpasses 

All  the  charms  got  by  heart  at  the 
world's  looking-glasses  ! 

"  Yet  you  said," — she  continued 
with  some  trepidation, 

"  That  you  quite  comprehended  "... 
a  slight  hesitation 

Shook  the  sentence,  .  .  .  "a  passion 
so  strong  as  " 

Ltrvois. 

True,  true  ! 
But  not  in   a   man   that   had   once 

looked  at  you. 

Xor  can  I  conceive,  or  excuse,  or ... 

"Hush,  bush!" 

She  broke  in,  all  more  fair  for  one 

innocent  blush. 
"  Between   man   and   woman   these 

things  differ  so! 
It  may  be  that  the  world  pardons  .  . 

(how  should  1  know  ?) 
In  you  what  it  visits  on  us  ;  or  'tis 

true. 
It  may  be,  that  we  women  are  better 

than  you." 

Luvois. 

Who  denies  it  ?  Yet,  madam,  once 
more  you  mistake. 

The  world,  in  its  judgment,  some 
difference  may  make 

'Twixt  the  man  and  the  woman,  so 
far  as  respects 

Its  social  enactments  ;  but  not  as 
affects 

The  one  sentiment  •which,  it  wen 
easy  to  prove, 

Is  the  sole  law  we  look  to  '-ho  mo- 
ment we  love. 

MATILDA. 

That  may  be.     Yet  I  think  I  should 

be  less  severe. 
Although  so  inexperienced  in  such 

things,  I  fear 
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I  have  learned  that  the  heart  cannot 

always  repress 
Or  account   for  the  feelings  which 

sway  it. 

"  Yes  !  yes  ! 
That  is  too  true,  indeed  !"  ...  the 

Duke  sighed. 

And  again 
For  one  moment  in  silence  continued 

the  twain. 

xxir. 

At  length  the  Duke  slowly,  as  though 
lie  had  needed 

All  this  time  to  repress  his  emotions, 
proceeded  : 

•'  And  yet  !  .  .  .  what  avails,  then,  to 
woman  the  gift 

Of  a  beauty  like  yours,  if  it  cannot 
uplift 

Her   heart   from   the  reach   of  one 
doubt,  one  despair. 

One  pang  of  wronged  love,  to  which 
\\omen  less  fair 

Are  exposed,  when  they  love  ?  " 

With  a  quick  change  of  tone, 

As  though  by  resentment  impelled, 
he  went  on  : — 

"  The  name  that  3-011  hear,  it  is  whis- 
pered, you  took 

From   love,   not   convention.    Well, 
lady.  .  .  .  that  look 

So  excited,  so  keen,  on  the  face  yon 
must  know 

Throughout  all  iis  expressions, — that 
rapturous  irlow — 

Those  eloquent  features — significant 
eyes — 

Which  that  pale  woman  sees,  yet  be- 
trays no  surprise," 

(lie  pointed  his  hand  as  he  spoke  to 
the  door, 

Fixing  with  it  Lucile  and  Lord  Al- 
fred,) ..."  before, 

Have  you  ever  once  seen  what  jnst 
now  you  may  view 

In   that   face   so   familiar  ?  .  .  .  no, 
lady,  'tis  new. 

Young,  lovely,  and  loving,  no  douht, 
a.s  you  are. 

AJC  you  loved  ?"  .. . 


XXIII. 

lie  looked  at  her — paused  -felt  If 

thus  far 
The  ground  held  yet.    The  ardor  with 

which  he  had  spoken, 
This  close,  rapid  question,  thus  sud 

denly  l.roken, 
Inspired  in  Matilda  a  vague  sense  of 

fear. 
As  though   some   indefinite   dangei 

v\ri  e  near. 
With   composure,  however,  at  once 

she  replied  : — 
"  'Tis  three  years  since  the  day  when 

I  first  was  a  bride, 
And  my  husband  I  never  had  cause 

to  suspect; 
Nor  ever  have  stooped,  sir,  such  cause 

to  detect.  [see— 

Yet  if  in  his  looks  or  his  acts  I  should 
See,  or   fancy — some  moment's  ob- 
livion <if  me. 
1  trust  that  1  too  should  forget  it, — 

for  you 
Must  have  seen  that  my  heart  is  my 

husband's." 

The  hue 

On  her  cheek,  with  the  effort  where- 
with to  the  Duke 

She  had  uttered  this  vague  and  half- 
frightened  rebuke, 
Was  white  as  the  rose  in  her  hand. 

The  last  word 
Seemed  to  die  on  her  lip,  and  could 

scarcely  be  heard. 
There  was  silence  again. 

A  great  step  had  been  made 
By  the   Duke  in  the  word*  he  that 

evening  had  said. 
There,  half  drowned  by  the  music, 

Matilda,  that  night, 
Had  listened,  —  long  listened,  —  nc 

doubt,  in  despite 
Of    herself,   to   a  voice  she  should 

never  have  heard, 
And   her   heart   by    that    voice   had 

been  troubled  and  stirred. 
And  so,  having  suffered  in  siiei.ee  his 

eye 
To  fathom  her  own,  he  resumed,  with 

a  sigh  : 
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'•  Will    you    suffer    m°,   lady,   your 
thoughts  to  invade 

'}y  disclosing  my  owii  ?    The   posi- 
tion." he  said, 

'In   which   we    so   strangely   seem 
placed  may  excuse 

The  frankness  and  force  of  the  words 
which  I  use. 

You  say  that  your  heart  is  your  hus- 
band's.    You  say 

That  you  love  him.     You  think  so, 
of  course,  lady .  .  .  nay, 

Such  a  love.  I  admit,  were  a  merit, 
no  doubt. 

Hut,  trust  me,  no  true  love  there  can 
be  without 

Its  dread  penalty — jealousy. 

"  Well,  do  not  start  ! 

Until  now. — either  thanks  to  a  singu- 
lar art 

Of  supreme  self-control,   you   have 
held  them  all  down 

Uurevealed  in   your  heart, — or  you 
never  have  known 

Even  one  of  those  lierce  irresistible 
pangs 

Which  deep  passion  engenders  ;  that 
anguish  which  hangs 

On   the  heart  like  a  nightmare,  by 
jealousy  bred. 

But  if,  lady,  the  love  you  describe,  in 
the  bed  [posed 

Of  a  blissful  security  thus  hath  re- 

Undistu-.bed   with  mild   eyelids   on 
happiness  closed, 

Were  it  not  to  expose  to  a  peril  un- 
just, 

And  most  cruel,  that  happy  repose 
you  so  trust 

To  meet,  to  receive,  and,  indeed,  it 
may  be,  [to  see 

For  how  long  I  know  not,  continue 

A.  woman  whose  place  rivals  yours  in 
the  life 

And  the  heart  which  not  only  your 
title  of  wife, 

But  also  (forgive  me  !)  your  beauty 
alone, 

Sliutild  have  made  wholly  yours  ? — 
You,  who  gave  all  your  own  I 


Reflect !— 'tis  the  peace  of  existence 
you  stake 

On  the  turn  of  a  die.  And  for  whose 
— for  his  sake  ? 

While  you  witness  this  woman,  the 
false  point  of  view 

From  which  she  must  m  w  be  re- 
garded by  you 

Will  exaggerate  to  you,  whatevei 
they  be, 

The  charms  I  admit  she  possesses. 
To  me 

They  are  trivial  indeed  ;  yet  to  your 
eyes,  I  fear 

And  foresee,  they  will  true  and  in- 
trinsic appear. 

Self-unconscious,  and  sweetly  unable 
to  guess 

Ilow  more  lovely  by  far  is  the  grace 
you  possess, 

You  will  wrong  your  own  beauty. 
The  graces  of  art, 

You  will  take  for  the  natural  charm 
of  the  heart  ; 

Studied  manners,  the  brilliant  and 
bold  repartee, 

Will  too  soon  in  that  fatal  compari- 
son be 

To  your  fancy  more  fair  than  the 
sweet  timid  sense 

Which,  in  shrinking,  betrays  its  own 
•  best  eloquence. 

O  then,  lady,  then,  you  will  fed  in 
your  heart 

The  poisonous  pain  of  a  fierce  jeal- 
ous dart  ! 

While  you  see  her,  yourself  you  no 
longer  will  see, — 

You  will  hear  her,  and  hear  notyDur- 
self, — you  will  be 

Unhappy ;  unhappy,  because  you 
will  deem 

Your  own  power  less  great  than  hei 
power  will  seem. 

And  I  shall  not  be  by  your  side,  day 
by  day  [to  say 

In  despite  of  your  noble  displeasure, 

'  You  are  fairer  than  she,  as  the  star 
is  more  fair 

Than  the  diamond,  the  brightest 
that  beauty  can  wear  J '  " 
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Tins  appeal,  both  by   looks  and  by 

language,  increased 
Tlie  trouble'  Matilda  felt  grown    in 

her  breast. 
Still  she  spoke  with  what  calmness 

she  could  : — 

"  Sir,  the  while 
1  thank  you."  she  said,  with  a  faint 

scornful  smile. 
"For  your   fervor   in    painting  my 

fancied  distress  : 
Allow  me  the  right  some  sin  prise  to 

express 
At  the  zeal  you  betray  in  disclosing 

to  me 
The    possible    depth    of     my     own 

misery." 
"  That  x.eal  would  not   startle  you, 

madam,"  he  said, 
*'  Could   you   read    in   my  heart,  as 

myself  I  have  read. 
The  peculiar  interest  which   causes 

that  zeal — " 

Matilda  her  terror  no  more  could 
conceal. 

"Duke,"  she  answered  in  accents 
short,  cold,  and  severe, 

As  she  rose  from  her  seat,  "  I  con- 
tinue to  hear  ; 

But  permit  me  to  say,  I  uo  more 
understand." 

"  Forgive  !  "  with  a  nervous  appeal 

of  the  hand, 
And    a    •well-feigned    confusion    of 

voice  and  of  look, 
"  Forgive,  O,  forgive  me  !"  at  once 

cried  the  Duke, 
*•  I   forgot   that   you  know    me    so 

slightly.     Your  leave 
entreat   (from   your  anger    thosu 

words  to  retrieve) 
For  one  moment  to  speak  of  myself, 

— for  1  think 
That  you  wrong  me — " 
ills  voice  as  in  pain  seemed  to 

sink  ; 
And  tears  in  his  eyes,  as  he   lifted 

them,  glistened. 


Matilda,  de-spite  of  herself,  sat  and 
listened. 

xxvn. 

"  Beneath  an  exterior  which  seems, 

and  may  '!>.•. 
Worldly,     frivolous,     care.ess,     my 

heart  hides  in  me." 
He    continued,    "a    sorrow    which 

draws  me  to  side 
With  all  things    that   suffer.     Xay, 

laugh  not,''  he  cried, 
"  At  so  strange  an  avowal. 

"  I  seek  at  a  ball. 
For  instance, — the  beauty  admired 

by  all  ? 

Xo  !  some  plain,  insignificant  creat- 
ure, who  sits 
Scorned  of  course  by  the  beauties, 

and  shunned  by  the  wits. 
All    the    world    is    accustomed     to 

wound,  or  neglect, 
Or  oppress,    claims   my   heart    and 

commands  my  respect. 
Xo  Quixote,   1  do  not  affect  to  be- 
long, 
I  admit,  to  those  chartered  redres- 

sers  of  wrong  , 
But  I  seek  to  console,  where  I  can. 

'Tis  a  part 
Xot   brilliant,    1   own,    yet   its   joys 

bring  no  snuirt." 
These  trite    words,    from    the    tone 

which  he  gave  them,  received 
An     appearance     of     truth,     which 

might  well  be  believed 
By  a  heart  shrewder  yet  than  Ma- 
tilda's. 

And  so 
He  continued  .  .  .  "  O  lady  !  alas, 

could  you  know 
What   injustice    and    wrong  in  this 

world  1  have  seen  ! 
How  many   a   woman,   boHered   to 

have  been  [aside 

Without  a  regret,  I  have  known  turn 
To  burst  into  heart-broken  tears  un- 

descried  ! 
On  how  many  a  lip  have  I  witnessed 

the  smile 
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Wliich  hut  liid  wli.it   was   breaking 

tlie  poor  heart  the  while  !" 
Said  Matilda.   "  Your  lift',  it  would 

seem.  then,  must  be 
One  long  act  of  devotion." 

"  Perhaps  so."  said  he  :  | 
"But  at  least   that    devotion  small 

merit  can  boast, 
For  one  day  may  yet  come, — if  one 

day  at  the  most, — 
When,  perceiving  at  last  all  the  dif- 
ference— how  great  ! — 
'Twixt  the  heart  that  neglects  and 

the  heart  that  can  wait. 
'TwLxt   the   natures  that  pity,   tlie 

natures  that  pain. 
Some  woman,  that  else  might  have 

passed  in  disdain 
Or  indifference  by  me, — in   passing 

tlmt  day 
Might  pause  with  a  word  or  a  smile 

to  repay 
This  devotion, — and  then  "... 


To  Matilda's  relief 

At  that  moment   her  husband  ap- 
proached. 

With  soTne  grief  i 

I  must  own  that  her  welcome,  per- 
chance, was  expressed 

The  more  eagerly  just  for  one  'wlnge 
in  her  breast 

Of  a  conscience  disturbed,  and  her 
smile  not  less  warm. 

Though  she   saw  the  Countesse  de 
Xevers  on  his  arm. 

Tlie  Duke  turned  and  adjusted  his 
collar. 

Thought  he, 

MG--od  !  the  gods  fight  uiy  battle  to- 
night.    I  foresee 

That  l.li.-  family  doctor's  the  part  I 
nr---;  play. 

Very   vvdl  !    but    the    patients    my 
visits  shall  pay." 

Lord  ilfivd  presented  Lucile  to  his 
wile  : 

AIM*   Matilda,  repressing  with  effort 
tlie  strife 


Of  emotions  which  made  her  voico 
shake,  murmured  low 

Some  faint,  troubled  greeting.     The 
Duke,  with  a  bow 

Which  betokened  a  distant  defiance, 
replied 

To  Lucile' s  startled  cry,  as  surprised 
she  descried 

Her  former  gay  wooer.     Anon,  wit" 
the  grace 

Of  that  kindness  which  seeks  to  wir 
kindness,  her  place 

She    assumed    by    Matilda,   uncon- 
scious, perchance, 

Or  resolved  not  to  notice,  the  half- 
frightened  glance 

That  followed  that  movement. 

The  Duke  to  his  feet 

Arose  ;  and,  in  silence,  relinquished 
his  seat. 

One  must  own  that  the  moment  was 
awkward  for  all  ; 

But  nevertheless,   before  long,   the 
strange  thrall 

Of  Lucile's    gracious  tact  was    by 
every  one  felt, 

And  from  each  the  reserve  seemed, 
reluctant,  to  melt  ; 

Thus,  conversing  together,  the  whole 
of  the  four 

Through  the  crowd  sauntered,  smil- 
ing. 

XXIX. 

Approaching  the  door 

Eugene  de  Luvois    who  had  tailt  u 
behind, 

By  Lucile,   after    some    hesitation, 
was  joined 

With  a  gesture  of  gentle  jaid  kindly 
appeal 

Which  appeared  to  imply,   withou 
words,  "  Let  us  feel 

That  the  friendship  between   us  in 
years  that  are  fled, 

Has  survived  one  mad  moment  for- 
gotten," she  said, 

"  You  remain,  Duke,  at  Ems  ?  " 

He  turned  on  her  a  look 

Of  frigid,  resentful,  and  sullen  re- 
buke ; 
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And  then,  with  a  more  thaii  signif- 
icant glance 

At   Matilda,    maliciously   answered, 
••  Perchance 

I   ha72   here    an    attraction..      And 
you  ?''  he  returned. 

Lucile's  eyes  had  followed  his  own, 
and  discerned 

The  boast  they  implied. 

He  repeated,  "  And  you  ?  " 

And,  still  M  itching  Matilda,  she  an- 
swered, "  I  too." 

And  he  thought,  as  with  that  word 
she  left  him,  she  sighed. 

The  next  moment  her  place  she  re- 
sumed by  the  side 

<)f   Matilda  ;  and   soon   they  shook 
hands  at  the  gate 

Of  the  self-same  hotel. 

xxx. 
One  depressed,  one  elate, 

The  Duke  and   Lord  Alfred  again, 
through  the  glooms 

Of  the  thick  linden  alley,  returned 
to  the  Rooms. 

His  cigar  each  had  lighted,  a  moment 
before, 

At  the  inn,  as  they  turned,  arm-in- 
arm,  from  the  door. 

Ems  cigars  do  not  cheer  a  man's 
spirits,  experto 

(Me    miserum  quoLies!)   crede  Ilo- 
berto. 

In  silence,  awhile,  they  walked  on- 
ward. 

At  last 

The   Duke's   thoughts  to    language 
half  consciously  passed. 

Luvois. 
•nee  more  !  yet  once  more  I 

ALFRED. 

What  ? 
Luvois. 

We  meet  her,  once  more, 
The  woman  for  whom  we  two  mad 

men  of  yore 
(Laugh,  n.on  cher  Alfred,  laugh  !) 

were  about  to  destroy 
Each  the  other  I 


It  is  not  will)  laughter  that  I 
Raise  the  ghost  of  th-c  once  troubled 

time.     Say  !  c-n  you 
Recall  it  with  coolness  and  quietude 
now  ? 

Luvois. 

Now  ?  yes  !  I,  man  cher,  am  a  trot 

Now,  the  red  revolution,  the  tocsin 

and  then 
The  dance  and  the  play.     I  am  now 

at  the  play. 

ALFRED. 
At  the  play,  are  you  now  ?    Then     \ 

perchance  I  now  may 
Presume,   Duke,   to  ask  you  what, 

ever  until 
Such  a  moment,  I  waited  .  .  . 

Luvois. 

Oh  !  ask  what  you  will. 
Franc  jeu  !  on  the  table  my  cards  I 

spread  out. 
Ask  ! 

ALFRED. 
Duke,  you  were  called  to  a  meeting 

(no  doubt 
You  remember  it  yet)  with  Lucile. 

It  was  night 

When  you  went  ;  and  before  you  re- 
turned it  was  light. 
We  met  :  you  accosted  me  then  with 

a  brow 
Bright   with  triumph  :   your  words 

(you  remember  them  now  ?) 
Were  "Let  us  be  friends  !" 

Luvois. 

Well  ? 
ALFRED. 

How  then,  after  that, 
Can  you  and  she  meet  as  acquaint 
ances  ? 

Luvois. 

What  ' 
Did  she  not  then,  herself,  theCom- 

tesse  de  Xevers, 

Solve  your  riddle  to-night  wUh  those 
soft  lips  of  hers  ? 
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lu  our  converse  to-iiight  we  avoided 
the  past. 

But  the  question  I  ask  should  be  an- 
swered at  last  : 

By  you,  if  you  will  ;  if  you  will  not, 
by  her. 

Luvois. 

Indeed  ?  but  that  question,  milord, 
can  it  otir 

Such  an  interest  in  you,  if  your  pas- 
sion be  o'er  ? 

ALFRED. 

Yes.    Esteem  may  remain,  although 

love  be  no  more. 
Lucile  asked  me.  this  night,  to  my 

wife  (understand 
To  my  wife  !)  to  present  her.     I  did 

so.     Her  hand 
Has   clasped   that   of  Matilda.     We 

gentlemen  owe 
Respect  to  the  name  that   is  otirs  : 

and,  if  so,  [respect. 

To  the  woman  that  bears  it  a  twofold 
Answer.  Due  de  Luvois  !   Did  Lucile 

then  reject 
The  proffer  you  made  of  your  hand 

and  your  name  ? 

Or  did   you  on  her  love  then   relin- 
quish a  claim 
Urged  before  ?     I   ask  bluntly  this 

question,  because 

My  title  to  do  so  is  clear  by  the  laws 
That   all   gentlemen   honor.     Make 

only  one  sign 
That  you  know  of  Lucile  de  Nevers 

aught,  in  tine, 
For  which,  if  your  own  virgin  sister 

were  by, 
From  Lucile   you  would  shield   her 

acquaintance,  and  I 
And  Matilda  leave  Ems  on  the  mor- 
row. 

XXXI. 

TLC  Duke 
Hesitated   and   paused.      lie    could 

tell,  by  the  look 
Of  the   man   at  his   side,    that    he 

ineaiit  what  he  said, 


And  there  flashed  in  a  moment,  these 
thoughts  through  his  head  : 

"Leave  Ems  !  would  that  fciiit  me  ? 
no  !  that  were  agnin 

To  mar  all.   And  besides,  if  I  ub  not 
explain, 

She    herself  will .  .  .  et  puis,    il  a 
raison ;  on  eat 

Gentilhomtiie  avant  tout  t "     He  re- 
plied therefore, 

"  Xay  ! 

Madame  de  Xevers  had  rejected  me. 
I, 

In  those  days,  I  was   mad  ;  and  in 
some  mad  reply 

I  threatened  the  life  of  the  rival  to 
whom 

That  rejection  was  due,  I  was  led  to 
presume. 

She  feared  for  his  life  ;  and  the  letter 
which  then 

She  wrote  me,   I  showed  you  ;  we 
met  :  and  again 

My  hand  was  refused,  and  my  love 
was  denied, 

And  the  glance  you  mistook  was  the 
vizard  which  Pride 

Lends  to  Humiliation. 

"  And  so,"  half  in  jest, 

lie  went  on,  "  in  this  best  world,  'tis 
all  for  the  best ; 

You  are  wedded,  (blessed   English- 
man ! )  wedded  to  one 

Whose  past  can  be  called  into  ques- 
tion by  none  : 

And  I  (fickle  Frenchman  ! )  can  still 
laugh  to  feel 

I  am  lord  of  myself,  and  the  Mode  : 
and  Lucile 

Still  shines  from  her  pedestal,  frigid 
and  fair 

As  yon  German  moon  o'er  the  linden- 
tops  there  !  [trof  h 

A  Dian  in  marble  that  scorns  any 

With   the   little   love-gods,   whom  I 
thank  for  us  both, 

While   she  smiles   from  her  lonely 
Olympus  apart, 

That  her  arrows  are  marble  as  well 
as  her  heart. 

Stay  at  Ems,  Alfred  Yargrave  I " 
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The  Duke,  with  a  smile, 
Turned    and     entered    the     Rooms 
winch,    thus     talking,    mean- 
while, 
They  had  reached. 

XXXIII. 

Alfred  Vargrave  strode  on  (over- 
thrown 
Heart   and  mind  !)   in   the  darkness 

bewildered,  alone  : 
"  And  so,"  to  himself  did  he  mutter, 

"and  so 
'Twas     to    rescue    my    life,    gentle 

spirit  !  and,  oh, 
For  this  did  I  doubt  her  ?  .  .  .  a  light 

word — a  look — 
The  mistake  of  a  moment  ! .  .  .  for 

lliis  I  forsook — 
For  this  ?    Pardon,  pardon,  Lucile  ! 

O  Lucile  !" 
Thought  and   memory  rang,  like  a 

funeral  peal, 
Weary  changes  on  one  dirge-like  note 

through  his  brain, 
As  he  strayed  down  the  darkness. 

XXXIV. 

Re-entering  again 
Che  Casino,  the  Duke   smiled.     He 

turned  to  roulette, 
And  sat  down,  and  played  fast,  and 

lost  largely,  and  yet 
He  still  smiled  :  night  deepened  :  he 

played  his  last  number  : 
Went  home  :    and  soon   slept  :  and 

still  smiled  in  his  slumber. 


In  his  desolate  Maxims,  La  Roche- 
foucauld wrote, 

"In  the  grief    or   mischance  of  a 
friend  you  may  note, 

There   is   something   which    always 
gives  pleasure." 

Alas! 

That  reflection  fell  short  of  the  truth 
as  it  was. 


La  Rochefoucauld    might    have   as 

truly  set  down, — 
"No  misfortune,  but  what  some  one 

turns  to  his  own 
Advantage  its  mischief  :  no  sorrow, 

but  of  it  |  profit  : 

There   ever    is    somebody   ready    to 
No  alllictiun  without   its  stock-jol- 

bers,  who  all 
Gamble,  speculate,  play  on  the  rise 

and  the  fall 
Of  another  man's  heart,  and  make 

traffic  in  it.'' 

Burn  thy  book,  O  La  Rochefoucauld  ! 

Fool  !  one  man's  wit 

All  men's  selfishness  how  should  it 

fathom  ? 

O  sage, 
Dost  tliou  satirize  Nature  ? 

She  laughs  at  thy  page. 


CANTO  II. 
i. 

COUSIN  JOHN  to  COUSIN  ALFTCF/D. 

"  LONDON,  1&— . 
"Mr  DEAK  ALFRED  : 

Your  last  letters  put  me  in  pain. 
This  contempt  of  existence,  this  list- 
less disdain 
Of  your  own  life, — its  joys  and  its 

duties, — the  deuce 
Take  my  wits  if  they  find  for  it  half 

an  excuse  ! 
I  wish  that  some  Frenchman  would 

shoot  off  your  leg. 
And  compel  you  to  stump  through 

the  world  on  a  peg. 
I  wish   that    you   had.    tike  myself, 

(more's  the  pity  !) 
To   sit   seven  hours  on   this  cursed 

committee. 
I  wish  that  you  knew,  sir,  how  salt 

is  the  bread 
Of  another — (what  is  it  that  Daute 

bus  said  :J) 
And  the  trouble  of  other  men's  stairs. 

In  a  word, 
I  wish  fate  had  some  real  affliction 

conferred 
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Ou    your   whimsical    self,    that,   at 

leas),  you  had  cause 
For    neglecting     life's    duties,    and 

damning  its  laws  ! 
This  pressure   against   all  the  pur- 
pose of  life, 
Th\fl  self-ebullition,  and  ferment,  and 

strife, 
Betokened.  I  grant  that  it  may  be  in 

truth, 
The  richness   and   strength  of  the 

new  wine  of  youth. 
Bat  if,  when  the  wine  should  hive 

mellowed  with  time, 
Being  bottled  and  binned,  to  a  flavor 

sublime 

It  retains  the  same  acrid,  incongru- 
ous taste, 
Why,  the  sooiier  to  throw  it  away 

that  we  haste 
The  better,  I  take  it.     And  this  vice 

of  snarling, 
Self-love's  little  lapdog,  the  overfed 

darling 

Of  a  hypochondriacai  fancy  appears, 
To  my  thinking,  at  least,  in  a  man 

of  your  years, 
At  the  midnoon   of   manhood  with 

plenty  to  do, 
And  every  incentive    for    doing  it 

too, — 

With   the   duties   of  life  just  suffi- 
ciently pressing 
For  prayer,  and  of  joys  more  than 

most  men  for  blessing  ; 
With   a   pretty  -young    wife,   and   a 

pretty  full  purse, — 
Like  poltroonery,  puerile   truly,   or 

worse  ! 
I  wish  I  could  get  you  at  least  to 

agree 
To  take  life   as  it  is,  and   consider 

with  me, 
If  .1  be  not  all  smiles,  that  it  is  not 

all  snews  ; 
It  admits  honest  laughter,  and  needs 

honest  tears. 
Do  you  think  none  have  known  but 

yourself  all  the,  pain 
Of  hopes  that  retraat,  and  regrets 

that  remain  ? 


And  all  the  wide  distance  fate  fixes, 

no  d<ni  In. 
'Twixt  the  life  that's  within,  and  the 

life  that's  without '/ 
What  one  of  us  finds  the  world  just 

as  he  likes  ? 
Or  gets  what    he  wants  when   L* 

wants  it  ?    Or  strikes 
Without  missing  the  thing  that  h« 

strikes  at  the  first  ? 
Or  walks   without   stumbling  ?    Or 

quenches  his  thirst 
At  one  draught  ?    Bah  !    I  tell  you  ! 

I,  bachelor  John, 
Have  had  griefs   of  my  own.     But 

what  then  ?    I  push  on 
All  the  faster  perchance  that  I  yet 

feel  the  pain 
Of  my  last  fall,  albeit  I  may  stumble 

again. 
God  means  every  man  to  be  happy, 

be  sure. 
He  sends  us  no  sorrows   that  have 

not  some  cure. 
Our  duty  down  here  is  to  do,  not  to 

know. 
Live  as  though  life  were  earnest,  and 

life  will  be  so. 
Let  each  moment,  like  Time's  last 

ambassador,  come  : 
It  will  wait  to  deliver  its  message  ; 

and  some 
Sort  of  answer  it  merits.     It  is  not 

the  deed 
A  man   does,  but  the  way  that   he 

.does  it,  should  plead 
For  the  man's  compensation  in  do- 
ing it. 

"  Here 
My    next    neighbor's    a    man   with 

twelve  thousand  a  year, 
Who  deems  that  life  has  not  a  pas- 
time more  pleasant 
Than  to  follow  a  fox  or  to  slaughter 

a  pheasant. 

Yet  this  fellow  goes  through  a  con- 
tested election, 
Lives  in  London,  and  sits,  like  tin. 

soul  of  dejection, 
All  the  day  through  upon  a  commit- 

tee,  and  late 
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To  the  last,  every  i.ight,  tlirougli  the 
dreary  debate, 

As    though    he   were   getting   each 
speaker  by  heart, 

Though  amongst  them  he  never  pre- 
sumes to  take  part. 

One  asks  himself  why,  without  mur- 
mur or  question, 

tie  foregoes  all  his  tastes,  and  de- 
stroys his  digestion, 

For  a  labor  of  which  the  result  seems 
so  small. 

'The  man   is  ambitious,'  you  say. 
Not  at  all. 

He  has  just  sense  enough  to  be  fully 
aware 

That  he  never  can  hope  to  be  Pre- 
mier, or  share 

The  renown  of  a  Tully  ; — or  even  to 
hold 

A  subordinate  oih'ce.     He  is  not  so 
bold 

As  to  fancy  the  House  for  ten  min- 
utes would  bear 

With  patience  his  modest  opinions 
to  hear. 

1 I'ut  he  wants  something  ! ' 
"What  !   with  twelve  thousand  a 
year  ? 

What  could  Government   give  him 
would  be  half  so  dear 

To  his  heart  as  a  walk  with  a  dog 
and  a  gun 

Through  his  own  pheasant  woods, 
or  a  capital  run  ? 

4  No  ;  but  vanity  fills  out  the  emptiest 
brain  ; 

The  man  would  he  more   than  his 
neighbors,  'tis  plain  ; 

And    the    drudgery    drearily    gone 
through  in  town 

Is  more   than   repaid   by  provincial 
renown. 

Enough  if  some  Marchioness,  lively 
and  loose, 

Shall  have   eyed   him  with  passing 
coniplamrce  ;  the  goose, 

If  the  Fashion  to  him  open  one  of 
its  doors, 

AB  proud  as  a  sultau,  returns  to  his 
boors  ' 


Wrong  again  !  if  you  think  so. 

"  For.  i>r!uni :  my  frieup 
Is  the  head  of  a  family  known  frou* 

one  end 
Of  his  shire  to  the  other,  as  the  old 

est  ;  and  therefore 
He  despises  line  lords  and  fine  ladies, 

lh-  can'  for 
A  peerage  ?  no,  truly  !    tivcondo  ;  lie 

rarely 

Or  never  goes  out:  dines  at  Bella- 
my's sparely, 
And  abhors  what  you  call  the  gay 

world. 

"  Then.  1  ask. 
What  inspires,  and  consoles,  such  a 

self-imposed  ta>k 
As    the   life    of    this  man,— but   the 

sense  of  its  duty  ;' 
And    I   swear   that    the  eyes  of  the 

haughtiest  beauty 
Have  never  inspired  in  my  soul  that 

intense. 
Reverential,  and  loving,  and  absolute 

sense  |  man, 

Of  heartfelt  admiration  1  feel  for  tin's 
As   I  see   him   beside  me  ;  —  there, 

wearing  I  lie  wan 

London  daylight   away,  on  his  hum- 
drum committee  ; 
So  unconscious  of  all  that  awakens 

my  pity, 
And  wonder — and  worship,  1  might 

say. 

' '  To  me 
There  seems  something  nobler  than 

genius  to  be 
In  that  dull  patient  labor  no  genius 

relieves, 
That   al  sence  of  all  joy  which  yet 

never  grieves  ; 
The   humility   of  it  !  the   grandeur 

withal  ! 
The     sublimity     of     it!      And   yet, 

should  you  call 

The  man's  own  very  slow  apprehen- 
sion to  this, 
He   would   ask.    with  a  stf.re,  what 

Bublimit; 
His  work  is  the  duty  to  which  he. 

was  born  ; 


He  accepts  it,  without  ostentation  or 

scorn  : 
And  this  man  is  no  uncommon  type 

(1  thank  Heaven  !  ) 
Of  tliis  land's  (.-0111111011  men.     In  all 

other  lands,  even 
The   type's    self    is   wanting.     Per- 

chance,  'tis  the  reason 
That    Government    oscillates     ever 

't \vixt  treason 
And  tyranny  elsewhere. 

"  i  wander  away 
Too  far.  though,   from  what  J    was 

wishing  to  say. 
Yon,  for  instance,  read  Plato.     Yon 

knew  that  the  soul 
Is  immortal  :  and  put  this  in  rhyme, 

nn  the  whole. 
Very  well,  with  sublime  illustration. 

Man's  heart 
Is  a  mystery,  doubtless.     You  trace 

it  in  art  : — 
The  Greek  Psyche, — that's  beauty, — 

the  perfect  ideal. 

But  then  comes  the  imperfect,  per- 
fectible real, 
With  its  pained  aspiration  and  strife. 

In  those  [»ale 
Ill-drawn  virgins  of  Giotto  you  see 

it  prevail. 
You   have  studied  all  this.     Then, 

the  universe,  too, 
Is  not  a  mere  house  to  be  lived  in. 

for  you.  [know 

Geology   opens   the  mind.      So   you 
Something   also   of   strata   and   fos- 
sils ;  these  show 
The   bases    of    cosmical   structure  : 

some  mention 
Of   the    nebulous    theory    demands 

your  attention  ; 
And  so  on. 

"  In  short,  it  is  clear  the  interior 
Of  your   brain,  my   dear  Alfred,  is 

vastly  superior 
In  fibre,  and  fulness,  and  function, 

and  lii", 
To  that   of  my   poor  parliamentary 

squire  ; 

But  your   life  leaves  upon  me  (for- 
give me  this  heat 


Due  to  friendship)   the  sense  of   a 

thing  incomplete. 
You   11  y    high.     But   what  is   it,  in 

truth,  you  lly  at  ? 
My  mind  is  not  satislied  quite  as  to 

that. 
An  old   illustration  's  as  good  as  a 

new, 
Provided    the    old    illustration    be 

true. 
We  are  children.    Mere  kites  ar«  the 

fancies  we  fly, 

Though  we  marvel  to  see  them  as- 
cending so  high  ; 
Things  slight  in  themselves, — ItLg- 

tailed  toys,  and  no  more. 
What    is    it    that    makes    the    ki'.e 

s-teadily  soar 
Through  the  realms  where  the  cloud 

and  the  whirlwind  have  birth 
But  the  tie  that  attaches  the  kite  to 

the  earth  ? 
I  remember  the  lessons  of  childhood, 

you  see, 
And  the  hornbook  1  learned  on  my 

poor  mother's  knee. 
In  truth,  I  suspect  little  else  do  we 

learn 
From  this  great  book  of  life,  which 

so  shrewdly  we  turn, 
Saving  how  to  apply,  with  a  good  or 

bad  grace, 
What  we  learned   in  the  hornbook 

of  childhood. 

"  Your  case 
Is  exactly  in  point. 

"Fly  your  kite,  if  you  please, 
Out  of  sight  :  let  it  go  where  it  will, 

on  the  breeze  ; 
But  cut  not  the  one  thread  by  whicL 

it  is  bound, 
Be  it  never  so  high,  to   this  poor 

human  ground. 
No  man  is  the  absolute  lord  of  his 

life. 
You,  my  friend,  have  a  home,  and  a 

sweet  and  dear  \vife. 
If  I  often  have  sighed  by  my  own 

silent  lire, 

With  a  sense  of  a  sometimes  recur- 
ring desire 


too 
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For  a  voice  sweet  and  low,  or  a  face 
foiul  and  fair, 

Some  dull  winter  evening  to  solace 
and  share 

With  the  love  which  the  world    its 
good  children  allows 

To  shake  hands  with, — in  short,  a 
legitimate  spouse, 

This  thought  has  consoled  me  :  "At 
least  I  have  given 

For  my  own  good  behavior  no  host- 
age to  heaven." 

You  have,  though.     Forget  it  not ! 
faith,  if  yon  do, 

I   would   rather   break   stones  on  a 
road  than  be  you. 

If  any  man  wilfully  injured,  or  led 

That  little  girl  wrong,  I  would  sit  on 
his  head, 

Even  though  you  yourself  were  the 
sinner  ! 

"And  this 

Leads  me  back  (do  not  take  it,  dear 
cousin,  amiss  !  ) 

To  the  matter  1  meant  to  have  men- 
tioned at  once, 

But  these  thoughts  put  it  out  of  my 
head  for  the  nonce. 

Of  all  the  preposterous  humbugs  and 
shams.  [jamlis, 

Of  all  the  old  wolves  ever  taken  for 

The  wolf  best  received  by  the  nock 
he  devours 

Is  that  nncle-in-law,  my  dear  Alfred, 
of  yours. 

At  least,  this  has  long  been  my  set- 
tled conviction, 

And  I  almost  would  venture  at  once 
the  prediction 

That  before  very  long — but  no  mat- 
ter !  I  trust 

For  his  sake  and  our  own,  that  I 
may  be  unjust. 

But  Heaven  forgive  me,  if  cautious 
I  am  on 

The  score  of  such  men  as,  with  both 
God  and  Mammon, 

Serra  so  shrewdly  familiar. 

"  Neglect  not  this  warning. 

There  were  rumors  afloat  in  the  City 
this  morning 


Which   I   scarce   like  the  eouad  of. 

Who  knows  ?  would  he  fleece 
At  a  pinch,  the  old  hypocrite,  e\en 

his  own  niece  ? 

For  the  sake  of  Matilda  I  cannot  im- 
portune 
Your  attention  too  early.     If  all  your 

wife's  fortune 
Is  yet  in  the  hands  of  that  specie  ua 

old  sinner, 
Who  would  dice  with  the  devil,  and 

yet  rise  np  winner, 
I  say,  lose  no  time  !  get  it  out  of  the 

grab 
Of  her  trustee  and  uncle,  Sir  Ridley 

McNab. 
I  trust  those  deposits,  at  least,  are 

drawn  out, 
And    safe    at    this     moment     from 

danger  or  doubt. 
A  wink  is  as  yood  as  a  nod  to  the 

wise.  [justifies 

Verlnim  xup.     I  admit   nothing  yet 
My  mistrust  ;  but  I  have  in  my  own 

mind  a  notion 
That  old  Ridley's   white   waistcoat, 

and  airs  of  devot  ion, 
flave  long  been  the  only  ostensible 

capital 
On  which  he  does  business.     If  so, 

time  must  sap  it  all, 
Sooner  or  later.     Look  sharp.     Do 

not  wait, 
Draw  at  once.    In  a  fortnight  it  may 

be  too  late. 
I  admit  I  know  nothing.     I  can  but 

suspect ; 
I  give  you  my  notions.     Form  yours 

and  reflect. 
My  love  to  Matilda.     Her  mother 

looks  well. 

I  saw  her  last  week.     I  have  noth- 
ing to  tell 
Worth  your  hearing.    We  think  that 

the  Government  here 
Will  not  last  our  next  session.     Fitz 

Funk  is  a  peer. 
You  will  see  by  the  Times.     Ther<*, 

are  symptoms  which  show 
That  the  ministers  now  are  prepar- 
ing to  go, 
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And  finish  their  feast  of  the  loaves 

and  thr-  fisli.-s. 
it  is  evident  that  they  are  clearing 

the  dishes, 
And  cramming   their  pockets  with 

bon-bons.     Youmiews 
Will  be  always  acceptable.     Yere,  of 

the  Blues, 
Has  bolted  with  Lady  Selina.     And 

so, 
You  have  met  with  that  hot-headed 

Frenchman  ?    I  know 
That  the  man  is  a  sad  mauvais  sujet. 

Take  care 
Of  Matilda.     I  wish  I  could  join  you 

both  there  ; 
But,  before  I  am  free,  you  are  sure 

to  be  gone. 
Good-by,  my  dear  fellow.     Yours, 

anxiously, 

"  JOHN." 


n. 

This  is  just  the  advice  I  myself  would 

have  given 
To    Lord    Alfred,   had    I   been   his 

cousin,  which,  Heaven 
Be  praised.  I  am  not.     But  it  reached 

him  indeed 

In  an  unlucky  hour,  and  received  lit- 
tle heed. 
A  half-languid  glance  was  the  most 

that  he  lent  at 
That  time  to  these  homilies.     Pri- 

mum  dementat 
Quern  Deus  vult  perdere.    Alfred  in 

fact 
Was  behaving  just  then  in  a  way  to 

distract 
Job's  self  bad  Job  known  him.     The 

more  you'd  have  thought 
The  Duke's  court  to  Matilda  his  eye 

would  have  caught. 
The  more  d  V  his  aspect  grow  listless 

to  hers 
And  the  more  did  it  beam  to  Lucile 

de  Xevers. 
And  Matilda,  the  less  she  found  love 

in  the  look 


Of  her  husband,   the   less   did   she 

shrink  from  the  Duke. 
With  each  day  that  passed  o'er  them, 

they  each,  heart  from  heart, 
Woke  to  feel  themselves  further  and 

further  apart. 
More  and   more  of  his  time  Alfred 

passed  at  the  table ; 
Played  high  ;  and  lost  more  than  to 

lose  lie  was  able. 
Tie  grew  feverish,  querulous,  absent, 

perverse, — 
And    here    I    must  mention,   what 

made  matters  worse, 
That  Lucile  and  the  Duke  at  the  self- 
same hotel 
With    the    Yargravos    resided.       It 

needs  not  to  tell 
That  they  all  saw  too  much  of  each 

other.     The  weather 
Was   so  fine  that  it  brought  them 

each  day  all  together 
In  the  garden,  to  listen,  of  course,  to 

the  band. 
The  house  was  a  sort  of  phalanstery ; 

and 
Lucile  and  Matilda  were  pleased  to 

discover 

A  mutual  passion  for  music.     More- 
over, 
The  Duke  was  an  excellent  tenor  : 

could  sing 
"  Ange  si  pure"  in  a  way  to  bring 

down  on  the  wing 
All  the  angels  St.  Cicely  played  to. 

My  lord 
Would  also  at  times,  when  he  was 

not  too  bored, 
Play  Beethoven,  and  Wagner's  new 

music,  not  ill  ; 
With  some  little  things  of  his  own, 

showing  skill. 
For  which  reason,  as  well  as  for  some 

others  too, 
Their  rooms  were  a  pleasant  enough 

rendezvous. 
Did    Lucile,   then,   encourage    (the 

heartless  coquette  !) 
All  the  mischief  she  could  not  but 

mark? 

Patience  yet ! 
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In  that  garden,  an  arbor,  withdrawn 

from  the  sun, 
By  laburnum  and  lilac  with  blooms 

overrun. 
Formed    a    vault  of    cool   verdure, 

which  made,  when  the  heat 
Of  the  noontide  hung  heavy,  a  gra- 
cious retreat. 
And  here,  with  some  friends  of  their 

own  little  world, 
In   the    warm    afternoons,    till   the 

shadows  uncurled 
From   the  feet  of  the  lindens,  and 

crept  through  the  grass. 
Their  blue  hours  would  this  gay  little 

colony  pass. 
The  men   loved  to  smoke,  and  the 

women  to  bring, 
Undeterred  by  tobacco,  their  work 

there,  and  sing 
Or  converse,   till   the  dew  fell,  and 

homeward  the  bee 
Floated,  heavy  with  honey.  Towards 

eve  there  was  tea 
(A  luxury  due  to  Matilda),  and  ice, 

Fruit,    and  Coffee.         'O    "Eairepe,    rsiv-ra. 
^c'pctc  .' 

Such  an  evening  it  was,  while  Ma- 
tilda presided 

O'er  the  rustic   arrangements   thus 
daily  provided, 

With  the  Duke,  and  a  small  German 
Prince  with  a  thick  head, 

And  an  old  Russian  Countess  both 
witty  and  wicked, 

And   two   Austrian    Colonels, — that 
Alfred,  who  yet 

Was  lounging    alone  with   his   last 
cigarette, 

Saw    Lucile    de  Nevers  by  herself 
pacing  slow 

'Neath  the  shade  of  the  cool  linden- 
trees  to  and  fro, 

And  joining  her,  cried,  "  Thank  the 
good  stars,  we  meet  1 

I  have  BO  much  to  say  to  you  !  " 

"  Yes  ?  .  . .  "'with  her  sweet 

Serene  voice,  she  replied  to  him  . . . 
"  Yes  ?  and  I  too 


Was  wishing,  indeed,  to   say  some- 
what to  you." 

She   was   paler  just  then    than   her 
wont  was.     The  sound 

Of  her  voice  had  within  it  a  sadness 
profound. 

"You  are  ill  ?"  he  exclaimed. 

''Xo  !"  she  hurriedly  said. 

"  Xo,  no  !  " 

"  You  alarm  me  !  " 
She  drooped  down  her  head. 

"If     your    thoughts    have    of     late 
sought,  or  cared,  to  divine 

The  purpose  of  what  has  been  pass- 
ing in  mine. 

My  farewell  can  scarcely  alarm  you." 

ALFRED. 

Your  farewell  !  you  go  I 
LUCILE. 


Luci  ;e 


Yes,  Lord  Alfred. 

ALFKED. 

Reveal 

The   cause  of  this  sudden  unkind- 
ness. 

LUCILE. 

'  Unkind  ? 
ALFI:I-:T). 
Yes  !  what  else  is  this  parting  ? 

LUCILE. 

No,  no  !  are  you  blind  ? 
Look  into  your  own  heart  and  home. 

Can  you  see 
Xo  reason  for  this,  save  unkindncss 

in  me  ? 
Look  into  the  eyes  of  your  wife,— 

those  true  eyes 
Too  pure  and  too  honest  in  aught  :c 

disguise 

The     sweet    soul    shining    through 
them. 

ALFRED. 

Lucile  !  (first  a:id  last 
Be  the  word,  if  you  will  \)  let  me 
speak  of  the  past. 
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I  know  now,  alas  !  though  I  know  it 

too  hire. 
What  passed  at  that  meeting  which 

settled  my  fate. 
Nay,  nay,  interrupt  uie  not  yet !  let 

it  "be  ! 
I  but  say  what  is  due  to  yourself, — 

due  to  me, 
And  must  say  it. 

He  rushed  incoherently  or., 
Describing  how,  lately,  the  truth  he 

had  known, 
fo  explain  how,  and  whence,  he  had 

wronged  her  before, 
All  the  complicate  coil  wound  about 

him  of  yore. 
All  the   hopes  that  had  flown,  with 

the  faith  that  was  fled, 
"  And  then,  O  Lucile,  what  was  left 

me,"  he  said, 
"When  my   life   was   defrauded  of 

you,  but  to  take 
That  life,  as  'twas  left,  and  endeavor 

to  make 
Unobserved    by   another,   the    void 

which  remained 
Unconcealed  to  myself  ?    If  I  have 

not  attained, 
I  have   striven.     One   word  of  un- 

kindness  has  never 
Passed  my  lips  to  Matilda.    Her  least 

wish  has  ever 
Received  my  submission.    And  if,  of 

a  truth, 
I  have  failed  to  renew  what  I  felt  in 

my  youth, 
I  at  least  have  been  loyal  to  what  I 

do  feel, 

Respect,  duty,  honor,  affection.  Lu- 
cile, 
!  speak  not  of  love  now,  nor  love's 

long  regret : 
I  would  not  offend  you,  nor  dare  I 

forget 
The  ties  that  are  round  me.     But 

may  there  not  he 
k  friendship  yet  hallowed  between 

you  and  me  ? 
May  we  not  be  yet  friends, — friends 

the  dearest  ?  " 

"AJas!" 


She  replied,  "for  one  moment,  per- 
chance, did  it  pass 

Through  my  own  heart,  that  dream 
which  forever  hath  brought 

To  those  who  indulge  it  in  inuoceiit 
thought 

So  fatal  and  evil  a  waking !  But 
no. 

For  iu  lives  such  as  ours  are,  the 
Dream-tree  would  grow 

On  the  borders  of  Hades  T  beyond  it, 
what  lies  ? 

The  wheel  of  Ixion,  alas  !  and  the 
cries 

Of  the  lost  and  tormented.  Depart- 
ed, for  us, 

Are  the  days  when  with  innocence 
we  could  discuss 

Dreams  like  these.  Fled,  indeed, 
are  the  dreams  of  my  life  ! 

0  trust  me,  the  best  friend  you  havo 

is  your  wife. 
And  I, — in   that  pure  child's   pure 

virtue,  I  bow 
To  the  beauty  of  virtue.     I  felt  on 

my  brow 
Not  one  blush  when  I  first  took  her 

hand.     With  no  blush 
Shall  I  clasp  it  to-uight,  when  I  leave 

you. 

"  Hush  !  hush  ! 

1  would  say  what  I  wished  to  hav« 

said  when  you  came. 
Do  not  think  that  years  leave  us  and 

find  us  the  same  ! 
The  wouiau  you  knew  long  ago,  long 

ago, 
Is    no    more.     You    yourself    have 

within  you,  I  know, 
The  germ  of  a  joy  in  the  years  yet 

to  be, 
Whereby  the  past  years  will  bear 

fruit.     As  for  me, 

I  go  my  own  way, — onward,  upward  . 
"  O  yet, 

Let  me  thank  you  for  that  which  en- 
nobled regret, 
When  it  came,  as  it  beautified  hope 

ere  it  fled, — 
The  love  I  once  felt  for  you.    True, 

it  is  dead. 
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But  it  is  not  corrupted.    I  too  have 

at  last 
Lived  to  learn  that  love  is  not — 

(such  love  as  is  past, 
Such   love  as  youth   dreams   of    at 

least) — the  sole  part 
Of  life,  which  is  able  to  iill  up  the 

hoart  ; 
Even  that  of  a  woman. 

"  Between  you  and  me 
Heaven  fixes  a  gulf,  over  which  you 

must  see 
That  our  guardian  angels  can  bear 

us  no  more. 
We  each  of  us  stand  on  an  opposite 

shore. 
Trust  a  woman's  opinion  for  once. 

Women  learn, 
By  an  instinct  men  never  attain,  to 

discern 
ISach  other's  true  natures.    Matilda 

is  fair, 

Matilda  is  young — see  her  now,  sit- 
ting there  ! — 
How  tenderly  fashioned — (O,  is  she 

not  ?  say, ) 
To  love  and  be  loved  1 " 


He  turned  sharply  away, — 
"Matilda  is  young,  and  Matilda  is 

fair  ; 
Of  all  that  you  tell  me  pray  deem  me 

aware  ; 
But  Matilda's  a  statue,  Matilda's  a 

child  ; 
Matilda  loves  not — " 

Lucile  quietly  smiled 
As  she  answered  him  : — "Yesterday, 

all  that  you  say 
Might  be  true  ;  it  is  false,  wholly 

false,  though,  to-day." 
"  How  ? — what  mean  you  ?  " 

"]  mean  that  to-day,"  she  re- 
plied, 
"The  statue  with  life  has  become 

vivified  : 
I  mean  that  the  child  to  a  woman 

has  grown  : 
And  that  woman  is  jealous." 

"  What  I  she  ?  "  with  a  tone 


Of  ironical  wonder,  he  answered — 

"  what,  she  ! 
She  jealous  ! — Matilda  !— of  whom, 

pray? — not  me  ! " 

"My  lord,  you  deceive  yourself  ;  no 

one  but  you 
Is  she  jealous  of.     Trust  me.     Anu 

thank  Heaven,  too, 
That  so  lately  this  passion  withiu 

her  hath  grown. 
For  who  shall  de<  lare,  if  for  months 

she  had  knjwn 
What  for  days  she  has  known  all  too 

keenlj ,  I  fear, 
That   knowledge    perchance    might 

have  cost  you  more  dear  ?  " 
"  Explain  !   explain,   madam  !  "    he 

cried  in  surprise  ; 
And  terror  and  anger  enkindled  his 

eyes. 

"  How  blind  are  you  men  !  "  she  re- 
plied.    "Can  you  doubt 

That  a  woman,  young,  fair,  and  neg- 
lected—" 

"Speak  out  !" 

He  gasped  with  emotion.    "  Lucile  1 
you  mean — what  ? 

Do  you  doubt  her  fidelity  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not. 

Listen  to  me,  my  friend.     What  I 
wish  to  explain 

Is  so  hard  to  shape  forth.     I  could 
almost  refrain 

From  touching  a  subject  so  fragile. 
However,  [endeavor 

Bear  with  me  awhile,  if  I  frankly 

To  invade  for  one  moment  your  in- 
nermost life. 

Tour  honor,  Lord  Alfred,  and  that 
of  you:-  wife, 

Are  dear  to  me, — most  dear  1    And 
I  am  convinced 

That  you    rashly  are    risking  that 
honor." 

He  winced, 

And  turned  pale,  as  she  spoke. 

She  had  aimed  at  his  heart, 

And  she  saw,  by  his  sudden  and  ter- 
rified start, 
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That  her  aim  had  not  missed. 

"  Stay,  Lueile  !"  lie  exclaimed, 

"What   in  truth   do   you  mean  by 
these  words,  vaguely  framed 

To     alaun     me  ?      Matilda?  —  My 
M  iff, '.' — do  you  know  ?  " — 

"     know  that  your  wife  is  as  spot- 
less as  snow. 

But  I  know  not  how  far  your  con- 
tinued neglect 

Her  nature,  as  well  as  her  heart, 
might  affect. 

Till  at  last,  by  degrees,  that  serene 
atmosphere 

Of  her  unconscious  purity,  faint  and 
yet  clear, 

Like  the  indistinct  golden  and  vapor- 
ous fleece 

Which  surrounded  and  hid  the  celes- 
tials in  Greece 

From  the  glances  of  men,  would  dis- 
perse and  depart 

At  the  sighs  of  a  sick  and  delirious 
heart, — 

For  jealousy  is  to  a  woman,  he  sure, 

A  disease  healed  too  oft  by  a  crimi- 
nal cure  ; 

And  the  heart  left  too  long  to  its 
ravage,  in  time 

May  find  weakness  in  virtue,  reprisal 
in  crime." 

V. 

"Such  thoughts  could  have  never," 
he  faltered,  "  I  know, 

Reached  the  heart  of  Matilda." 

"Matilda?    O  no  I 

But  reflect  !  when  such  thoughts  do 
not  come  of  themselves 

To  the  heart  of  a  woman  neglected, 
.like  elves 

That  seek  lonely  places, — there  rare- 
ly is  wanting 

Some  voice  at  her  side,  with  an  evil 
enchanting 

To  conjure  them  to  her." 

"O  lady,  beware  ! 

At  this  moment,  around  me  I  search 
everywhere 

For  a  ciew  to  yaur  words  " — 

"You  mistake  them,"  ahe  said, 


Half  fearing,  indeed,  the  effect  they 

had  made. 
"  I  was  putting  a  mere  hypothetical 

case." 

With  a  long  look  of  trouble  he  gazed 

in  her  face. 
"  Woe  to  him,  .  .  ."  he  exclaimed 

.  .  .  "  woe  to  him  that  shall  feel 
Such  a  hope  !  for  I  swear,  if  he  did 

but  reveal 
One  glimpse, — it  should  be  the  last 

hope  of  his  life  1" 

The  clenched  hand   and   bent  eye- 
brow betokened  the  strife 
She  had  roused  in  his  heart. 

"You  forget,"  she  began, 
"  That  you  menace  yourself.     You 

yourself  are  the  man 
That  is  guilty.    Alas  !  must  it  ever 

be  so  ? 

Do  we  stand  in  our  own  light,  wher- 
ever we  go, 
And  fight  our  own  shadows  forever  ? 

O  think  1 
The    trial    from    which    you,    the 

stronger  ones,  shrink, 
You  ask  woman,  the  weaker  one, 

still  to  endure  ; 
You  bid  her  be  true  to  the  laws  you 

abjure  ; 
To  abide  by  the  ties  you  yourselves 

rend  asunder, 
With  the  force  that  has  failed  you  ; 

and  that,  too,  when  under 
The  assumption  of  rights  which  to 

her  you  refuse, 
The    immunity   claimed  for   your 

selves  you  abuse  ! 

Where  the  contract  exists,   it    in- 
volves obligation 
To  both  husband   and  wife,   in    \n 

equal  relation. 
You  unloose,  in  asserting  your  awn 

liberty, 
A    knot,   which,    unloosed,    leaves 

another  as  free, 
Then,  O  Alfred  !  be  juster  at  heart  I 

and  thank  Heaven 
That  Heaven  to  your  wife  such  a 

nature  has  given 
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That  you  have  not  whore  with  to  re- 
proach her,  albeit 

You  have  cause  to  reproach  your 
own  self,  could  you  see  it  !  " 

VI. 

In  the  silence  that  followed  the  last 

word  she  said, 
In  the  heave  of  his  chest,  and  the 

droop  of  his  head, 
Poor  Lucile  marked  her  words  had 

sulHced  to  impart 
A  new  germ  of  motion  and  life  to 

that  heart 
Of  which  he  himself  had  so  recently 

spoken 
As  dead  to  emotion, — exhausted,  or 

broken  I 
New  fears  would  awaken  new  hopes 

in  his  life. 
In  the  husband  indifferent  no  more 

to  the  wife 
She  already,   as  she  had  foreseen, 

could  discover 
That    Matilda    had    gained,  at  her 

hands,  a  new  lover. 
So  after  some  moments  of  silence, 

whose  spell 
They  both  felt,   she  extended  her 

hand  to  him.  . 


VU. 


vm. 


"  Well  ?  " 


"  Lucile,"  he  replied,  as  that  soft 

quiet  hand 
In  his  own  he  clasped  warmly,   "  I 

both  understand 
And  obey  you." 

"  Thank  Heaven  ! "  ehe  murmur- 
ed. 

"  O  yet, 
One  word,  I  beseech  you  I    I  cannot 

forget." 
lie  exclaimed,  "  we  are  parting  for 

life.     You  have  shown 
My  pathway  to  me  :  but  say,  what 

is  your  own  ?  " 
The  calmness  with  which  until  then 

ehe  had  spoken 


In  a  moment-  seemed  strangely  and 
suddenly  broken. 

She  turned  from  him  nervously,  hur- 
riedly. 

"  Nay, 

I  know    not,"   she  murmured,    "  I 
follow  the  way 

Heaven  leads  me  ;  I  cannot  foresee 
to  what  end. 

I  know  only  that  far,  far  away  it 
must  tend 

From  all  places  in  which   we  have 
mot,  or  illicit,  unvt. 

Faraway  ! — onward — upward  !" 

A  smili!  strange'  and  sweet 

As  the  incense  that  rises  from  some 
sacred  cup 

And  mixes  with  music,  stole  forth, 
and  breathed  up 

Her  whole  face,  with  those  words. 
"  Wheresoever  it  be, 

May  all  gentlest  angels  attend  you  I " 
sighed  be, 

"  And  bear  my  heart's  blessing  wher- 
ever you  are  ! " 

And   her  hand,   with    emotion,   he 
kissed. 

IX. 

From  afar 

That  kiss  was,  alas  !  by  Matilda  be- 
held 

With  far  oilier  emotions  :  her  young 
bosom  swelled, 

And  her  young  cheek  with  anger  was 
crimsoned. 

The  Duke 

Adroitly  attracted  towards   it    hei 
look 

By  a  faint  but  significant  smile. 

x. 

Muchr  ill-construed, 
Renowned  Bishop  Berkeley  has  ful- 
ly, fur  one,  strewed 
With  arguments  page  upon  page  to 
teach  folks  [a  hoax. 

That  the  world  they  inhabit  is  only 
But  it  surely  is  hard,  since  we  can't 

do  without  them. 

That  our  senses  should  make  us  so 
oft  wish  to  doubt  them  ! 
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CANTO  UL 
I. 

WHEN*   first  the  red  savage  called 

Man  strode,  asking, 
Through  the  wilds  of  creation, — the 

very  first  thing 
That  his   naked   intelligence  taught 

him  to  feel 
Was  the  shame  of  himself  ;  and  the 

wish  to  conceal 
Was  the  lirst  step  in  art.     From  the 

apron  which  Eve 
In  Eden  sat  down  out  of  fig-leaves 

to  weave, 
To  the  furbelowed  flounce  and  the 

broad  crinoline 
Of  my   lady  .  .  .  you  all  know  of 

course  whom  1  mean  .  .  . 
This  art  of  cnnceahuenl  has  greatly 

increased. 
A  whole  world   lies  cryptic  in  each 

hiunan  breast  ; 
And  that  drama  of  passions  as  old 

as  the  hills, 
Which  the  moral  of  all  men  in  each 

man  fulfils, 
Is  only   revealed   now  and  then  to 

our  eyes 
in  the  newspaper-filea  and  the  courts 

of  assize. 


In  the  group  seen  so  lately  in  sun- 
light assembled, 

'Mid  those  walks  over  which  the  la- 
burnum-bough trembled, 

And  the  deep-bosomed  lilac  empara- 
dising 

Tlu  taiu  ts  where  the  blackbird  and 
thrush  Hit  and  sing, 

The  keenest  eye  could  but  have  seen, 
and  seen  only, 

A  circle  of  friends,  minded  not  to 
leave  lonely 

The  bird  on  the  bough,  or  the  bee  on 
the  blossom  ; 

Conversing  at  ease  in  the  garden's 
green  bosom, 

Like  those  who,  when  Florence  was 
yet  in  her  glories, 


Cheated  death  and  killed  time  with 

Boccaccian  stories- 
But  at  length  the  long  twilight  more 

deeply  grew  shade.  1. 
And  the  fair  night  the  rosy  horizon 

invaded. 
And  the  bee  in  the  blossom,  the  bird 

on  the  bough, 
Through  the  shadowy  garden  were 

slumbering  now, 
The  trees  only,  o'er  every  unvisitcd 

walk,    "  [talk. 

Began  on  a  sudden  to  whisper  and 
And,    as   each   little  sprightly   and 

garrulous  leaf 
Woke  up  with  an  evident  sense  of 

relief, 
They  all  seemed  to  be  saying  .  .  . 

"  Once  more  we're  alone. 
And,  thank  Heaven,  those  tiresome 

people  are  gone  ! " 


Through  the  deep  blue  concave  of 
the  luminous  air, 

Large,  loving,  and  languid,  the  stars 
here  and  there, 

Like  the  eyes  of  shy  passionate  wo- 
men, looked  down 

O'er  the  dim  world  whose  sole  ten- 
der light  was  their  own, 

When  Matilda,  alone,  from  her 
chamber  descended, 

And  entered  the  garden,  unseen, 
unattended. 

Her  forehead  was  aching  and  parch- 
ed, and  her  breast 

By  a  vague  inexpressible  sadness  op- 
pressed ; 

A  sadness  which  led  her,  she  scarcely 
knew  how, 

And  she  scarcely  knew  why  .  .  .  j 
(save,  indeed,  that  just  now 

The  house,  out  of  which  with  a  gasp 
she  had  fled 

Half-stifled,  seemed  ready  to  sink  on 
her  head)  .  .  . 

Out  into  the  night  air,  the  silence, 
the  bright 

Boundless  starlight,  the  cool  isola- 
tion of  night  I 
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Her  husband  that  day  had  looked 

once  in  her  face, 
And   pressed   both  her   hands   iu  a 

silent  embrace. 

And  reproachfully    noticed    her   re- 
cent deject  iuii 
With  a  smile   of  kind  wonder  and 

tacit  affection. 
Re,  of  late  so  indifferent  and  listless  ! 

...  at  last 
Was   he   startled   and   awed  by  the 

change  which  had  passed 
O'er   the   once   radiant  face  of  his 

young  wife  ?    Whence  came 
That  long  look   of  solicitous  fond- 
ness ?  .  .  .  the  same 
Look  and  language  of  quiet  affection, 

— the  look 
And  the   language,   alas  !  which  so 

often  she  took 
For  pure  love  in  the  simple  repose 

of  its  purity, — 
Her  own  heart  thus  lulled  to  a  fatal 

security  ! 
Ha  I  would  he  deceive  her  again  by 

this  kindness  ? 
Had  she  been,  then,  O  fool !  in  her 

innocent  blindness 
The  sport   of  transparent  illusion  ? 

ali.  folly  ! 

And  that  feeling,  so  tranquil,  so  hap- 
py, so  holy, 
She    had    taken,   till  then,   in    the 

heart,  not  alone 
Of  her  husband,  but  also,  indeed,  in 

her  own, 
For  true  love,  nothing  else,  after  all, 

did  it  prove 

But  a  friendship  profanely  familiar  ? 

"  And  love  'I  ,  .   . 

What  was  love,  then  ?  .  .  .  not  ralm, 

not  secure, — scarcely  kind  ! 
But  in   one,  all   intensest  emotions 

'    combined  : 

Life  and  death  :  pain  and  rapture." 

Thus  wandering  astray, 

Led  by  doubt,  through  the  darkness 

she  wandered  away. 
All  silently  crossing,  recrossing  the 

night,  [light, 

With    faint,    meteoric,    miraculous 


The  swift-shooting  stars  through  the 

infinite  burned, 

And  into  the  infinite  ever  returned. 
And   silently   o'er  the  obscure  and 

unknown 
In  the  heart  of  Matilda  there  darted 

and  shone 
Thoughts,  enkindling   like   ineteori 

the  deeps,  to  expire, 
Leaving    traces     behind     them    of 

tremulous  tire. 

IV. 

She  entered  that  arbor  of  lilacs,  in 

which 
The  dark  air  with  odors  hung  heavy 

and  rich, 
Like  a  soul  tbat  grows   faint  witL. 

desire. 

'Twas  the  place 
In  which  she  so  lately  had  sat,  face 

to  face 
With   her  husband, — and   her,   the 

pale  stranger  detested, 
Whose   presence    her    heart  like   a 

plague  had  infested. 
The  whole   spot   with   evil  remem- 
brance was  haunted. 
Through  the  darkness  there  rose  on 

the  heart  which  it  daunted 
Each  dreary  detail  of  that  desolate 

day, 
So  full,  and  yet  so  incomplete.     Far 

away 
The  acacias    were    muttering,   like 

mischievous  elves, 
The  whole  story  over  again  to  them- 
selves, 
Each  word, — and  each  word  was  a 

wound  !     By  degrees 
Her  memory  mingled  its  v<*',e  with 

the  trees. 

v. 
Like  the  whisper  Eve  heard,  when 

she  paused  by  the  root 
Of  the  sad  tree  of  knowledge,  and 

ga/.ed  on  its  fruit, 
To   the    heart   of   Matilda  the  trees 

seemed  to  hiss 
Wild   instructions,   revealing  man's 

last  right,  which  is 
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The  right  of  reprisals. 

An  imago  uncertain, 
And  vague,  dimly  shaped  itself  forth 

on  the  curtain 
Of   the    darkness    around   her.      It 

came,  and  it  went  ; 
Through  her  senses  a  faint  sense  of 

peril  it  sent  : 
It  passed  and  repassed  her  ;  it  went 

and  it  came 

Forever  returning;  forever  the  same; 
A-iid  forever  more  clearly  defined  ; 

till  her  eyes 
In  that  outline  obscure  could  at  last 

recognize 
The  man  to  whose  image,  the  more 

and  the  more 
That  her  heart,  now  aroused  from 

its  calm  sleep  of  yore. 
From  her  husband   detached   itself 

slowly,  with  pain, 

Her  thoughts  had  returned,  ami  re- 
turned to,  again,  [law. — 
As  though  by  some  secret  indefinite 
The  vigilant  Frenchman, — Eugene 

de  Luvois  ! 

VI. 

A  light    sound    behind    her.      She 

trembled.     By  some 
Night-witchcraft  her  vision  a  fact 

had  become. 

On  a  sudden  she  felt,  without  turn- 
ing to  view, 
That  a  man  was  approaching  behind 

her.     She  knew 
By  the  fluttering  pulse  which  she 

could  not  restrain, 
And   the  quick- beating  heart,   that 

this  IIIAII  was  Eugene. 
Her  first  instinct  was  flight  ;  but  she 

felt  her  slight  foot 
Ad  hc^tty  as  though  to  the  soil  it  had 

root. 
And  the  Duke's  voice  retained  her, 

like  fear  in  a  dream. 
VII. 

"  Ah,  lady  !  in  life  there  are  meet- 
ings which  seem 

Like  a  fate.      Dare  I  think  like  a 
too  ? 


Yet  what  else  can  I  bless   for  this 
vision  of  you  ? 

Alone   with   my    thoughts,   on  'JiJs 
starliglited  lawn, 

By  an  instinct  resistless,  I  felt  my- 
self drawn 

To  revisit  the  memories  left  in  the 
place 

Where  so  lately  this  evening  I  look- 
ed in  your  face. 

And  I  find , — you,  yourself, — my  own 
dream  1 

"  Can  there  be 

In  this  world  one  thought  common 
to  you  and  to  me  ? 

If  so,  ...  I,  who  deemed  but  a  mo- 
ment ago 

My  heart  imcornpanioned,  save  only 
by  woe, 

Should  indeed  be  more  blessed  than 
I  dare  to  believe — 

Ah,  but  one  word,  but  one  from  your 
lips  to  receive  "... 

Interrupting  him  quickly,  she  mur- 
mured, "  I  sought, 
Here,  a  moment  of  solitude,  silence, 

and  thought, 
Which  I  needed."  .  .  . 

"  Lives  solitude  only  for  one  ? 
Must  its  charm  "by  my  presence  so 

soon  be  undone  ? 
Ah,   cannot  two  share  it  ?     What 

needs  it  for  this  ? — 
The  same  thought  in  both  hearts, — 

be  it  sorrow  or  bliss  ; 
If  my  heart  be  the  reflex  of  yours, 

lady, — you, 
Are  you  not  yet  alone, — even  though 

we  be  two  ?  " 

"For  that,"  .  .  .  said  Matilda,  .  .  . 
"  needs  were,  you  should  read 

What  I  have  in  my  heart."  .  .  . 

"  Think  you,  lady,  indeed, 

You  are  yet  of  that  age  when  a  wo- 
man conceals 

In  her  heart  so  completely  whatever 
she  feels 

From  the  heart  of  the  man  whom  It 
interests  to  know 
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And  find  out  -what  that  feeling  may 

!»•  '.'     Ah,  not  so, 
J.:tdy  .Alfred  !     Forgive  me  tliat  in  it 

I  look. 
But  1  read  in  your  heart  as  I  read  in 

a  book." 

"  Well.  Duke  !  and  what  read  you 
within  it  ?  unless 

It  be,  of  a  truth,  a  profound  weari- 
ness, 

And  some  sadness?" 
"  No  doubt.     To  all  facts  there  are 
laws. 

The  effect  has  its  cause,  and  I  mount 
to  the  cause." 

VI II. 

Matilda  shrank  back  ;  for  she  sud- 
denly found 

That  a  linger  was  pressed  on  the  yet 
bleeding  wound 

She  herself  had  but  that  day  per- 
ceived in  her  breast. 

•'  You  are  sad," .  .  .  said  the  Duke 

(and  that  finger  yet  pressed 
With  a  cruel  persistence  the  wound 

it  made  bleed) — 
"  You  are  sad,  Lady  Alfred,  because 

the  first  need 
Of  a  young  and  a  beautiful  woman  is 

to  be 
Beloved,  and  to  love.     You  are  sad  ; 

for  you  see 
That   you   are   not  beloved,  as  you 

deemed  that  you  were  : 
1  :>u  are  sad  :  for  that  knowledge 

hath  left  you  aware 
That  you  have  not  yet  loved,  though 

you  thought  that  you  had. 
Yes,  yes  !  .  .  .  you  are  s-ad — because 

knowledge  is  sad  !" 
He  could   not  have  read  more  pro- 
foundly her  heart. 
"What  gave  you,"  she  cried,  with  a 

terrified  start, 

"Such  strange  power?"  .  .  . 
"To   read    in  your  thoughts  ?"  he 

exclaimed, 
"  O  lady, — a  love,  deep,  profound, — 

be  it  blamed 


Or  rejected, — a  love,  true,  intense,— 

such,  at  least, 
A*  you.  and  you  only,  could  wake  in 

my  bivast  ! " 

"  ETush,  hush  ! .  .  .  I  beseech  you  .  . . 

for  pity  !  "  she  gasped, 
Snatching   hurriedly    from    him  the 

haml  he  had  clasped 
In  her  effort  instinctive  to  fly  from 

the  spot. 

"  For  pity?"  ...  he  echoed,    "for 

pity  !  and  what 
Is  the  pity  you  owe  him  ?  his  pity  for 

you  f 

lie,  the  lord  of  a  life,  fresh  as  new- 
fallen  dew  ! 
The  guardian  and  guide  of  a  woman, 

young,  fair, 
And  matchless  !    (whose  happiness 

did  he  not  swear 

To  cherish  through   life  ?)  he   neg- 
lects her — for  whom  ? 
For  a  fairer  than  she  ?     No  !  the  rose 

in  the  bloom 
Of  that   beauty   which,  even   when 

hidden,  can  prevail 
To    keep    sleepless    with    song   the 

aroused  nightingale, 
Is  not  fairer  ;  fur  even  in  the  pure 

world  of  (lowers 
Iler  symbol   is   not,    and   this  poor 

world  of  ours 
Has  no  second  Matilda  !     For  whom? 

Let  that  pass  ! 
'Tis  not  I,  'tis  not  you,  that  can  name 

her,  alas  ! 
And  /dare  not  question  or  judge  her. 

But  why, 
Why  cherish  the  cause  of  your  own 

misery  ? 
Why  think  of  one,  lady,  who  thinks 

not  of  you  ? 

Why  he.  bound  by  a  chain  which  him- 
self he  breaks  through  ? 
And    why.    since    you    have    but    to 

st  r-eich  forth  you  hand, 
The  love  which  you  need  and  deserve 

to  command, 
Why  shrink  V     Why  repel  it  ? " 
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"O  liush.  sir  !   O  hush  !" 
Cried  Matilda.  ;is  though  her  whole 

heart  w  T>-  one  blush. 
"  Cease,   cease,    I   conjure    you,    to 

trouble  my  life  ! 
Is  not  Alfred  your  friend  ?  and  am  I 

not  liis  wife  ?  " 


'  And  have  I  not,  lady,"  he  an- 
swered, ..."  respected 

His  rights  as  a  friend,  till  himself  he 
neglected 

Your  rights  as  a  wife  ?  Do  you  think 
'tis  alone 

For  three  days  I  have  loved  you  ? 
My  love  may  have  grown 

I  admit,  day  by  day,  since  I  first  felt 
your  eyes. 

In  watching  their  tears,  and  in  sound- 
ing \our  sighs. 

But,  O  lady  !  i  loved  you  before  I 
believed 

That  your  eyes  ever  wept,  or  your 
heart  ever  grieved. 

Then  I  deemed  you  were,  happy — I 
deemed  you  possessed 

All  the  love  you  deserved, — and  I 
hid  in  my  breast 

My  own  love,  till  this  hour — when  I 
could  not  but  feel 

Your  grief  gave  me  the  right  my 
own  grief  to  reveal  ! 

I  knew,  years  ago,  of  the  singular 
power 

Which  Ludle  o'er  your  husband  pos- 
sessed. Till  the  hour 

In  which  he  revealed  it  himself,  did 
I,— say  ! — 

By  a  word,  or  a  look,  such  a  secret 
betray  ? 

J«'o  !  no  !  do  me  justice.  I  never 
have  sp.)ken 

Of  this  poor  heart  of  mine,  till  all 
ties  he  had  broken 

Which  bound  your  heart  to  him. 
And  now — now.  that  his  love 

For  another  hath  left  your  own  heart 
free  to  rove, 

What  is  it, — even  now, — that  I  kneel 
to  implore  you  ? 


Only  tliis,  Lady  Alfred  I ...  to   let 

me  adore  you 
Unblamed  :    t<>  have   confidence  in 

me  :  to  spend 
On  me  not  one  thought,  save  to  think 

me  your  friend. 
Let  me  speak  to  you, — ah,  let  iu« 

speak  to  you  still  ! 
Hush  to  silence  my  words  in  jour 

heart,  if  you  will. 
I  ask  no  response  :  1  ask  only  your 

leave 
To  live  yet  in  your  life,  and  to  grieve 

when  you  grieve  !  " 

x. 

"  Leave  me,   leave  me  ! "  .  .  .  she 

gasped,  with  a  voice  thick  and 

low 
From   emotion.     "  For  pity's  sake, 

Duke,  let  me  go  ! 
I  feel  that  to  blame  we  should  both 

of  us  be, 
Did  I  linger." 

"  To  blame  ?  yes,  no  doubt  I "  .  .  . 

answered  he, 
"  If  the  love  of  your  husband,  hi 

bringing  you  peace, 
Had   forbidden   you   hope.     But  he 

signs  your  release 

By  the  hand   of  another.     One  mo- 
ment !  but  one  ! 
Who  knows  when,  alas  !  I  may  see 

you  alone 
As  to-night  I  have  seen  you  !    or 

when  we  may  meet 
As  to-night  we  have  met  ?  when,  en- 
tranced at  your  feet, 
As  in  this  blessed  hour,  I  may  ever 

avow 
The  thoughts  which  are  pining  for 

utterance  now  !" 
'•Duke!  Duke!"  .  .  .  she  exclaimed 

.  .  .  "for heaven's  sake  let  me 

go  ! 
It  is  late.     In  the  house  they  will 

mis?  me,  1  know. 
We  must  not  lie  seen  here  together. 

The  night 
Is  advanciiig.     I  feel  overwhelmed 

with  affright ! 
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It  is  time  to  return  to  my  lord." 

"To  your  lord?" 

He  repeated,  with  lingering  reproach 
on  the  word, 

"  To  your  lord  ?  do  you  think  he 
awaits  you,  in  truth  ? 

Is  he  anxiously  missing  your  pres- 
ence, forsooth  ? 

Return  to  your  lord  ! .  .  his  restraint 
to  renew  ? 

And  hinder  the  glances  which  are 
not  for  you  ? 

No,  no  ! ...  at  this  moment  his 
looks  seek  the  face 

Of  another  !  another  is  there  in  your 
place  ! 

Another  consoles  him  !  another  re- 
ceives 

The  soft  speech  which  from  silence 
your  absence  relieves  !" 

XI. 

"  You  mistake,  sir  1"  ...  responded 
a  voice,  calm,  severe, 

And  sad,  ..."  You  mistake,  sir  I 
that  other  is  here." 

Eugene  and  Matilda  both  started. 

"  Lucile  ! " 

With  a  half -stifled  scream,  as  she  felt 
herself  reel 

From  the  place  where  she  stood, 
cried  Matilda. 

"  Ho,  oli  1 

What!  eaves-dropping,  madam?" 
.  .  .  the  Duke  cried  .  .  .  "And 
so 

You  were  listening  ?  " 
"Say.  rather,"  she  said,  "that  I 
heard. 

Without  wishing  to  hear  it,  that  in- 
famous word, — 

Eeard — and  therefore  reply." 

"  Belle  Comtes,se,"  said  the  Duke, 

With  concentrated  wrath  in  the  sav- 
age rebuke, 

Which  betrayed  that  he  felt  himself 
baffled  ..."  you  know 

That  your  place  is  not  here." 

"  Duke,"  she  answered  him  slow, 

"  My  place  ifl  wherever  my  duty  is 
clear  , 


And  therefore  my  place,  at  thia  mo- 
iiu-nt,  is  la-re. 

0  lady,  this  morning  my  place  was 

beside 

Your  husband,  because  (as  she  said 
this  she  sighed) 

1  felt  that  from  folly  fast  growing 

to  crime — 
The  crime  of  self-blindness — Heaven 

yet  spared  me  time 
To  save  for  the  love  of  an  innocent 

wife 
All  that  such  love  deserved  in  the 

heart  and  the  life 
Of  the  man  to  whose  heart  and  whose 

life  you  alone 
Can  with  safety  confide   the  pure 

trust  of  your  own." 

She  turned  to  Matilda,  and  lightly 

laid  on  her 
Her  soft,  quiet  hand  .  .  . 

'"Tis,  O  lady,  the  honor 
Which  that  man  has  confided  to  you, 

that,  in  spite 
Of  his  frieud,  1  now  trust  I  may  yet 

save  to-night — 
Save  for  both  of  you,  lady  !  for  yours 

I  revere  ; 
Due  de  Luvois,  what  say  you? — my 

place  is  not  here  i*  " 


And,  so  saying,  the  hand  of  Matilda 

she  caught, 
Wound  one  arm  round  her  waist  uu- 

resisted,  and  sought 
Gently,   softly,    to  draw  her    away 

from  the  spot. 
The  Duke   stood    confounded,    and 

follows!  them  not. 
But  not   yet    the    house   had   they 

reached  when  Lucile 
Her  tender  and  delicate  burden  could 

feel 
Sink  and  falter  beside  her.     O,  then 

she  knelt  du\vn, 
Flung  her  arms  round  Matilda,  and 

pressed  to  her  own 
'{'lie  pour  bosom  beating  against  hrr. 
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The  moon. 
Bright,  breathless,  and  buoyant,  and 

brimful  of  June, 
Floated  up  from  the  hillside,  sloped 

over  the  vale, 

And  poised   herself    loose  in  mid- 
heaven,  with  one  pale, 
Minute,   scintillescent,   and  tremu- 
lous star 
Swinging    under    her   glohe   like  a 

wizard-lit  car, 

Thus  to  each  of  those  women  reveal- 
ing the  face 
Of  the  other.     Each   bore    on   her 

features  the  trace 
Of  a  vivid  emotion.     A  deep  inward 

shame 
The  cheek  of  Matilda  had  flooded 

with  flame. 
With  her  enthusiastic  emotion,  Lu- 

cile 
Trembled  visibly  yet ;  for  she  could 

not.  bul  feol 
That  a  heavenly  hand  was  upon  her 

that  night. 
And  it  touched  her  pure  brow  to  a 

heavenly  light. 
"  In  the  name  of  your  husband,  dear 

lady,"  she  said  ; 
"  In  the  name  of  your  mother,  take 

heart  !    Lift  your  head, 
For  those  blushes  are  noble.     Alas  ! 

do  not  trust 
To  that  maxim  of  virtue  made  ashes 

and  dust, 
That  the  fault  of  the  husband  can 

cancel  the  wife's. 
Take  heart  !   and  take  refuge  and 

strength  in  your  life's 
Pure    silence. — there,    kneel,  pray, 

and  hope,  weep,  and  wait  ! " 
'Saved,  Lucile!"  sobbed  Matilda, 

"  but  saved  to  what  fate  ? 
Tears,  prayers,  yes  !  not  hopes." 

'•  Rush  ! "  the  sweet  voice  replied. 
"  Fooled  away  by  a  fancy,  again  to 

your  side 
Must  your  husband  return.    Doubt 

not  this.     And  return 
For  the  love  you  can  give,  with  the 

love  that  you  yearn 
8 


To  receive,  lady.  What  was  it  chilled 

you  both  now  ? 
Not  the  absence  of  love,  but  the  ig 

norauce  how 
Love  is  nourished  by  love.    Well  I 

henceforth  you  will  piove 
Your  heart  worthy  of  love, —  since  i* 

knows  how  to  love." 

XIII. 

"What  gives  you  such  power  over 

me,  that  I  feel 
Thus  drawn  to  obey  you  ?  What  are 

you,  Lucile  ?  " 
Sighed  Matilda,  and  lifted  her  eyes 

to  the  face 
Of  Lucile. 
There  passed  suddenly  through  it 

the  trace 
Of  deep  sadness  ;  and  o'er  that  fair 

forehead  came  down 
A  shadow  which  yet  was  too  sweet 

for  a  frown. 
"The  pupil  of  sorrow,  perchance" 

.  .  .  she  replied. 
"Of   sorrow?"   Matilda  exclaimed 

.  .  .  "O  confide 
To  my  heart  your  affliction.     In  all 

you  made  known 
I  should  find  some  instruction,  no 

doubt,  for  my  owu  I " 

"  And  I  some  consolation,  no  doubt ; 

for  the  tears 
Of  another  have  not  flowed  for  me 

many  years." 

It  was    then   that   Mali 'da   herself 

seized  the  hand 
Of  Lucile  in  her  own,  and  uplifted 

her  ;  and 
Thus  together  they  entered  the  house 

XIV. 

'Twas  the  room 
Of  Matilda. 

The  languid  and  delicate  gloom 
Of  a  lamp  of  pure  white  alabaster, 

aloft 

From  the  ceiling  suspended,  around 
it  slept  soft. 
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The  casement  oped  into  the  garden. 
Tlie  pale 

Cool  moonlight  streamed  through  it. 
One  lone  nightingale 

Suag  aloof  in  the  laurels. 

And  here,  s;de  hy  side, 

Rand  in  hand,  the  t\vo  women  sat 
down  undescried, 

Save,  by  guardian  angels. 

As,  when,  sparkling  vet 

From  the  rain,  that,  with  drops  that 
arc  jewels,  leaves  \vet 

The  bright  head  it  humbles,  a  young 
rose  inclines 

To  some  pale  lily  near  it,  the  fair 
vision  shines 

As  one   llower   with   two   faces,  in 
hushed,  tearful  speech, 

Like  the  showery  whispers  of  flow- 
ers, each  to  each 

Linked,  and  leaning  together,  so  lov- 
ing, so  fair, 

So  united,  yet  diverse,  the  two  wo- 
men there 

Looked,   indeed,    like    two    flowers 
upon  one  drooping  stem, 

In  the  soft  light  that  tenderly  rested 
on  them. 

All  that  soul   said   to  soul  in  that 
chamber,  who  knows  ? 

All  that  heart  gained  from  heart  ? 

Leave  the  lily,  the  rose, 

Undisturbed  with  their  secret  within 
them.    For  who 

To  the  heart  of  the  floweret  can  fol- 
low the  dew  ? 

A  night  full  of  stars  I    O'er  the  si- 
lence, unseen, 

The  footsteps  of  sentinel  angels,  be- 
tween 

The  dark  land   and  deep  sky  were 
moving.     You  heard 

Passed  from  earth  up  to  heaven  the 
happy  watchword 

Which    brightened     the     stars    as 
amongst  them  it  fell 

Prom  earth's  heart,  which  ft  eased 
.  .."All  is  well  I  all  is,  wclll" 


CANTO  IV. 
i. 

TJJK  Poets  pour  wine  ;  and,  when 
'tis  new,  all  decry  it, 

But,  once  let  it  be  old,  every  trifle? 
must  try  it. 

Ajid  Polonius.  who  praises  no  wine 
that's  not  Massic, 

Complains  of  my  verse,  that  niy  verso 
is  not.  classic. 

And  IVliss  Tilhurina,  who  sings,  and 
not  badly, 

My  earlier  verses,  sighs  "  Common- 
place sadly  !" 

As  for  you,  O  Polonius,  you  vex  me 

but  slightly  ; 
But  you,  Tilburina,  your  eyes  beam 

so  brightly 
In  despite  of  their  languishing  looks, 

on  my  word, 
That  to  see  you  look  cross  I  can 

scarcely  afford. 
Yes  !  the  silliest  woman  that  smiles 

on  a  bard 
Better  far   than   Longiuus   himself 

can  reward 
The  appeal  to  her  feelings  of  which 

she  approves  ; 
And  the  critics  I  most  care  to  please 

are  the  Loves. 

Alas,  friend  !  what  boots  it,  a  stone 
at  his  head 

And  a  brass  on  his  breast, — when  a 
man  is  once  dead  ? 

Ay  1  were  fame  the  sole  guerdon, 
poor  guerdon  were  then 

Theirs  who,  stripping  life  bare,  stand 
forth  models  for  men. 

The  reformer's  ? — a  creed  by  poster- 
ity learnt 

A  century  after  its  author  is  burnt  ! 

The  poet's  ? — a  laurel  that  hides  the 
bald  brow 

It  hath  blighted  !  The  painter's  ?•  - 
ask  Raphael  nuw 

Which  Madonna's  authentic  1  The 
statesman's  ? — a  name 

For  parlies  to  blacken,  or  boys  to  de- 
claim ! 
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The-  soldier's  ? — three  lines  on  the 
cold  Abbey  pavement  ! 

Were  this  all  the-  life  uf  the  wise  and 
the  brave  meant. 

All  it  ends  in,  thrice  better,  Neiera, 
it  were 

UnicganU-d  to  spurt  with  thine  odor- 
ous hair, 

Untroubled  tu  lie  at  thy  feet  in  the 
shade 

And  be   loved,  whi'e  the   roses  yet 
bloom  overhead. 

Than  to  sit  by  the   lone  hearth,  and 
think  I  he  long  thought, 

A  severe,  sad,    blind   schoolmaster, 
envied  for  naught 

Save  the  name  of  John  Milton  !   For 
all  men,  indeed, 

Who  in   some    choice   edition  may 
graciously  read, 

With  fair  illustration,   and   erudite 
note, 

The  song  which  the  poet  in  bitter- 
ness wrote. 

Beat  the  poi't,  and  notably  beat  him, 
in  this — 

The  joy  of  the  genius  is  theirs,  whilst 
they  miss 

The  grief  of  the  man  :  Tasso's  song, 
— not  his  madness  ! 

Dante's  dreams, — not  his  waking  to 
exile  and  sadness  ! 

Milton's    music, — but  not   Milton's 
blindness  ! .  .  . 

Yet  rise, 

My  Milton,  and  answer,  with  those 
noble  eyes 

Which    the  glory  of    heaven   hath 
blinded  to  earth  ! 

Say — the  life,  in  the  living  it,  savors 
of  worth  : 

That   the    deed,   in    the    doing    it, 
readies  its  a  im  : 

That  the  fact  has  a  value  apart  from 
the  fame  : 

That  a  deeper  delight,  in  the  mere 
labor,  pays 

Scorn  of  lesser  delights,  and  labori- 
ous days  : 

And  Shakespeare,  though  all  Shake- 
speare's writings  were  lobt, 


And  his  genius,  though  never  a  trace 

of  it  crossed 
Posterity's  path,  not  the  less  would 

have  dwelt 
In  the  isle  with  Miranda,  with  I  lam 

let  have  felt 
All  that  Hamlet  hath   uttered,  auJ 

haply  where,  pure 
On  its  death-bed,  wronged  Love  lay, 

have  moaned  with  tie  Moor  I 

n. 

When  Lord  Alfred  that  night  to  the 

salon  returned 
He    found   it   deserted.     The   lamp 

dimly  burned 
As  though  half  out  of  humor  to  find 

itself  there 
Forced  to  light  for  no  purpose  a  room 

that  was  bare. 
He  sat  down  by  the  window  alcne. 

Never  yet 
Did  the  heavens  a  lovelier  evening 

beget 
Since  Latona's  bright  childbed  that 

bore  the  new  moon  ! 
The  dark  world  lay  still,  in  a  sort  of 

sweet  swoon, 
Wide  open  to  heaven;  and  the  stars 

on  the  stream 
Were  trembling  like  eyes  that  are 

loved  on  the  dream 
Of  a  lover  ;  and  all  things  were  glad 

and  at  rest 
Save  the  unquiet  heart  in  his  own 

troubled  breast. 
He  endeavored   to    think, — au   uu- 

wt  MI  ted  employment, 
\Vhich   appeared    to   afford  him  no 

sort  of  enjoyment. 

in. 
"Withdraw  into  yourself.     But,  if 

peace  you  seek  there  for, 
Your  reception,  beforehand,  be  sure 

to  prepare  for," 
Wrote  the  tutor  of  Nero  ;  who  wrote, 

be  it  said, 
Better  far  than  he  acted, — but  peace 

to  the  dead  I 
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He  bled  for  his  pupil  :  what  more 

could  he  do  ?  • 
But  Lord  Alfred,  when  into  himself 

he  withdrew, 
Found   all   there   in   disorder.     For 

more  than  an  hour 
lie  sat  with  his   head  drooped  like 

some  stuhhorn  flower 
Beaten  down  by  the  rush  of  the  rain, 

— with  such  force 
Did  the  thick,  gushing  thoughts  hold 

upon  him  the  course 
Of  their  sudden  descent,  rapid,  rush- 
ing, and  dim, 
From  the  cloud  that  had  darkened 

the  evening  for  him. 
At  one  moment  he  rose, — rose  and 

opened  the  door, 
And  wistfully  looked  down  the  dark 

corridor 
Toward  the  room  of  Matilda.    Anon, 

with  a  sigh  [quint  ly 

Of  an  incomplete  purpose,  he  crept 
Back  again  to  his  place  in.  a  sort  of 

submission 
To  doubt,  and  returned  to  his  former 

position, — 
That  loose  fall  of  the  arms,  that  dull 

droop  of  the  face, 

And  the  eye  vaguely  fixed  on  impal- 
pable space. 
The  dream,  which  till  then  had  been 

lulling  his  life, 
As  once  Circe  the  winds,  had  sealed 

thought  ;  and  his  wife 
And  his  home  for  a  time  he  had 

quite,  like  Ulysses, 
K  :-gotten  ;  but  now  o'er  the  troubled 

abysses  [forth  leapt 

Of  the  spirit  within   him,   seolian, 
To  tLs'r  freedom  new-found,  and  re- 

sistlessly  swept 
All    his     heart     into     tumult,    the 

thoughts  which  had  beer. 
Long  pent  up  in  their  mystic  recessee 

unseen. 

IV. 

flow  long  he  thus  sat  there,  himseli 

he  knew  not, 
Till  he  started,  as  though  he  were 

suddenly  shot, 


To  the  sound  of  a  voice  too  familiar 
to  doubt, 

Which  was  maki.ig  some  noise  in  the 
passage  without. 

A  sound  English  voice,  with  a  round 
English  accent, 

Which  the  scared  German  echoes  re- 
sentfully back  sent  ; 

The  complaint  of  a  much  disappoint- 
ed cab-driver 

Mingled  with  it,  demanding  some 
ultimate  stiver  : 

Then,   the  heavy   and  hurried    ap- 
proach of  a  boot 

Which  revealed  by  its  sound  no  di- 
minutive foot : 

And  the  door  was  flung  suddenly 
open,  and  on 

The  threshold  Lord  Alfred  by  bach- 
elor John 

Was  seized  in  that  sort  of  affection- 
ate rage  or 

Frenzy  of   hugs   which  some   stout 
Ursa  Major 

On   some   lean   Ursa  Minor  would 
doubtless  bestow 

With  a  warmth  for  which  only  star- 
vation and  snow 

Could  render  one  grateful.     As  soon 
as  he  could, 

Lord  Alfred  contrived  to  escape,  nor 
be  food 

Any  more  for  those  somewhat  vora- 
cious embraces. 

Then  the   two  men   sat  down  and 
scanned  each  other's  faces  ; 

And  Alfred  could  see  that  his  cousin 
was  taken 

With  unwonted  emotion.    The  hand 
that  had  shaken 

Ilis   own   trembled   somewhat.      lu 
truth  he  descried, 

At  a  glance,  something  wrong. 

v. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?"  he  cried. 
"  What  have  you  to  tell  me  ?" 

JOHN. 

What  1  have  you  not  heard  ? 
ALFBED. 

Heard  what  ? 
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JOHK. 

This  sad  business — 
ALFRED. 

I  ?  110,  not  a  word. 

JOHN. 

Yon  received  my  last  letter  ? 
ALFRED. 

I  think  so.     If  not, 
WLat  then  ? 

JOHN. 

You  have  acted  upon  it  ? 
ALFRED. 

On  what  ? 
JOHN. 

The  advice  that  I  gave  you — 
ALFRED. 

Advice  ? — let  me  sec  ! 
You  ahcays  are  giving  advice,  Jack, 

to  me. 
About  Parliament  was  it  ? 

JOHN. 

Hang  Parliament  !  no, 
The  Bank,  the  Bank,  Alfred  I 

ALFRED. 

What  Bank  ? 

JOHN. 

Heavens  !    I  know 
You  are  careless  ; — but  surely  you 

have  not  forgotten, — 
Or  neglected  ...  I  warned  you  the 

whole  thing  was  rotten. 
You  have  drawn  those  deposits   at 
least  ? 

ALFRED. 

No,  I  meant 
To  have  written  to-day  ;   but    the 

note  shall  be  sent 
To-morrow,  however. 

JOHN. 

To-morrow  ?  too  late  ! 

Too  late  !    O,  what  devil  bewitched 

you  to  wait  ? 


ALFRED. 
Mercy  save  us  !   you  don't  mean  to 
say  .  .  . 

JOHN. 

Yes,  I  do. 
ALFREIX 
What !  Sir  Kidley  ?  .  .  . 

JOHN. 

Smashed,  broken,blown  up,bolted, 
too  ! 

ALFRED. 

But  his  own  niece  ?  ...  In  heav- 
en's name,  Jack  .  .  . 

JOHN. 

O,  I  told  you 
The     old     hypocritical     scoundrel 
would  .  .  . 

AX-FRED. 

Hold  !  you 
Surely  can't  mean  we  are  ruined  ? 

JOHN. 

Sit  down  \ 

A  fortnight  ago  a  report  about  town 

Made  me  most  apprehensive.    Alas, 
and  alas  ! 

I  at  once  wrote  and  warned  you. 
Well,  now  let  that  pass. 

A  run  on  the  Bank  about  five  days 
ago 

Confirmed  my  forebodings  too  terri- 
bly, though 

I  drove  down  to  the  city  at  once  : 
found  the  door 

Of  the  Bank  close  :   the  Bank  had 
stopped  payment  at  four. 

Next  morning  the  failure  was  known 
to  be  fraud  : 

Warrant  out  for  MacNab  ;  but  Mac- 
Nab  was  abroad  : 

Gone — we  cannot  tell  where.     I  en- 
deavored to  get 

Information  :  have  learned  nothing 
certain  as  yet, — 

Not  even  the  way  that  old  Kidlej 
was  gone  : 

Or  with  those  securities  what  he  had 
done  : 
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Or  whether  they  had  been  already 

callerl  out  : 
If  they  are  not,  their  fate  is,  I  fear, 

past  a  doubt. 
Twenty   families  ruined,  they  say  : 

what  was  left, — 

Unable  to  find  any  clew  to  the  cleft 
The   old  fox   ran  to   earth  in,— but 

join  you  as  fast 
^.s  I  could,  my  dear  Alfred  ?  * 


He  stopped  here,  aghast 
At  the  change  in  his  cousin,  the  hue 

of  whose  face 
Had  grown  livid  ;    and  glassy  his 

eyes  fixed  on  space. 
"  Courage,   courage  ! "    .    .    .    said 

John, ..."  bear  the  blow  like 

a  man  ! " 
And  he   caught  the   cold   hand   of 

Lord  Alfred.     There  ran 
Through  that  hand  a  quick  tremor. 

"  I  bear  it,"  he  said, 
"  But  Matilda  ?  the  blow  is  to  her  ! " 

And  his  head 
Seeded  forced  down,  as  he  said  it. 

JOHN. 

Matilda  ?    Pooh,  pooh  ! 

I  half  think  I  know  the  girl  better 
than  you. 

She  has  courage  enough — and  to 
spare.  She  cares  less 

Than  most  women  for  luxury,  non- 
sense, and  dress. 

ALFRED. 
The  fault  has  been  mine. 


These  events,  it  is  needless  to  say,  Mr. 
Morse, 

Took  place  -when  Bad  News  as  yet 
travelled  by  horse. 

Ero  the  world,  like  a  cockchafer,  buzzed 
oti  ;i  wire, 

Or  Time  was  calcined  by  electrical  fire 

Ere  a  cable  went  under  the  hoary  Atlan- 
tic, 

>r  the  word  Telegram  drove  gramma- 
rians frantic. 


JOHN. 

Be  it  yours  to  repair  It , 
If  you  did  not  avert,  you  may  help 
her  to  bear  it. 

AI.FUED. 

I  might  have  averted. 
Joii.v. 
Perhaps  so.     Bui  now 

There  is  clearly  no  use  in  consider- 
ing how, 

Or  whence,  came  the  mischief.    The 
mischief  is  here. 

Broken  shins  are  not  mended  by  cry- 
ing,— that's  clear  ! 

One  has  but  to  rub  them,  and  get  up 
again, 

And   push   on, — and  not  think  too 
much  of  the  pain. 

And  at  least  it  is  much  that  you  sea 
that  to  her 

You  owe  too  much  to  think  of  your- 
self.    You  must  stir 

And  arouse  yourself.  Alfred,  for  her 
sake.     Who  knows  ? 

Something  yet  may  be  saved  from 
this  wreck.     I  suppose 

We  shall  make  him  disgorge  all  he 
can,  at  the  least. 

O  Jack,  I  have  been  a  brute  idiot ! 
a  beast  ! 

A  fool  !     I  have  sinned,  and  to  her 
I  have  sinned  ! 

I  have   been   heedless,   blind,  inex- 
cusably blind  ! 

And    now,   in    a    flash,    I    see    all 
things  !" 

As  though 

To  shut  out  the  vision,  he  bowed  his 
head  low 

On  his  hands  ;  and  the   ^ieat  tears, 
in  silence  rolled  on. 

And  fell  momently,  heavily,  one  af- 
ter one. 

John  felt  no  desire  to   find  instant 
relief 

For  the  trouble  he  witnessed. 

lie  guessed,  in  the  grief 

Of  his  cousin,  the  broken  and  heart- 

*  felt  admission 
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Of  some  error  demanding  a  Leartfelt 

contrition  : 
Some  oblivion  perchance  which  could 

plead  less  excuse 
To  the  heart  of  a  m:in  re-aroused  to 

the  nse 
Of  the   conscience   God   gave  him, 

than  simply  and  merely 
The  neglect  for  which  now  he  was 

paying  so  dearly. 
So  he   rose  without  speaking,  and 

paced  tip  and  down 
The  long  room,  much  afflicted,  in- 
deed, in  his  own 
Cordial  heart  for  Matilda. 

Thus,  silently  lost 
In  his  anxious  reflections,  he  crossed 

and  recrossed 

The  place  where  his  cousin  yet  hope- 
lessly hung 
O'er  the  table;  his  fingers  entwisted 

among 
The  rich  curls  they  were  knotting 

and  dragging  :  and  there, 
That   sound   of  all  sounds  the  most 

painful  to  hear, 
The  sobs  of  a  man  !    Yet  so  far  in 

his  own 
Kindly  thoughts  was  he  plunged,  he 

already  had  grown 
Unconscious  of  Alfred. 

And  so  for  a  space 
There  was  silence  between  them. 

VII. 

At  last,  with  sad  face 
He  stopped  short,  and  bent  on  his 

cousin  awhile 

A  pained  sort  of  wistful,  compassion- 
ate smile, 
Approached  hin;, — stood  o'er  him, — 

and  suddenly  laid 
On°  hand  on  his  shoulder — 

"  Where  is  she  ?  "  he  said. 
Alfred  lifted  his  face  all  disfigured 

with  tears 
And  gazed  vacantly  at  him,  like  one 

that  appears 
In   some  foreign    language  to  hear 

himself  greeted, 

fi  tc  answer. 


"  Where  is  she  P  "  repeated 
His  cousin. 

!!<•  motioned  his  hand  to  the  door; 
'•There.  1  think,"  lie  replied.     Cou- 
sin John  said  no  more, 
And  appeared  to  relapse  to  his  own 

cogitations, 
Of  which  not  a  gesture  vouchsafed 

indications. 
So  again  there  was  silence. 

A  timepiece  at  last 
Struck   the  twelve  strokes  of  mid- 
night. 

Roused  by  them,  he  cast 
A  half-look  to  the  dial ;  then  quietly 

threw 
His  arm  round  the  neck  of  his  cousin, 

and  drew 
The  hands  down  from  his  face. 

,        "  It  is  time  she  should  know 
What  has  happened,"   he  said,  .  .  . 

"  let  us  go  to  her  now." 
Alfred  started  at  once  to  his  feet. 

Drawn  and  wan 
Though   his  face,   he   looked   more 

than  his  wont  was — a  man. 
Strong  for  once,  in   his   weakness. 

Uplifted,  filled  through 
With  a  manly  resolve. 

If  that  axiom  be  true 
Of  the  "  Sum  quia  cor/tio,"  I  must 

opine 
That  "id  sum  quod  coyito": — that 

•which,  in  fine, 
A  man   thinks  and  feels,  with  his 

whole  force  of  thought 
And  feeling,  the  man  is  himself. 

lie  had  fought 
With  himself,  and  rose  up  from  his 

self-overthrow 
The  survivor  of  much  which  that 

strife  had  laid  low. 
At  his  feet,  as  he  rose  at  the  nam 

of  his  wife,  lift, 

Lay  in  ruins  the  brilliant  unrealized 
Which,  though  yet  unfulfilled,  seein- 

ed  till  then,  in  that  name, 
To  be  his.  had  he  claimed   it.     The 

man's  dream  of  fame 
And  of  power  fell  shattered  before 

him  ;  and  only 
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There  rested  the  heart  of  the  woman, 
so  lonely 

In  all  save  the  love  he  could  give 
her.     The  lord 

Of  that  heart  he  arose.     Blueh  not, 
Muse,  to  record 

Tha'.  his  first  thought,  and  last,  at 
that  moment  was  not 

Of  the  power  and  fame  that  seemed 
lost  to  his  lot, 

But  the  love  that  was  left  to  it  ;  not 
of  the  pelf 

He  had  cared  for,  yet  squandered  ; 
and  not  of  himself, 

But  of  her  ;  as  he  murmured, 

"  One  moment,  dear  Jack  ! 

We  have  grown  up  from  boyhood  to- 
gether.    Our  track 

Has  been  through  the  same  meadows 
in  childhood  :  in  youth 

Through  the  same  silent  gateways, 
to  manhood.     In  truth, 

There  is  none  that  can  know  me  as 
you  do  ;  and  none 

To  whom  I  more  wish  to  believe  my- 
self known. 

Speak  the  truth  ;  you  are  not  wont 
to  mince  it,  I  know. 

Nor  I,  shall  I  shirk  it,  or  shrink 
from  it  now.  [spite 

In  despite  of  a  wanton  behavior,  in 

Of  vanity,   folly,   and  pride,   Jack, 
which  might 

Have  turned  from  me  many  a  heart 
strong  and  true 

As  your  own,  I  have  never  turned 
round  and  missed  YOU 

From  my  side  in  one  hour  of  afflic- 
tion or  doubt 

Fy  my  own  blind  and  heedless  self- 
will  brought  about. 

ir  ell  me  truth.     Do  I  owe  this  alone 
to  the  sake 

Of  those  old  recollections  of  boyhood 
that  make 

In  your  heart  yet  some  clinging  and 
crying  appeal 

From  a  judgment  more  harsh,  which 
I  cannot  but  feel 

Might  have  sentenced  our  friendship 
to  death  long  ago  ? 


Or  is  it ...  (I  would  I  could  deem  it 
were  so  !) 

That,  not  all  overlaid  by  a  listless 
exterior, 

Your  heart  has  divined  in  me  some- 
thing superior 

To  that  which  I  seem  ;  from  my  In- 
nermost nature 

Not  wholly  expelled  by  the  world's 
usurpature  ? 

Some  instinct  of  earnestness,  truth, 
or  desire 

For  truth  ?  Some  one  spark  of  the 
soul's  native  fire 

Moving  under  the  ashes,and  cinders, 
and  dust 

Which  life  hath  heaped  o'er  it  ? 
Some  one  fact  to  trust 

And  to  hope  in  ?  Or  by  you  alone 
am  I  deemed 

The  mere  frivolous  fool  I  so  often 
have  seemed 

To  my  own  self  ?  " 

JOHJI. 

No   Alfred  !  you  will,  I  believe, 
Be  true,  at  the  last,  to  what  IK>\V 

makes  you  grieve 
For  having  belied  your  true  nature 

so  long. 

Necessity  is  a  stern  teacher.  Be 
strong  ! 

"  Do  yon  think,"  he  resumed  .  .  . 

"  what  I  feel  while  I  speak 
Is  no  more  than  a  transient  emotion, 

as  weak 
As  these  weak  tears  would  seem  to 

betoken  it  ?  " 

JOHN. 
No! 

ALFEED. 
Thank  yon,  cousin  I  your  hand  then. 

And  now  I  will  go 
Alone.  Jack.    Tnist  to  me. 

vm. 
JOHN. 

I  do.    But  tis  late. 
If  she  deeps,  you'll  not  wake  her. 
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No,  no  !  it  will  \rait 
(Poor  infant  !)  too  surely,  this  mis- 
sion of  sorrow  ; 
If   she   sloops,  I   will   not  mar  her 

dreams  of  to-morrow. 
H  e  opened  the  door,  and  passed  out. 
Cousin  John 

Vatched  him  wistful,  and  left  him 
to  seek  her  alone. 

IX. 

His  heart  beat   so    loud    when    he 

knocked  at  her  door, 
lie  could  hear  no  reply  from  within. 

Yet  once  more 
fie    knocked    lightly.     No   answer. 

The  handle  he  tried: 
The  door  opened  :   he  entered  the 

room  undescried. 

x. 

No  brighter  than  is  that  dim  circlet 

of  light 
Which  enhaloes  the  moon  when  rains 

form  on  the  night, 
The  pale  lamp  and  indistinct  radi- 
ance shed 
Round  the  chamber.  In  which  at  her 

pure  snowy  bed 
^[atilda  was  kneeling  ;  so  wrapt  in 

deep  prayer 
That  she   knew   not    her    husband 

stood  watching  her  there. 
With  the  lamplight  the  moonlight 

had  mingled  a  faint 
And    unearthly    effulgence    which 

seemed  to  acquaint 
The  whole  place  with  a  sense  of  deep 

peace  made  secure 
By  the  presence  of  something  an- 
gelic and  pure. 
And  not  purer  some    angel    Grief 

carves  o'er  the  tomb 
Where  Love  lies,  than  the  lady  that 

kneeled  in  that  gloom. 
She  had  put  off  her  dross  ;  and  she 

looked  to  his  eyes 
Like  a  young  soul  escaped  from  its 

earthly  disguise  ; 


Her  fair  neck  and  innocent  shoulders 
were  bare, 

And  over  them  rippled  her  soft  gol- 
den  hair  : 

Her  simple  and  slender  white  bodice 
unlaced 

Confined  not  one  curve  of  her  deli- 
cate waist. 

As  the  light  that,  from  water  reflect- 
ed, forever 

Trembles  up  through  the  tremulous 
reeds  of  a  river, 

So  the  beam  of  her  beauty  went 
trembling  in  him, 

Through  the  thoughts  it  suffused 
with  a  sense  soft  and  dim, 

Reproducing  itself  in  the  broken  and 
bright  [tions. 

Lapse  and  pulse  of  a  million  emo- 
That  sight 

Bowed  his  heart,  bowed  his  knee. 
Knowing  scarce  what  he  did. 

To  her  side  through  the  chamber  he 
silently  slid, 

And  knelt  down  beside  her, — and 
prayed  at  her  side. 

XI. 

Upstarting,   she  then  for  the  first 

time  descried 
That  her   husband   was  near  her  ; 

suffused  with  the  blush 
Which    came    o'er   her  soft  pallid 

cheek  with  a  gush 
Where  the  tears  sparkled  yet. 

As  a  young  fawn  uncouches 
Shy  with  fear,  from  the  fern  where 

some  hunter  approaches, 
She   shrank  back  ;  he  caught  her, 

and  circling  his  arm 
Round    her    waist,    on    her    brow 

pressed    one    kiss    long    and 

warm, 
Then  her  fear  changed  in  impulse  ; 

and  hiding  her  face 
On  his  breast,  she  hung  locked  in  a 

clingiiig  embrace" 
With  her  soft  arms  wound  heavily 

round  him,  as  though 
She  feared,  if  their  clasp   were  re- 
laxed, he  w<  uld  go  : 
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FTer  smooth   naked   shoulders,   tin- 
cared  for,  convulsed 
By  sob  after  s»b,  while  her  bosom 

yet  pulsed 
In  its  pressure  on  his,  as  the  effort 

within  it 
Lived    and  died   with   each   tender 

tumultuous  minute. 
"  O  Alfred,  O  Alfred  I  forgive  me," 

she  cried, — 
"  Forgive  me  !" 

"Forgive  you,  my  poor  child!" 

he  sighed  ; 
'*  But  I  never  have  blamed  you  for 

aught  that  I  know, 
And  I  have  not  one  thought  that  re- 
proaches you  now." 
Prom  her  arms  he,  unwound  himself 

gently.     And  *.» 
lie   forced    her   down    softly  beside 

him.     Below 
The   canopy  shading    their    couch, 

they  sat  down. 
And   he   said,   clasping    firmly    her 

hand  in  his  own, 
"  When  a  proud  man.  Matilda,  has 

found  out  at  length, 
That  he  is  but  a  child  in  the  midst 

of  his  strength. 
But  a  fo'il  in  his  wisdom,  to  whom 

can  he  own 
The  weakness  which  thus  to  himself 

hath  been  shown  ? 
From  whom  seek  the  strength  which 

his  need  of  is  sore, 
Although    in    his    pride    he    might 

perish,  before 
lie  could  plead  for  the  one,  or  the 

other  avow 
"Mid  his  intimate  friends  ?     Wife  of 

mine,  tell  me  now. 
Do  you  join  me  in  feeling,  in  that 

darkened  hour, 
The   sole   friend    that  can  have  the 

right  or  the  power 
To  be  at  his  side,  is  the  woman  that 

shares 
Qis   fate,  if  he  falter  ;  the   woman 

that  beat's 
The   name   dear  for   her  sake,  and 

hallows  the  life 


She  has  minglr-d  her  own  with, --in 

short,  that  man's  wife  !" 
"Yes,"    murmured     Matilda,     "O 

yes  !  " 

"Then."  he  cried, 
"  This  chamber  in  which  we  two  sit, 

side  !>y  side 
(And  his  arm.  as  he  spoke,  seemed 

more  softly  to  press  her), 
Is  now  a  confessional, — you  my  con- 
fessor !  " 

"  f  ?"  she  faltered,  and  timidly  lift- 
ed her  head. 
"  Yes  !  but  first   answer  one  other 

question,"  he  said  : 
"  When  a  woman  once  feels  that  she, 

is  not  alone  ; 
That  the  heart  of  another  is  warmed 

by  her  own  ; 

That  another  feels  with   her  what- 
ever she  feel, 
And  halves  her  existence  in  woe  or 

in  weal  ; 
That  a  man  for  her  sake  will,  so  long 

as  he  lives, 
Live  to  put  forth  his  strength  which 

the  thought  of  her  gives  ; 
Live  U/  shield  her  from  want,  and  to 

share  with  her  sorrow  ; 
Live  to  solace  the  day,  and  provide 

for  the  morrow  ; 
Will    that    woman    feel    less    than 

another,  ()  say, 
The  loss  of  what  life,  sparing  this, 

takes  away  ? 
Will   she   feel    {feeling  this),   when 

calamities  come, 
That  they  brighten  the  heart,  though 

they  darken  the  home  ?" 
She  turned,  like  a  soft  rainy  heaven, 

on  him 
Eyes  that  smiled  through  fresh  tears 

trustful,  tender,  and  dim. 
"That    woman,"    she     murmured; 

"indeed  were  thrice  lih'st  !" 
"Then   courage,   true  wife   of    my 

heart  !''  to  his  ! 
As     he    folded    and     gathered    her 

closely,  h.-  cried. 
"  For  the  refuge,  to-night  in   these 

arms  opened  wide 
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To  your  heart,  can  be  m-ver  closed  to 

it  again. 
And  this  room  is  for  both  an  asylum! 

For  when 
J  passed  through  that  door,  at    the 

door  I  left  there  [boar. 

A  calamity,  sudden,   and    heavy    to 
One  bti-p  from  that   threshold,  and 

daily.  I  fear, 
We  must  face  it  henceforth  :  but  it 

enters  not  hero, 
For    that    door    shuts    it    out,    and 

admits  here  alone 
A    heart  which   calamity  leaves  all 

your  own  ! " 
She  started  ,  .  ,  "  Calamity,  Alfred  ! 

to  you?" 
"To  both,  my  poor  child,  but  'twill 

bring  with  it  too 

The  courage,  I  trust,  to  subdue  it." 

"  O speak  ! 

Speak  !  "  she  faltered  in  (ones  timid, 

anxious,  and  weak. 
"  O   yet   for  a  moment,"   he  said. 

"  hear  me  on  !" 
Matilda,  this  morn  we  went  forth  in 

the  sun. 
Like  those  children  of  sunshine,  the 

bright  summer  tlies. 
That  sport  in  the  sunbeam,  and  play 

through  the  skies 
While  the  sides  smile,  and  heed  not 

each  other  :  at  last, 
When  their  sunbeam  is  gone,   and 

their  sky  overcast, 
Who  recks  in  what  ruin  they  fold 

their  wet  wings  ? 
So  indeed  the  morn  found  us, — poor 

frivolous  things  ! 

Xow  our  sky  is  o'ercast,  and  our  sun- 
beam is  set, 
And   the  night  brings  its  darkness 

around  us.     O,  yet, 
[lave  we  weathered  no  storm  through 

those  twelve  cloudless  hours  '.' 
Fes  ;  you.  too.  have  wept  ! 

"  While  the  world  was  yet  ours. 
While  its  sun  was  upon  us,  its  in- 
cense streamed  to  us, 
And  its  myriad  voices  of  joy  seemed 

to  woo  us, 


We  strayed  from  each  other,  too  far, 

it  may  be,  [I  see, 

Xor.  wantonly  wandering,  then  did 
How    deep    was   my    need  of    thee, 

dearest,  how  great 
Was  thy  claim  on  my  heart  and  thy 

share  in  my  fate  ! 
But,  Matilda,  an  angel  was  near  us, 

meanwhile, 
Watching  o'er  us,  to  warn,  and   t<> 

rescue  ! 

"That  smile 
Which  you  saw  with  suspicion,  that 

presence  you  eyed 
With  resentment,   an    angel's   they 

were  at  your  side 
And  at  mine  ;  nor  perchance  is  the 

day  all  so  far, 
When  we  both  in  our  prayers,  when 

most  heartfelt  they  are, 
May  murmur  the  name  of  that  wo- 
man now  gone. 
From  our  sight  evermore. 

"  Here,  this  evening,  alone, 
I  seek  your  forgiveness,  in  opening 

my  heart 
Unto  yours, — from  this  clasp  be  it 

never  to  part ! 
Matilda,  the  fortune  you  brought  me 

is  gone, 

But  a  prize  richer  far  than  that  for- 
tune has  won 
It  is  yours  to  confer,  and  I  kneel  for 

that  prize. 
'Tis  the  heart  of  my  wife  ! "      With 

suffused  happy  eyes 
She  sprang  from  her  seat,  flung  her 

arms  wide  apart, 
And   tenderly  closing   them  round 

him,  his  heart 
Clasped  in  one  close  embrace  to  her 

bosom  ;  and  there 
Drooped  her  head  on  his  shoulder 

and  sobbed. 

Xot  despair, 
Not  sorrow,  not  even  the   sense   ol 

her  loss, 

Flowed  in  those  happy  tears,  bo  ob- 
livious she  was 
Of  all  save  the  sense  of  her  own 

love  1    Anon, 
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However,  his  words  rushed  back  to 

her.     "  All  gone, 
The  fortune  you  brought  me  I" 

And  eyes  that  were  dim 
With  soft  tears   she   upraised  :  but 

those  tears  were  for  him. 
"Gone  !  my  husband?"   she  said, 

"  tell  me  all  !  see  \  I  need, 
To  sober  this  rapture,  so  selfish  in- 
deed, 
Fuller  sense  of  affliction." 

"  Poor  innocent  child  I" 
He    kissed   her   fair  forehead,   and 

mournfully  smiled, 
As  he  told  her  the  tale  he  had  heard, 

— something  more 
The  gain  found  in  loss  of  what  gain 

lost  of  yore. 
"  Rest,  my  heart,  and  my  brain,  and 

my  right  hand  for  yon; 
And  with  these,  my  Matilda,  what 

may  I  not  do  ? 
You  know  not,  I  knew  not  myself 

till  this  hour, 
Which  so   sternly   revealed   it,    my 

nature's  full  power." 
"  And  I  too,"  she  murmured,  "  I  too 

am  no  more 
The  mere  infant  at  heart  you  have 

known  me  before. 
I  have  suffered  since  then.     I  have 

learned  much  in  life. 
O  take,  with  the  faith  I  have  pledged 

as  a  wife,  [to  feel  ! 

The  heart  I  have  learned  as  a  woman 
For  I — love  you,  my  husband  !  " 

As  though  t<>  conceal 
Less  from  him,  than   herself,  what 

that  motion  expressed, 
She  dropped  her  bright  head,  and  hid 

all  on  his  breast. 
>'•  0   lovely   as   woman,   belove'd    as 

wife  ! 

Evening  star  of  my  heart,  light  for- 
ever my  life  ! 
If  from  eyes  fixed  too  long  on  this 

base  earth  thus  far 
You  have  missed  your  due  homage, 

dear  guardian  star, 
Believe    that,    uplifting  those  eyes 

unto  heaven, 


There  I  see  you,  and  iuvr-    •  --,  and 

bios  the  light  given 
To  lead   me  to  life's  late  achieve- 

ini'iit  ;  my  own. 
My   blessing,    my   treasure,   my  all 

things  in  one  ! " 

XII. 

ITow  lovely  she  looked  in  the  lovely 

moonlight, 
That  streamed  through  the  pane  from 

the  blue  balmy  night  ! 
How  lovely  she  looked  in  her  o^n 

lovely  youth. 
As  she  cluiig  to  his  side  full  of  trust, 

and  of  truth  ! 
How  lovely  to  him  as  he  tenderly 

pressed 
Her  young  head  on  his  bosom,  and 

sadly  caressed 
The  glittering    tresses    which  now 

shaken  loose 
Showered  gold   in    his  hand,  as  he 

smoothed  them  I 


O  Muse, 
Interpose  not  one  pulse  of  thine  own 

beating  heart 
'Twixt     these    two     silent    souls ! 

There's  a  joy  beyond  art. 
And    beyond    sound   the    music    it 

makes  in  the  breast. 

XIV. 

Here  were  lovers  twice  wed,  that 
were  happy  at  least  ! 

No  music,  save  such  as  the  nightin- 
gales sung, 

Breathed  their  bridals  abroad  ;  and 
no  cresset,  uphung, 

Lit  that  festival  hour,  save  what  soft 
light  was  given 

From  the  pure  stars  that  peopled  the 
deep-purple  heaven. 

He  opened  the  casement:  he  led  her 
with  him, 

Hushed  in  heart,  to  the  terrace, 
dipped  cool  in  the  dim 

Lustrous  gloom  of  the  shadowy  lau- 
rels. They  heard 

Aloof  the  invisible,  rapturo  is  bird, 
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With  her  wild  note  bewildering  the 

wood  lands  :  they  saw 
Not  unheard,  afar  off,  the  uill-rivulet 

draw 
[lis    long    ripple    of    moon-kindled 

wavelets  with  cheer 
From  the  throat  of  the  vale  ;  o'er  the 

dark-sapphire  sphere 
The  mild,  multitudinous  lights  lay 

asleep, 
Pastured  free  on  the  midnight,  and 

bright  as  the  sheep 
Of  Apollo  in  pastoral  Thrace  ;  from 

unknown 
t£ullow    gloouis     freshened     odors 

around  them  were  blown 
Intermittingly  ;     then     the     moon 

dropped  from  their  sight, 
Immersed  in  the  mountains,  and  put 

out  the  light 
Which  no  longer  they  needed  to  read 

on  the  face 

Of  each  other's  life's  last  revelation. 

The  place 

Slept  sumptuous  round  them  ;  and 

Nature,  that  never 
Sleeps,    but    waking  reposes,   with 

patient  endeavor 
Continued    about  them,  unheeded, 

unseen,  [green 

Her  old,  quiet  toil  in  the  heart  of  the 
Summer  silence,  preparing  new  buds 

for  new  blossoms, 
And  stealing  a  finger  of  change  o'er 

the  bosoms 
Of  the  unconscious  woodlands  ;  and 

Time,  that  halts  not 
His  forces,  how  lovely  soever  the 

spot 
Where  their  march  lies, — the  wary, 

gray  strategist.  Time, 
With   the   armies  of   Life,   lay  en- 
camped,— Grief  and  Crime, 
Love  and  Faith,  in  the  darkness  un- 
heeded ;  maturing, 
For  his  great  war  with  man,  new  sur- 
prises ;  securing 
All  outlets,  pursuing  and  pushing  his 

foe 
To   his   last   narrow   refuge, —the 

grave. 


xv. 

Sweetly  though 
Smiled  the  stars  like  new  hopes  out 

of  heaven,  and  sweetly 
Their  hearts  beat   thanksgiving  for 

all  things,  completely 
Confiding  in  that  yet  untrodden  «z- 

istence 
Over  which  they  were  pausing.    To 

morrow,  resistance 
And  struggle  ;    to-night,   Love  his 

hallowed  device 
Hung    forth,    and    proclaimed    his 

sereue  armistice. 


CANTO  V. 

I. 

WHEN  Lucile  left  Matilda,  she  sat 
for  long  hours 

In  her  chamber,   fatigued  by  long 
overwrought  powers, 

'Mid  the  signs  of  departure,  about  to 
turn  back 

To  her  old  vacant  life,  on  her  old 
homeless  track. 

She  felt  her  heart  falter  within  her. 
She  sat 

Like  some  poor  player,  gazing  de- 
jected.ly  at 

The  insignia  of  royalty  worn  for  a 
night ; 

Exhausted,  fatigued,  with  the  dazzle 
and  light, 

And  the  effort  of  passionate  feign- 
ing; who  thinks 

Of  her  own  meagre,  rush-lighted  gar- 
ret, and  shrinks 

From  the  chill  of  the  change  tha 
awaits  her. 

n. 

From  these 
Oppressive,  and  comfortless,  blank 

reveries, 
Unable  to  sleep,  she  descended  the 

stair 

That  led  from  her  room  to  the  gar- 
den. 
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The  air, 

With  the  chill  of  the  dawn,  yet  un- 
risen,  but  at  hand, 

Strangely  smote  on  her  feverish  fore- 
head.    The  land 

Lay  in  darkness  and  change,  like  a 
world  in  its  grave  : 

No  sound,  save  the  voice  of  the  long 
river  wave,  [night  ! 

And  the  crickets   that  sing  all  the 
She  stood  still, 

Vaguely  watching  the  thin  cloud  that 
curled  on  the  hill. 

Emotions,  long  pent  in  her  hreast, 
were  at  stir, 

And   the   deeps   of  the   spirit  were 
troubled  in  her. 

Ah,  pale  woman  !  what,  with  that 
heart-broken  look, 

Didst   thou    read   then   in   nature's 
weird  heart-breaking  book  ? 

Have  the   wild   rains   of   heaven   a 
father  ?  and  who 

Hath  in  pity  begotten  the  drops  of 
the  dew  ? 

Orion,   A  returns,    who  pilots   them 
both  ? 

What  leads  forth  in  his  season  the 
bright  Mazaroth  ? 

Rath  the  darkness  a  dwelling, — save 
there,  in  those  eyes  ? 

And  what  name  hath  that  half-re- 
vealed hope  in  the  skies  ? 

Ay,  question,  and  listen  !    What  an- 
swer ? 

The  sound 

Of  the  long  river  wave  through  its 
stone-troubled  bound, 

An£   the  crickets   that  sing  all  the 
night. 

There  are  hours 

Which  belong  to   unknown,  super- 
natural powers, 

Whose  sudden  and  solemn  sugges- 
tions are  all 

That  to  this  race  of  worms — stinging 
creatures,  that  crawl, 

Lie.  and  fear,  and  die  daily,  beneath 
their  own  stings — 

Can  excuse  the  blind  boast  of  inher- 
ited wings. 


When  the  soul,  on  the  impulse  ol 

anguish,  hath  passed 
Beyond  anguish,  and  risen  into  rap- 
ture at  last  ; 
When    she    traverses    nature    am' 

space,  till  she  stands 
In   the  Chamber  of    Fate  ;    where, 

through  tremulous  hands. 
Hum  the  threads  from  an  old-fash- 
ioned distalT  uncurled. 
And  those  three  blind  old  women  si* 

spinning  the  world. 

in. 

The  dark  was  blanched  wan,  over- 
head.    ( >ne  green  star 
Was  slipping  from  sight  in  the  pale 

void  afar  ; 
The  spirits  of  change,  and  of  awe, 

with  faint  breath 
Were  shifting  the  midnight,  above 

and  beneath. 
The  spirits   of   awe  and  of  change 

wore  around, 
And  about,  and  upon  her. 

A  dull  muffled  sound, 
And   a  hand   on    her   hand,   like   a 

ghostly  surprise, 
And  she  felt  herself  fixed  by  the  hot 

hollow  eyes 
Of  the  Frenchman  before  her  :  those 

eyes  seemed  to  burn. 
And  scorch  out  the  darkness  between 

them,  and  turn 
Into  fire  as  they  fixed  her.  He  looked 

like  the  shade 
Of  a  creature  by  fancy  from  solitude 

made, 
And  sent  forth  by  the  darkness  to 

scare  and  oppress 
Some  soul   of  a  monk  in  a  waste 

wilderness. 

IV. 

"  At  last,  then, — at  last,  and  alone, — 

I  and  thou, 
Lucile  de  Nevers,  have  we  met  ? 

"  Hush  !  I  know 
Not  for  me  was   the  tryst.     Never 

mind  !  it  is  mine  ; 
And  whatever  led  hither  those  proud 

steps  of  thine, 
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They  remove    not,  until   we    have 

spoken.     My  hour 
Is  coiue  ;  and  it  holds  thee  and  me 

in  its  power, 

As  the  darkness  holds  both  the  hori- 
zons.    "l'i«  well  ! 
The  timidest  maiden  that  e'er  to  the 

spell 
jf   her   first  lover's  vows   listened, 

hushed  with  delight, 
When  soft   stars  were   brightly  up- 

haiming  the  night, 
Never   listened,  i   ssvear,  more  un- 

qtiestioningly 
Than  thy  fate  hath  compelled  thee 

to  listen  to  me  !  " 
To  the  sound  of  his  voice,  as  though 

out  of  a  dream, 

She  appeared  with  a,  start  to  awaken. 

The  stream, 

When  he  ceased,  took  the  night  with 

its  moaning  again, 
Like  the  voices  of  spirits  departing 

in  pain. 
"  Continue,"  she  answered,  "  I  listen 

to  hear." 
For  a  moment  he  did  not  reply. 

Through  the  drear 
And  dim  light  between  them,  ehe 

saw  that  his  face 

Was  disturbed.     To  and  fro  he  con- 
tinued to  pace, 
With  his  arms  folded  close,  and  the 

low  restless  stride 
Of  a  panther,  in  circles  around  her, 

first  wide, 
Then  narrower,  nearer,  and  quicker. 

At  last 
He  stood  still,  and   one   long   look 

upon  her  he  cast. 
"  Lucile..  dost  thou  dare  to  look  into 

my  face  ? 
Is  the  sight  so  repugnant  ?  ha,  well  ! 

Canst  thou  trace 
One   word    of    thy    writing   in    this 

wicked  scroll, 
With    thine     own     name    scrawled 

through  it,  defacing  a  soul  V" 
In  his  face  there  was  something  BO 

wrathful  and  wild, 
That  the  sight  of  it  scared  her. 


He  saw  it,  and  smiled, 
And  then  turned  him  from  her,  re- 
newing again 
That  short,  restless  stride;  as  though 

searching  in  vain 
For  the  point  of  some  purpose  withiu 

him. 

"  Lucile, 
You  shudder  to  look  in  my  face  :  do 

you  feel 
Xo  reproach  when  you  look  in  your 

own  heart  'i  " 

"Xo,  Duke, 
In  my  conscience  I  do  not  deserve 

your  rebuke : 
Not  yours  !  "  she  replied. 

"No,"  he  muttered  agar-, 
"Gentle  justice!  you  first  bid  Lile 

hope  not,  and  then 
To  Despair  you  say  '  Act  not  ! '  " 


He  watched  hei  awhile 
With  a  chill  sort  of  restless  and  suf- 
fering smile. 
They  stood  by  the  wall  of  the  garden. 

The  skies. 
Dark,    sombre,   were  troubled  with 

vague  prophecies 
Of  the  dawn  yet  far  distant.     The 

moon  had  long  set, 
And  all  in  a  glimmering  light,  pale, 

and  wet 
With  the  night-dews,  the  white  roses 

sullenly  loomed 
Round  about  her.     She  spoke  not. 

At  length  he  resumed. 
"  Wretched  creatures  we  are  !    I  and 

thou, — one  and  all  ! 
Only  able  to  injure  each  other,  and 

fall 

Soon  or  late,  in  that  void  which  our- 
selves we  prepare 
For  the  souls  that  we  boast  of  !  weak 

insects  we  are  ! 
O  heaven  !  and  what  lias  become  of 

them  ?  all 
Those  instincts  of  Eden  surviving 

the  Fall  : 
That    glorious    faith    in    inherited 

things  : 
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That  sense  in  the  soul  of  the  length 

of  her  wings  ; 
Gone  !  al!  gone. !  and  the  wail  of  the 

night-wind  sounds  human, 
Bewailing  those  once  nightly  visit- 
ants !     Woman, 
Woman,  what  hast  thou  done  with 

my  youth  ?    Give  again, 
Give  me  back  the  young  heart  that 

I  gave  thee  ...  in  vaiu  ' ' 
"Duke  I"  she  faltered. 
"  Yes,  yes  1 "  he  went  on,  "  I  was 

not 
Always  thus  !   what  I  ouce  was,  I 

have  not  forgot." 

VI. 

As  the  wind  that  heaps  sand  In  a 
desert,  there  stirred 

Through  his  voice  an  emotion  that 
swept  every  word 

Into  one  angry  wail ;  as,  with  fever- 
ish change, 

lie  continued  his  monologue,  fitful 
and  strange. 

"  Woe  to  him,  in  whose  nature,  once 
kindled,  the  torch 

Of  Passion  burns  downward  to  black- 
en and  scorch  ! 

But  shame,  shame  and  sorrow,  O 
woman,  to  thee 

Whose  hand  sowed  the  seed  of  de- 
struction in  me  ! 

Whose  lip  taught  the  lesson  of  false- 
hood to  mine  ! 

Whose  looks  made  me  doubt  lies  that 
looked  so  divine  ! 

My  soul  by  thy  beauty  was  slain  in 
its  sleep  : 

And  if  tears  I  mistrust,  'tis  that  thou 
too  can&t  weep  I 

Well  !  .  .  .  how  utter  soever  it  be, 
one  mistake 

In  the  love  of  a  man,  what  more 
change  need  it  make 

In  the  steps  of  his  soul  through  the 
course  love  began. 

Than  all  other  mistakes  in  the  life 
of  a  man  ? 

Aud  I  said  to  myself,  '  I  am  young 
yet :  too  young 


To  have  wholly  survived  iny  own 
portion  among 

The  great  needs  of  man's  life,  or  ex- 
hausted  its  joys  ; 

What  is  broken  ?  one  only  of  youth's 
pleasant  toys  ; 

Shall  1  be  the  less  welcome,  when- 
ever I  go, 

For  one  passion  survived  ?  No  !  v'  e 
roses  will  blow 

As  of  yore,  as  of  yore  will  the  night- 
ingales sing, 

Not  less  sweetly  for  one  blossom  can- 
celled from  Spring  ! 

Hast  thou  loved,  O  my  heart  ?  to 
thy  love  yet  remains 

All  the  wide  loving-kindness  of 
nature.  The  plains 

And  the  hills  with  each  summer 
their  verdure  renew. 

Wouldst  thou  be  as  they  are  ?  do 
thou  then  as  they  do, 

Let  the  dead  sleep  in  peace.  Would 
the  living  divine 

Where  they  slumber  ?  Let  only  new 
Uowers  be  the  sign  ! 

"  Vain  !   all  vain  !  .  .  .  For  when, 

laughing,   the   wine   I    would 

qiuitf, 
I  remembered  too  well  all  it  cost  me 

to  laugh. 
Through  the  revel  it  was  but  the  old 

song  I  heard, 
Through  the  crowd  the  old  footsteps 

behind  me  they  stirred, 
In  the  night-wind,  the  starhght,  tne 

murmurs  of  even, 

In  the  ardors  of  earth,  and  the  lan- 
guors of  heaven, 
I  could  trace  nothing  more,  nothir  5 

more  through  the  spheres, 
But  the  sound  of  old  «>\>a,  and  th 

tracks  of  old  te;ir<  1 
It  was  with   me  the   night  long  in 

dreaming  or  waking, 
It  abided  in  loathing,  when  daylight 

was  breaking. 
The  burden  of  the  bitterness  in  me  I 

Behold, 
All  my  days  were  become  an  a  tale 

that  is  told. 
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And  I  said  to  my  sight.  'No  good  ; 
thing  bhalt  tliou  see. 

For  the  nuonday  is  uirne'd  to  dark- 
ness in  me. 

In  the  house  of  Oblivion  my  bed  I 
have  made.' 

And  I   said  to  the  grave,   'Lo,  my 
fitther  ! '  and  said 

T  i  tho  worm,  '  Lo.  my  sister  !'  The 
dust  to  the  dust. 

A.i.1  one  end  to  the  wicked  shall  be 
with  the  just  1 " 

VII. 

He  ceased,  as  a  wind  that  wails  out 

on  the  night, 
And   moans   itself   mute.     Through 

the  indistinct  light 
A  voice  clear,  and  tender,  and  pure 

•     with  a  tone 

Of  ineffable  pity  replied  to  his  own. 
"  And  say  you,  and  deem  you,  that 

I  wrecked  your  life  ? 
Alas  !  Due  de  Luvois,  had  I  been 

your  wife 
By  a  fraud  of  the  heart  which  could 

yield  you  alone 
For  the  love  in  your  nature  a  lie  in 

my  own, 

Should  I  not,  in  deceiving,  have  in- 
jured you  worse  ? 
Yes,   I   then*  should    have   merited 

justly  your  curse, 

For  I    then   should  have    wronged 
you  !" 

"  Wronged  !  ah.  is  it  so  ? 
You  could  never  have  loved  me  ?  " 

"Duke  !" 

"Never?  O  no  !" 

'lie  broke  into  a  fierce,  angry  laugh, 

as  he  said) 
;'Yet,  lady,  you  knew  that  I  loved 

you  :  you  ied 
My  love  on  to  lay  to  its  heart,  hour 

by  hour, 

All  the  pale,  cruel,  beautiful,  passion- 
less power 
Shut  up  in  that  cold  face  of  yours  ! 

was  this  well  ? 

But  enough,  not  on  you  would  I  vent 
the  wild  hell 
Q 


Which  has  grown  in  my  heart      O 
that  man,  lirst  and  last 

He  tramples  in  triumph  uiy  life  I  he 
has  cast 

His  shadow  'twixt  me  and  the  sun 
...  let  it  pass  ! 

My  hate  yet  may  find  \\M\.  '.' 

She  murmured,  '*'  4Jas  . 

These  words,  at  least,  spare  me  tie 
pain  of  reply. 

Enouch,  Due  de  Luvois  !  farewell. 
"l  shall  try  [every  sight 

To  forget  every  word  I  have  heard, 

That  has  grieved  and  appalled  me  iu 
this  wretched  night 

Which  must  witness  our  final  fare- 
well.    May  you,  Duke. 

Never  know  greater  cause  your  own 
heart  to  rebuke 

Than  mine  thus  to  wrong  and  afflict 
you  have  had  ! 

Adieu  ! " 

"Stay,   Lucile,   stay!"   ...    he 
groaned,  .  .  .  "  1  am  mad, 

Brutali/ed,  blind  with  pain  !  I  know 
not  what  I  said. 

I  meant  it  not.    But"  (he  moaned, 
drooping  his  head) 

"  Forgive  me  !    1 — have  I  so  wrong- 
ed you,  Lucile  '? 

I  ...  have  I  ...  forgive  me,  for- 
give me  !" 

"  I  feel 

Only  sad,  very  sad  to  the  soul,"  she 
said,  "far, 

Far  too  sad  for  resentment." 

"  Yet  stand  as  you  are 

One  moment,"  he  murmured.     "  I 
think,  could  I  gaze 

Thus  awhile  on  your  face,  the  old  in 
nocent  days 

Would  come  back  upon  me,  and  thi 
scorching  heart 

Free  itself  in  hot  tears.    Do  not,  do 
not  depart 

Thus,  Lucile  !  stay  one  moment.     ] 

know  why  you  shrink, 
Why  you  shudder  ;  1  read  in  you' 

face  what  you  think. 
Do  not  speak  to  me  of  it.     And  yet, 
if  you  will. 
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Whatever  you  say,  my  own  lips  shall 

be  still. 
I  lied.     And  the  truth,  now,  coultl 

justify  naught. 
There  are    battles,   it    may    be,   in 

which  to  have  fought 
Is  more  shameful  than,  simply,  to 

fail.     Yet,  Lueile, 

Had  you  helped  me  to  bear  what  you 
1  forced  me  to  feel — " 

'•' Cciid  I  help  you,"  she  murmured, 

but  what  can  1  say 
T^a,  your  life  will   respond   to  ? " 

"  My  life  ?  "  he  sighed.  "  Nay, 
My  life  hath  brought  forth  only  evil, 

and  there 
The  wild  wind  hath  planted  the  wild 

weed  :  yet  ere 
You  exclaim,  '  Fling  the  weed  to  the 

names,'  think  again 
Why  the  field  is  so  barren.     With  all 

other  men"  [only  goes 

First  love,  though  it  perish  from  life. 
Like  the  primrose  that  falls  to  make 

way  for  the  rose. 
For  a  man.  at  least  most  men,  may 

love  on  through  life  : 
Love  in  fame  ;  love  in  knowledge  ; 

in  work  :  earth  is  rife 
With  labor,  and  therefore  with  love, 

for  a  man. 
If  one  love  fails,  another  succeeds, 

and  the  plan 
Of  man's   life  includes  love  in  all 

objects  !     But  I  ? 
All  such  loves  from  my  life  through 

its  whole  destiny 
Fate  excluded.     The  love  that  I  gave 

yt  u,  alas  ! 
Was  the  sole  love  that  life  gave  to 

me.     Let  that  pass  ! 
It  perished,  and  all  perished  with  it. 

Ambition  ? 
Weal'li   left  nothing  to  add  to  my 

social  condition. 

Fame  ?    But  fame  in  itself  presup- 
poses some  great 
Field  wherein  to  pursue  and  attain 

it.     The  State  ? 
I,   to  cringe   to  an   upstart  ?     The 

Camp  '<  I,  to  draw 


From  its  sheath  the  old  sword  of  the 

Dukes  of  Luvois 
To     defend      usurpation  ?     Books, 

then  ?    Science,  Art  ? 
But,  alas!  I  was  fashioned  for  action: 

my  heart, 
Withered  thing  though  it  be,  I  should 

hardly  compress 
'Twixt  the   leaves  of   a  treatise  on 

Statics  :  life's  stress 
Needs  scope,  not  contraction  !  what 

rests  ?  to  wear  out 
At  some  dark  northern  court  an  ex- 
istence, no  doubt, 
In  wretched  and  paltry  intrigues  for 

a  cause 
As  hopeless  as  is  my  own  life  !     By 

the  laws  [dispute, 

Of  a  fate  1  can  neither  control   nor 
I  am  what  I  am  ! " 

VIII. 

For  a  while  she  was  mute. 
Then  she   answered.   "We  are  our 

own  fates.     Our  own  deeds 
Are  our  doomsmen.     Man's  life,  was 

made  not  for  men's  creeds, 
But  men's  actions.      And,  Due  de 

Luvois,  1  might  say 
That  al!  life  attests,  that  'the  will 

makes  the  way.' 
Is  the  land  of  our  birth  less  the  land 

of  our  birth, 
Or  its  claim  the  less  strong,  or  its 

cause  the  less  worth 
Our  upholding,   because  the   whin* 

lily  no  more 
Is  as  sacred  as  all  that  it  bloomed 

for  of  yore  ? 
Yet  be  that  as  it  may  be ;  I  cannot 

perchance 

Judge  this  matter     I   am  but  a  wo- 
man, and  France 
lias  for  me  simpler  duties.     I.arge 

hope,  though,  Eugene 
De  Luvois,  should  be  youro.     There 

is  purpose  in  pain, 
Otherwise  it  were  devilish.     I  tr.ist 

in  my  soul 
That  the  great  master  hand   wliicb 

sweeps  over  the  whole 


Of  this  deep  harp  of  life,  if  at  mo- 
ments it  stretch 
To  shrill  tension  some  one  wailing 

nerve,  means  to  fetch 
Its  response  the  truest,  most  strin- 
gent, and  smart, 
Jts  pathos  the  purest,  from  out  the 

wrung  heart. 
Whose  faculties,  flaccid  it  may  he,  if 

less 
Sharply  strung,  sharply  smitten,  had 

failed  to  express 

Just  the  one  note  the  great  final  har- 
mony needs. 
And  what  best  proves  there's  life  in 

a  heart  ? — that  it  hleeds  ! 
Grant  a  cause  to  remove,  grant  an 

end  to  attain, 
Grant  hoth   to    be  just,   and   what 

mercy  in  pain  ! 
Cease  the  sin  with  the  sorrow  !    See 

morning  begin  ! 
Pain   must  burn   itself  out    if    not 

fuelled  by  sin. 
There  is  hope  in  yon  hill-tops,  and 

love  in  yon  light. 
Let  hate  and  despondency  die  with 

the  night  !" 

lie  was  moved  by  her  words.  As 
some  poor  wretch  confined 

In  cells  loud  with  meaningless  laugh- 
ter, whose  mind 

Wanders  trackless  amidst  its  own 
ruins,  may  hear 

A  voice  heard  long  since,  silenced 
many  a  year. 

And  now,  'mid  mad  ravings  recap- 
tured ana in. 

Singing  through  the  caged  lattice  a 
once  well-known  strain. 

Which  brings  back  his  boyhood  upon 
it,  until 

The  mind's  ruined  crevices  gracious- 
ly till 

With  music  and  memory,  and,  as  it 
were, 

The  long-troubled  spirit  grows  slowly 
aware 

Of  the  mockery  round  it,  and  shrinks 
frora  each  thiug 


It  once  sought, — the  poor  idiot  who 

passed  for  a  king, 
Hard    by,   with    his    squalid    straw 

crown,  now  confessed 
A  madman  more  painfully  mad  t!ian 

the  rest, — 
So  the  sound  of  her  voice,  as  it  there 

wandered  o'er 
His  echoing  heart,  seemed  in  part  to 

restore 
The  forces  of  thought  :  he  recaptured 

the  whole 
Of  his   life   by  the   light  which,  in 

pas.-sing,  her  soul 
Reflected   on   his  :   he   appeared    to 

awake 
From  a  dream,  and  perceived  he  had 

dreamed  a  mistake  : 
His  spirit  was  softened,  yet  troubled 

in  him  : 
He  felt  hia  lips  falter,  his  eyesight 

grow  dim, 

But  he,  nun-mured  .  .  . 
"  Lucile,  not  for  me  that  sun's  light 
Which   reveals  —  not  restores  —  the 

wild  havoc  of  night. 
There  are   some  creatures  born  for 

the  night,  not  the  day. 
Broken-hearted  the  nightingale  hides 

in  the  spray, 
And   the  owl's  moody  mind  in  his 

own  hollow  tower 

Dwells  muffled.     Be  darkness  hence- 
forward my  dower. 
Light,  be  sure,  in  that  darkness  there 

dwells,  by  which  eyes 
Grown  familiar  with  ruins  inaj  yet 

recognize 
Enough  desolation." 

IX. 

"  The  pride  that  claims  here 
On  earth  to  itself  (howsoever  severe 
To  itself  it  may  be)  God's  dread  office 

and  right 
Of  punishing  sin,  is  a  sin  in  heaven's 

sight, 
And  against  heaven's  sen-ice. 

"  Eugene  de  Luvois. 
Leave  the  judgment  to    Him   who 

alone  knows  the  law. 
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Surely  no  man  can  be  his  own  judge, 

least  of  all 
His  own  dooinsnian." 

Her  words  seemed  to  fall 
With  the  weight  of  tears  in  them. 

lie  looked  up,  and  saw 
That  sad  serene  countenance,  mourn- 
ful as  law 
Aii  tender  as  pity,  bowed  o'er  him  : 

and  heard 
lz  some  thicket  the  matinal  chirp  of 

a  bird. 

x. 

"  Vulgar  natures  alone  suffer  vainly. 

"  Eugene," 

She  continued,  "  in  life  we  have  met 

once  again. 
And  once  more  life  parts  us.     Yon 

day-spring  for  me 
Lifts  the  veil  of  a  future  in  which  it 

may  be 
We  shall  meet  nevermore.     Grant, 

O  grant  to  rue  yet 
The  belief  that  it  is  not  in  vain  we 

have  met  ! 

I  plead  fur  the  future.     A  new  horo- 
scope 
I  would  cast  :  will  you  read  it  ?    I 

plead  for  a  hope  : 
I  plead  for  a  memory  ;  yours,  yours 

alone, 
To  restore  or  to  spare.     Let  the  hope 

be  your  own, 
Be  the  memory  mine. 

"  Once  of  yore,  when  for  man 
Faith  yet  lived,  ere  this  age  of  the 

sluggard  began, 
Men,  aroused  to   the   knowledge  of 

evil,  fled  far 
Fiom    the    fading    rose-gardens    of 

sense,  to  the  war 
With  the  Pagan,   the  cave  in   the 

desert,  and  sought 
"N'ot  repose,  but  employment  in  action 

or  thought, 
1  ife's  strong  earn  \st.  in  all  things  ! 

O  think  not  }f  me, 
But)  yourself  !  for  I  plead  for  your 

own  destiny  : 
I  plervd  for  your  life.,  with  its  duties 

undone, 


With,  its  claims  nnappeased,  and  its 
trophies  nnwon  ; 

And  in  pleading  for  life's  fair  fulfil- 
ment, 1  plead 

For  all  that  you  miss,  and  for  all  that 
you  need." 

XI. 

Through  the  calm  crystal  air,  flirt 

and  far,  as  she  spoke, 
A  clear,  chilly  chime  from  a  chuicli- 

turret  broke  ; 
And  the  sound  of  her  voice,  with  the 

sound  of  the  bell, 
On  his  ear,  where  he  kneeled,  softly, 

soothingly  fell. 
All  within  him  was  wild   and  con- 
fused ,  as  within 
A  chamber  deserted  in  some  roadside 

uin, 
Where,      passing,     wild     travellers 

paused,  over-night, 
To  quaff  and  carouse;  in  each  socket 

each  light 
Is  extinct  ;  crashed  the  glasses,  and 

scrawled  is  the  wall 
With   wild  ribald  ballads  :   serenely 

o'er  all, 
For  the  first  time  perceived,  where 

the  dawn-light  creeps  faint 
Through  the  wrecks  of  that  orgy,  the 

face  of  a  saint, 
Seen  through  some   broken   frame, 

appears  noting  meanwhile 
The  ruin  all  round  with  a  sorrowful 

smile. 
And  he  gazed  round.     The  curtains 

of  Darkness  half  drawn 
Oped  behind  her  ;  and  pure  as  the 

pure  light  of  dawn. 
She  stood,  bathed  in  morning,   and 

seemed  to  his  eyes 
From  their  sight  to  be  melting  away 

in  the  skies 
That  expanded  around  her. 


There  passed  through  his  head 
A  fancy, — a   vision.     That    woman 

was  dead 
He  had   loved  long  ago, — loved  and 

lost  !  dead  to  him, 
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Dead   to  all   the  lif<>  left  him  ;  but 
tlicre,  in  the  dim 

Dewy   light  of   the   dawn,   stood  'a 
spirit  ;  'twas  hers  ; 

And  he  said  to  the  soul  of  Lucile  de 
Xovers  :  [away  ! 

"O   soul    to  its    sources    departing 

Pray  for  mine,  if  one  soul  for  anoth- 
er may  pray. 

to  ask  have  no  right,  thou  to  give 
hast  no  power, 

One  hope  to  my  heart.     But  in  this 
parting  hour 

I  name  not  my  heart,  and  I  speak 
not  to  thine. 

Answer,  soul  of  Lucile,  to  this  dark 
soul  of  mine, 

Does  not  soul  owe  to  soul,  what  to 
heart  heart  denies, 

Hope,  when  hope  is  salvation  ?    Be- 
hold, in  yon  skies. 

This  wild  night  is  passing  away  while 
I  speak  : 

Lo,  abcve  us.  the  day-spring  begin- 
ning to  break  ! 

Something  wakens   within  me,  and 
warms  to  the  beam. 

Is  it  hope  that  awakens  ?  or  do  I  but 
dream  ? 

I  know  not.     It  may  be,  perchance, 
the  first  spark 

Of  a  new  light  within  me  to  solace 
the  dark 

Unto  v/hich  I  return  ;  or  perchance 
it  may  be 

The  last  spark  of  fires  half  extin- 
guished in  me. 

I  know  not.     Thou  goest  thy  way  :  I 
my  own : 

For  good  or  for  evil,   I  know  not. 
Alone 

This  I   know  ;   we  are  parting.      I 
wished  to  say  more, 

But  no  matter  !  'twill  pass.     All  be- 
tween us  is  o'er. 

Forget  the  wild  words  of  to-night. 
'Twas  the  pain 

For  long  years  hoarded  up,  that  rush- 
ed from  me  again. 

I  was  unjust  :  forgive  me.     Spare 
now  to  reprove 


Other  words,  other  dwwis.     It  was 

madness,  not  love. 
That  you  thwarted  this  night.  What 

is  done  is  now  done. 
Death  remains  to  avenge  it,  or  life  to 

atone. 
I  was  maddened,  delirious  !    I  saw 

you  return 
To  him — not  to  me  ;  and  I  felt  my 

heart  burn 
With  a  fierce  thirst  for  vengeance— 

and  thus  ...  let  it  pass  ! 
Long  thoughts  these,   and   so  brief 

the  moments,  alas  . 
Thou  goest  thy  way,  aud  I  mute.     . 

suppose 
'Tis  to  meet  nevermore.     Is  it  not 

so  ?     Who  knows, 
Or  who  heeds,  where  the  exile  from 

Paradise  flies  ? 
Or  what  altars  of  his  in  the  desert 

may  rise '? 
Is  it  not   so,  Lucile  ?    Well,   well  ! 

Thus  then  we  part 
Once  again,  soul  from  soul,  as  before 

heart  from  heart  ! " 


And  again,  clearer  far  than  the  chime 
of  the  bell, 

That  voice  on  his  sense  softly,  sooth- 
ingly fell. 

"  Our  two  paths  must  part  us,  Eu- 
gene ;  for  my  own 

Seems  no  more  through  that  world 
in  which  henceforth  alone 

You  must  work  out  (as  now  I  believe 
that  you  will) 

The  hope  which  you  speak  of.  That 
work  I  shall  still 

(If  I  live)  watch  aud  welcome,  and 
bless  far  away. 

Doubt  not  this.  Btit  mistake  not  tho 
thought,  if  I  say, 

That  the  great  moral  combat  between 
human  life 

And  each  human  soul  must  be  single. 
The  strife 

None  can  share,  though  by  a]l  its  re- 
sults may  be  kuowii. 


LUCILE. 


When  the  soul  arms  for  battle,  she 
goes  forth  alone. 

1  say  not,  indeed,  we  shall  meet  nev- 
ermore, 

For  I  know  not.  But  meet,  as  we 
have  met  of  yore, 

I  know  that  we  cannot.  Perchance 
we  may  meet 

By  tl)3  death-hod,  the  tomb,  in  the 
crowd,  in  the  street. 

Or  in  solitude  even,  but  never  again 

bhall  we  meet  from  henceforth  as 
we  have  met,  Eugene. 

For  we  know  not  the  way  we  are  go- 
ing, nor  yet 

Where  our  two  ways  may  meet,  or 
may  cross.  Life  hath  set 

No  landmarks  before  us.  But  this, 
this  alone, 

I  will  promise  :  whatever  your  path, 
or  my  own. 

If,  for  once  in  the  conflict  before  you, 
it  chance 

That  the  Dragon  prevail,  and  with 
cleft  shield,  and  lance 

Lost  or  shattered,  borne  down  by  the 
stress  of  the  war, 

You  falter  and  hesitate,  if  from  afar 

I,  still  watching  (unknown  to  your- 
self, it  may  be) 

O'er  the  conflict  to  which  I  conjure 
you,  should  see 

That  my  presence  could  rescue,  sup- 
port you,  or  guide, 

In  the  hour  of  that  need  I  shall  be 
at  your  side, 

To  warn,  if  you  will,  or  incite,  or 
control  ; 

And  again,  once  again,  we  shall 
meet,  soul  to  soul  ! " 

XIV. 

The  voice  ceased 

lie  uplifted  his  eyes. 

All  al»ne 
He  stood  on  the  bare  edge  of  dawn. 

She  was  gone, 
Like  a  star,  when  up  bay  after  bay 

of  the  night, 

Ripplee  in,  wave  on  wave,  the  broad 
ocean  of  light. 


And  at  once,  in  her  place,  was  the 

Sunrise  !     It  rose 
In     its     sumptuous     splendor     and 

solemn  repose. 
The  supreme    revelation    of    light. 

Domes  of  gold. 
Realms  of  rose,  in  the  Orient  1   Anvl 

breathless,  and  bold, 
While  the  gre.it  gates  of  heiven  roll 

ed  back  one  by  one. 
The  bright  herald  angel  stood  stern 

in  the  sun  ! 
Thrice    holy    Eospheros  !      Light's 

reign  begau 
In  the  heaven,  on  the  earth,  in  the 

heart  of  the  man. 
The  dawn  on   the  mountains  !  the 

dawn  everywhere  ! 
Light!  silence!  the  fresh  innovations 

of  air  ! 
O  earth,  and  O  ether  I    A  butterfly 

breeze 
Floated    up,    fluttered    down,    and 

poised  blithe  on  the  trees. 
Through  the  revelling   woods,  o'er 

the  sharp-rippled  stream. 
Up  the  vale  slow  uncoiling  itself  out 

of  dream, 
Around  the  brown  meadows,  adown 

the  hill-slope, 

The  spirits  of  morning  were  whisper- 
ing, "  LLope  !  " 


He  uplifted  his  eyes.     In  the  place 

where  she  stood 
But  a    moment    before,  and  where 

now  rolled  the  Hood 
Of  the  sunrise  all  golden,  he  seemed 

to  behold. 
In  the  young   liirht  of  sunrise,   an 

image  unfold 
Of  his  own  youth. — its  r.rdor?, — its 

promise  of  fame, — 
Its  ancestral  ambition  ;  and  France 

by  the  name 
Of   his   sires   seemed    to    call    him 

There,  hovered  in  light. 
Thar  image  aloft,  o'er  the  shapolese 

and  bright 
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And  Aurorean  clouds,  which  them- 
selves seemed  to  be 
Brilliant   fragments   of  that  golden 

world,  wherein  he 
Had  once  dwelt,  a  native  ! 

There,  rooted  and  hound 
To  the  earth,  stood  the  man,  gazing 

at  it  !    Around 
The  rims  of  the  sunrise  it  hovered 

and  shone 
Transcendent,  that  type  of  a  youth 

that  was  gone  ; 
And  he, — as  the  body  may  yearn  for 

the  soul, 
So  he  yearned  to  embody  that  image. 

His  whole 
Heart  arose  to  regain  it. 

"And  is  it  too  late?" 
No  !   For  time  is  a  fiction,  and  limits 

not  fate. 
Thought    alone    is    eternal.      Time 

thralls  it  in  vain. 
For  the  thought  that  springs  upward 

and  yearns  to  regain 
The  pure  source  of  spirit,  there  is  no 

Too  LATK. 
As  the  stream  to  its  first  mountain 

levels,  elate 
In  the  fountain  arises,  the  spirit  in 

him 
Arose  to    that  image.     The  image 

waned  dim 
Into  heaven  ;  and  heavenward  with 

it,  to  melt 

As  it  melted,  in  day's  broad  expan- 
sion, he  felt 
With  a  thrill,  sweet  and  strange,  and 

intense, — awed,  amazed, — 
Something  soar  and  ascend  hi  his 

so"  1,  as  he  gazed. 


MAN  is  born  on  a  battle-field.  Round 
him,  to  rend 

O.  resist,  the  dread  Powers  he  dis- 
places attend, 

By  the  cradle  which  Nature,  amidst, 
the  stern  shocks 


That    have   shattered   creation,  aud 
shapen  it,  rocks. 

He   leaps   with  a  wail   into  being  ; 
and  lo  ! 

His  own  mother,  fierce  Nature  her- 
self, is  his  foe. 

Her    whirlwinds    are    roused     into 
wrath  o'er  his  head  : 

'Xeath  his  feet  roll  her  earthquakes 
her  solitudes  spread 

To  damit  him  :   her  forces  disputx. 
his  command  : 

Her  snows  fall  to  freeze  him  :   hei 
sims  burn  to  brand  : 

Her  seas  yawn  to  engulf  him  :  hex 
rocks  rise  to  crush  : 

And  the  lion  and  leopard,  allied,  lurk 
to  rush 

On  their  startled  invader. 

In  lone  Malabai. 

Where   the    infinite    forest  spreads 
breathless  and  far, 

'Mid  the  cruel  of  eye  and  the  stealthy 
of  claw 

(Striped  and  spotted  destroyers  I)  he 
sees,  pale  with  awe, 

On  the  menacing  edge  of  a  fiery  sky 

Grim  Doorga,  blue-limbed  and  red- 
handed,  go  by,  [Terror. 

And  the  first  thing  he  worships  is 
Anon, 

Still  impelled  by  necessity  hungrily 
.  on, 

He  conquers  the  realms  of  his  ow  n 
self-reliance, 

And  the  last  cry  of  fear  wakes  the 
first  of  defiaLce. 

From  the  serpent  he  crushes  its  poi- 
sonous soul : 

Smitten  down  in   his  path  see  the 
dead  lion  roll  ! 

On  toward  Heaven  the  son  of  Ale 
mena  strides  high  on 

The  heads  of  the  Hydra,  the  spoils 
of  the  lion  : 

And  man,  conquering  Terror,  is  wor- 
shipped by  man. 

A  camp  has  this  world   been  sinoe 
first  it  began  ! 

From   his   tents  sweeps  the  roving 
Arabian  ;  at  peace. 
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A  mere  wandering  shepherd  that  fol- 
lo\vs  the  fierce  ; 

But,  warring  his  way  through  a 
world's  destinies, 

Lo,  from  Delhi,  from  Bagdadt,  from 
Cordova.  }•]-•' 

Domes  of  empiry.  dowered  with 
«-!••!  ••<•  and  art, 

Schools,  libraries,  forums,  the  pal- 
ace, the  mart  I 

New  realms  to  man's  soul  have  been 

conquered.     But  those, 
Forthwith  they  are  peopled  for  man 

by  new  foes  ! 
The  stars    keep    their  secrets,   the 

earth  hides  her  own, 
And   hold   must    the    man   he  that 

braves  the  Unknown  ! 
Not  a  truth  has  to  art  or  to  science 

been  given, 
But  brows   have   ached   for  it,  and 

souls  toiled  and  striven  ; 
And  many  have  striven,  and  many 

have  failed, 
And  many  died,  slain  by  the  truth 

they  assailed. 
But  when  Man  hath  tamed  Nature, 

asserted  his  place 
And  dominion,  behold!  he  is  brought 

face  to  face 
With  a  new  foe,— himself  ! 

Noi  may  man  on  his  shield 
Ever  rest,  foi  his  foe  is  forever  afield. 
Danger  ever  at  hand,  till  the  armed 

Archangel 
Bound  o'er  him  the  trump  of  earth's 

final  evangel, 
ii. 
Silence  straightway,  stern  Muse,  the 

soft  cymbals  of  pleasure, 
I'.p  all  bron/en  these  numbers,  and 

martial  the  measure  ! 
Breathe,  s<  norously  breathe,  o'er  the 

spirit  in  me 
One  strain,   sad   and  stern,  of  that 

deep  Epopee 
"Which   thou.   from   the  fashionless 

cloud  of  far  time, 

Chantest  lonely,  when  Victory,  pale, 
and  subliire 


In  the  light  of  the  aureole  over  her 
head. 

Hears,  and  heeds  not  the  wound  iri 
her  heart  fresh  and  red. 

Blown  wide  by  the  blare  of  the  clar- 
ion, unfold 

The  shrill  clanging  curtains  of  war  1 
And  behoid 

A  vision  ! 

The  antique  Iloraclean  seats  ; 

And  the  long  Black  Sea  billow  that 
once  bore  those  fleets, 

Which  said  to  the  winds,  "  Be  ye, 
too,  Genoese  ! " 

And  the  red  angry  sands  of  the 
chafed  Chersonese  ; 

And  the  two  foes  of  man,  War  and 
Winter,  allied 

Round  the  Armies  of  England  and 
France,  side,  by  side 

Enduring  and  dying  (Gaul  and  Brit- 
on abreast  !) 

Where  the  towers  of  the  North  fret 
the  skies  of  the  East. 

in. 

Since  that  sunrise,  which  rose 
through  the  calm  linden  stems 

O'er  Lucile  and  Eugene,  in  the  gar- 
den at  Ems, 

Through  twenty-five  seasons  encir- 
cling the  sun, 

This  planet  of  ours  on  its  pathway 
hath  gone. 

And  the  fates  that  I  sing  of  havf 
(lowed  with  the  fates 

Of  a  world,  in  the  red  wake  of  war, 
round  the  gates 

Of  that  doomed  and  heroical  city,  in 
which 

(Fire  crowning  the  rampart,  blood 
bathing  the  ditch  !) 

At  bay.  fightfl  the  Russian  as  some 
hunted  bear, 

Whom  the  huntsmen  have  hemmed 
round  at  last  in  his  lair. 

IV. 

A  fanned,  arid   plain,  sapped  with 

underground  fire, 
Soaked  with  snow,  torn  with  shot, 

mashed  to  one  gory  mire  I 
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There  Fat  P'S  iron  scale  hangs  in  hor- 
rid suspense, 

While  those  two  famished  ogres, — 
the  Siege,  the  Defence, 

Face  to  face,  through  a  vapor  frorc. 
dismal,  and  dun. 

Glare,  scenting  the   breath  of  each 
other. 

The  one 

Double-bodied,  two-headed, — by  sep- 
arate ways 

Winding,  serpent-wise,  nearer  ;  the 
other,  each  day's 

Sullen  toil  adding  size  to, — concen- 
trated, solid, 

Indefatigable,  —  the    brass-fronted, 
embodied, 

And  audible  avros  gone  sombrely  forth 

To  the  world   from  that  Autocrat 
Will  of  the  north  1 


In  the  dawn  of  a  moody  October,  a 
pale 

Ghostly  motionless  vapor  began  to 
prevail 

Over  city  and  camp  ;  like  the  gar- 
ment of  death 

Which  (is  formed  by)  the  face  it  con- 
ceals. 

'Twas  the  breath 

War,  yet  drowsily  yawning,  began  to 
suspire  ; 

Wherethrough,  here  and  there,  flash- 
ed an  eye  of  red  fire, 

And  closed,  from  some  rampart  be- 
ginning to  bellow 

Hoarse  challenge  ;  replied  to  anon, 
through  the  yellow 

And  sulphurous   twilight  :  till    day 
reeled  and  rocked, 

Ani   roared   into   dark.     Then   the 
midnight  was  mocked 

With    fierce    apparitions.       Ringed 
round  by  a  rain 

Of  red  fire,  and  of  iron,  the  murther- 
ous  plain 

Flared  with  fitful  combustion;  where 
fitfully  fell 

Afar  off  the  fatal,  disgorged  schar- 
penelle, 


And  fired  the  hori/on,  ;t:id   singed 

the  coiled  gloom 
With  wings  of  swift  riaine  round  that 

City  of  Doom. 

VI. 

So  the  day — so  the  night !    So  by 

night,  so  by  day, 
With    stern    patient    pathos,    while 

time  wears  away. 
In  the  trench  flooded  through,  in  the 

wind  where  it  wails, 
In  the  snow  where  it  falls,  in  the  fire 

where  it  hails 
Shot  and  shell — link  by  link,  out  of 

hardship  and  pain. 
Toil,  sickness,  endurance,  is  forged 

the  bronze  chain 
Of  those  terrible  siege-lines  ! 

No  change  to  that  toil 
Save  the  mine's  sudden  leap  from 

the  treacherous  soil. 
Save  the  midnight  attack,  save  the 

groans  of  the  maimed. 
And     Death's     daily    obolus     due, 

whether  claimed 
By  man  or  by  nature. 

vn. 

Time  passes.     The  dumb. 
Bitter,  snow-bound,  and  sullen  No- 
vember is  come. 
And  its  snows  have  been  bathed  in 

the  blood  of  the  brave.: 
And  many  a  young  heart  has  glutted 

the  grave  : 
And    on    Inkerman    yet   the    wild 

bramble  is  gory, 

And  those  bleak  heights  henceforth 

shall  be  famous  in  story 

vm. 

The  moon,   swathed  in  storm,  has 

long  set  :  through  the  camp 
No   sound  save  the  sentinel's  slow 

sullen  tramp, 
The  distant  explosion,  the  wild  sleety 

wind, 
That  seems  searching  for  something 

it  never  can  find. 
The  midnight  is  turning  :  the  lamp 

is  nigh  spent  : 
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And,  wounded  and  lone,  in  a  deso- 
late tent 

Lies  a  young  British  soldier  y;hose 
sword  .  .  . 

In  this  place, 

However,  my  Muse  is  compelled  to 
retrace 

Her  precipitous  steps  and  revert  to 
the  past. 

The  shock  which  had  suddenly  shat- 
tered at  last 

Alfred  Vargrave's  fantastical  holiday 
nature, 

Had  sharply  drawn  forth  to  his  full 
size  and  stature 

The  real  man,  concealed  til)  that  mo- 
ment beneath 

All  he  yet  had  appeared.     From  the 
gay  broidered  sheath 

Which  a  man   in   his   wrath  flings 
aside,  even  so 

Leaps  the  keen  trenchant  steel  sum- 
moned forth  by  a  blow. 

And  thus  loss  of  fortune  gave  value 
to  life. 

The  wife  gained  a  husband,  the  hus- 
band a  wife, 

In  that  home  which,  though  humbled 
and  narrowed  by  fate, 

Was  enlarged  and  ennobled  by  love. 
Low  their  state, 

But  large  their  possessions. 

Sir  Ridley,  forgiven 

By    those    he    unwittingly  brought 
nearer  heaven 

By  one  fraudulent  act,  than  through 
all  his  sleek  speech 

The  hypocrite  brought  his  own  soul, 
safe  from  reach 

Of  the  law,  died  abroad. 

Cousin  John,  heart  and  hand, 

Purse  and  person,  henceforth  (hon- 
est man  ! )  took  his  stand 

By  Matilda  and  Alfred  ;  guest,  guar- 
dian, and  friend 

Of  the  home  he  both  shared  and  as- 
sured, to  the  end, 

With  his  large  lively   love.     Alfred 
Yargrave  meanwhile 

Faced  the  world's  frown,  consoled 
by  his  wife's  faithful  smile. 


Late  in  life  he  began  life  in  earnest  ; 

and  still, 

With  the  tranquil  exertion  of  reso- 
lute will, 
Through  long,   and  laborious,   and 

difficult  days, 

Out  of  manifold  failure,  by  weari- 
some ways. 
Worked  his  way  through  the  world 

till  at  last  he  began 
(Reconciled  to  the  work  which  man 

kind  claims  from  man), 
After  years  of  unwitnessed,  unwea- 
ried endeavor, 
Years  impassioned  yet    patient,   to 

realize  ever 
More  clear  on  the  broad  stream  of 

current  opinion 
The  reflex  of  powers  in  himself, — 

that  dominion 
Which   the   life  of  one  man,  if  his 

life  be  a  truth. 
May  assert  o'er  the  life  of  mankind. 

Thus,  his  youth 
In  his  manhood  renewed,  fame  and 

fortune  he  won 
Working  only  for  home,  love,  and 

duty. 

One  son 
Matilda  had  borne  him  ;  but  scarce 

had  the  boy, 
With  all  Eton  yet  fresh  in  his  full 

heart's  frank  joy, 

The  darling  of  young  soldier  com- 
rades, just  glanced 
Down  the  glad  dawn  of  manhood  at 

life,  when  it  chanced 
That  a  blight  sharp  and  sudden  wa» 

breathed  o'er  the  bloom 
Of  his  joyous  and   generous   years, 

and  the  gloom 
Of  a  grief   premature  on  their  fai 

promise  fell  : 
Xo  light  cloud  like  those  which,  for 

June  to  dispt-1, 
Captious  April  engenders  ;  bi  t  leep 

as  his  own 
Deep  nature.  Meanwhile,  ere  I  fully 

make  known 
The  cause  of  this  sorrow,  I  track  the 

event. 
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When  first  a  wild  war-note  through 
England  was  sont, 

lie,  transferring  without  either  to- 
ken or  word, 

To  friend,  parent,  or  comrade,  a  yet 
virgin  sword. 

From  a  holiday  troop,  to  one  bound 
for  the  war. 

Had  inarched  forth,  with  eyes  that 
saw  death  in  the  star 

Whence  others  sought  glory.     Thus, 
fighting,  he  fell 

On  the  red  field  of  Inkerman  ;  found, 
who  can  tell 

By  what  miracle,  breathing,  though 
stuttered,  and  borne 

To  the  rear  by  his  comrades,  pierc- 
ed, bleeding,  and  torn. 

Where    for   long  days   and   nights, 
with  the  wound  in  his  side, 

lie  lay,  dark. 

IX. 

But    a   wound   deeper  far,  unde- 

scribed, 
In  the  young  heart  was   rankling  ; 

for  there,  of  a  truth, 
In  the  first  earnest  faith  of  a  pure 

pensive  youth. 
A.   love    large"  as     life,    deep    and 

changeless  as  death, 
Lay  ensheatbed  :  and  that  love,  ever 

fretting  its  sheath. 
The  frail  scabbard  of  life  pierced  and 

wore  through  and  through. 
There   are   loves  in  man's  life   for 

which  time  can  renew 
AF    that  time  may  destroy.      Lives 

there  are,  though,  in  love. 
Which   cling  to  one  faith,  and  die 

with  it  ;  nor  move, 
Though  earthquakes  may  shatter  the 

shrine. 

Whence  or  how 

laid  claim  to  this  young  life,  it 

matters  not  now. 


O,  is  it  a  th&ntom  'I  a  dream  of  the 

night  ? 
A  vision  which  fever  hath  fashioned 

to  sight  ? 


The  wind  wailing  ever,  with  mo'.ion 

uncertain, 
Sways  sighingly  there  the  drenched 

tent's  tattered  curtain, 
To  and  fro,  up  and  down. 

But  it  is  not  the  wind 
That  is  lifting  it  now  :  and  it  is  n  Jt 

the  mind 
That  hath  moulded  that  vision. 

A  pale  woman  enters 
As  wan  as  the  lamp's  waning  light, 

which  concentres 
Its  dull  glare  upon  her.     With  eyes 

dim  and  dimmer 

There,  all  in  a  slumberous  and  shad- 
owy glimmer, 

The  sufferer  sees  that  still  form  float- 
ing on, 
And  feels  faintly  aware  that  he  is 

not  alone. 
She    is    flitting  before    him.      She 

pauses.     She  stands 
By  his  bedside,  all  silent.     She  lays 

her  white  hands 
On  the  brow  of  the  boy.     A  light 

finger  is  pressing 
Softly,  softly  the  sore  wounds  :  the 

hot  blood-stained  dressing 
Slips    from    them.      A    comforting 

quietude  steals 
Through  the  racked  weary  frame  : 

and,  throughout  it,  he  feels 
The  slow  sense  of  a  merciful,  mild 

neighborhood. 
Something  smooths  the  tossed  pillow. 

Beneath  a  gray  hood 
Of  rough  serge,  two  intense  tender 

eyes  are  bent  o'er  him. 
And  thrill  through  and  through  Kim. 

The  sweet  form  before  him. 
It  is  surely  Death's  angel  Life's  las 

vigil  keeping  ! 
A  soft  voice  says  ..."  Sleep  ! " 

And  he  sleeps  :  he  is  sleeping. 

XI. 

He   waked   before  dawn.    Still  the 

vision  is  there  : 
Still  that  pale  woman  moves  not.    A 

ministering  care 
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Meanwhile  has  been  silently  chang- 
ing and  cheering 

The  aspect  of  all  things  armind  him. 
Revering 

Some   power   unknown    ami    benig- 
nant, lit;  blessed 

In   silence   the    sense  of  salvation. 
And  rest 

Having  loosened  the  mind's  tangled 
meshes,  he  faintly 

Sighed  .   .   .    "Say   what   thou   art, 
blessed  dream  of  a  saintly 

And  ministering  spirit  !" 

A  whisper  serene 

Slid,  softer  than  tilence  ..."  The 
Su-ur  Seraphine, 

A  poor  Sister  of  Charity.     Shun  to 
inquire 

Aught  further,  young  soldier.     The 
son  of  thy  sire, 

For  the  sake  of  that  sire,  I  reclaim 
from  the  grave. 

Thou  didst  not   shun   death  :  shun 
not  life.     'Tis  more  brave 

To  live,  than  to  die.     Sleep  !  " 

He  sleeps  :  he  is  sleeping. 


He  wakened  again,  when  the  dawn 

was  just  steeping 
The  skies  with  chill  splendor.     And 

there,  never  flitting, 
Never  flitting,  that  vision  of  inercy 

was  sitting. 
As  the  dawn  to  the  darkness,  so  life 

seemed  returning 
Slowly,   feebly    within    him.       The 

night-lamp,  yet  burning. 
Made  ghastly  the  glimmering  day- 
break, 

-,  He  said, 

'  If  thou  be  of  the  living,  and  not  of 

the  dead, 
Sweet  minister,  pour  out  ye*  further 

the  healing  [revealing 

Of  that  balmy  voice  ;  if  it  may  be, 
Thy  mission  of  mercy  1  whence  art 

thou?" 

"  O  son 
Of  Matilda  and  Alfred,  it  matters 

not  J    One 


Who  is  not,  of  the  living  nor  yet  of 

the  dead  : 
To  thee.  and   to  othi-rs.  alive  yet" 

.    .    .    she  said    .    .    . 
"So   Ion;:   as   there   liveth   'he    poor 

gift  in  me  'to  the.--. 

Of  this  ministration  ;  to  then;.  Mid 
Dead  in  all  things  beside.     A  Kronen 

Xtm.  whose  vocation 
Is  now  by  this  bedside.     A  nun  hath 

no  nation. 
Wlierever   man    suffers  or    woman 

may  soothe, 

There  her  land !  there  her  kindred  !  '' 

She  bent  down  to  smooth 

The  hot  pillow  ;   and   added   .    .   . 

"  Yet  more  than  another 
Is   thy   life  dear  to   me.      For  thy 

father,  thy  mother, 
I  knew  them, — I  know  them.'' 

"  O  can  it  be  ?  you  ! 
My  dearest  dear  father  !  my  mother! 

you  knew. 
You  know  them  ?" 

She  bowed,  half  averting,  her  head 
In  silence. 

He  brokenly,  timidly  said, 
"  Do  they  know  I  am" thus  ?  " 
"Ilush!"  .  .  .  she  smiled,  as  she 

drew 
From  her  bosom  two  letters  ;  and — 

can  it  be  true  ? 

That  beloved  and  familiar  writing  ! 

He  burst 

Into  tears  .  .  .  "  My  poor  mother — 

my  father  !  the  worst 
Will  have  reached  them  !  " 
"No,  no  !"  she  exclaimed  with  a 

smilf. 
"They   know  you  are  living;  they 

know  that  meanwhile 
I  am  watching  beside  you.     Young 

soldier,  weep  not  I" 
But  still  on  the  nun's  nursing  bosom, 

the  hot 
Fevered  brow  r,f  the   boy    »eepujg 

wildly  is  pressed. 
There,  at  last,  tbe  young  heart  sobs 

itself  into  rest  : 
And   he   hears,  as  it   were  between 

Biuiling  and  weeping. 
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1'be  calm  voice  say  .  .  .  "Sleep  !" 
Aud  he  sleeps,  he  is  sleeping. 

XIII. 

And    day    f;    owed    day.     Aud,   as 
wave  follows  wave, 

With  the  tide,  day  by  day,  life,  reis- 
suing, drave 

Through   that  young  hardy  frame 
novel  currents  of  health. 

Yet  some  strange  obstruction,  which 
life's  self  by  stealth 

Seemed  to  cherish,   impeded  life's 
progress.     And  still 

A  feebleness,  less  of  the  frame  than 
the  will. 

Clung  about  the  sick  man  :  hid  and 
harbored  within 

The  sad  hollow  eyes  :  pinched  the 
cheek  pale  and  thin  : 

And  clothed   the  wan  lingers   with 
languor. 

And  there, 

Day  by  day.  night  by  night,  unre- 
mitting in  care, 

Unwearied  in  watching,  so  cheerful 
of  mien, 

A.ml  so  gentle  of  hand,  sat  tlie  Soeur 
Seraphine  ! 

XIV. 
A  strange  woman  truly  !  not  young  ; 

yet  her  face, 
Wan  and  worn,  as  it  was,  bore  about 

it  the  trace 
Of  a  beauty  which  time  could  not 

ruin.     For  the  whole 
Quir    jfieek,  youth's  lost  bloom  left 

transparent,  the  soul 
Seemed  to  (ill  with  its  own  light,  like 

some  sunny  fountain 
Everlastingly  fed  from  far  off  in  the 

mountain 
That  pours,  in  a  garden  deserted,  its 

stmuus, 

And  all  the  more  lovely  for  loneli- 
ness seems. 
So   that,    watching    that    face,   you 

would  scarce  pause  to  guess 
The  years  which  its  calm  careworn 
might  express, 


Feeling  only  wha,t  suffering  with 
these  must  have  passed 

To  have  perfected  there  so  much 
sweetness  at  last. 


Thus,    one   bronzen   evening,  when 

•  lay  had  put  out 
His  brief  thrifty  h'res,  and  the  win 

was  about, 
The  nun,   watchful  still  by  the  boy, 

on  his  own 
Laid  a  firm  quiet  hand,  and  the  deep 

tender  tone 
Of  her  voice  moved  the  silence. 

She  said  ..."  I  have  healed 
These  wounds  of  the   body.     Why 

hast  them  concealed. 
Young  soldier,  that  yet  open  wound 

in  the  heart  ? 
Wilt  thou  trust  no  hand  near  it  ?  " 

He  winced,  with  a  start, 
As  of  one  that  is  suddenly  touched 

on  the  spot 
From,   which    every   nerve    derives 

suffering. 

"What? 
Lies  my  heart,  then,  so  bare  V"  he 

moaned  bitterly. 

"  Nay," 
With     compassionate    accents     she 

hastened  to  say, 
"  Do  you  think  that  these  eyes  are 

with  sorrow,  young  man, 
So  all  unfamiliar,  indeed,  as  to  scan 
Her  features,  yet  know  them  not  ? 

"  O.  was  it  spoken, 
'  Go  ye  forth,  heal  tin-  sick,  lift  the 

low,  bind  the-  broken  !  ' 
Of  the  body  alone  ?    Is  our  mission, 

then,  done, 
When  we  leave  the  bruised  hearts,  il 

we  bind  the  bruised  bone  ! 
Nay,  is  not  the  mission  of  mercy 

twofold  ? 
Whence  twofold,  perchance,  are  the 

powers,  that  we  hold 
To  fulfil  it.  of  Heaven  !  For  Heaven 

dotli  still 
To  us,  Sisters,  it  may  be,  who  seek 

it,  send  skill 
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Won  from  lon-i  intercourse  with  af- 
fliction, and  art 
Helped  of   Heaven,  to  bind  up  the 

broken  of  heart. 
T.THt    to    me!"      (His   two  feeble 

hands  in  her  own 
r>L^  drew  gently.)     "Trust  to  me  !" 

(she  said,  with  soft  tone)  : 
"  I  am  not  so  dead  in  remembrance 

to  all 
I  have  died   to   in   this  "world,   but 

what  I  recall  | trial, 

Enough  of  its  sorrow,  enou-rh  of  its 
To  grieve  for  both, — save  from  both 

haply  !     The  dial 
Receives    many    shades,    and    each 

points  to  the  sun. 
The  shadows  are  many,  the  sunlight 

is  one. 
Life's  sorrows  still  fluctuate  :  God's 

love  does  not. 
And  His  love  is  unchanged,  when  it 

changes  our  lot. 
Looking  up  to  this  light,  which   is 

common  to  all. 
And    down   to    these    shadows,   on 

each  side,  that  fall 
In  time's  silent  circle,  so  various  for 

each, 
Is  it  nothing  to  know  that  they  never 

can  reach 
So  far,  but  what  light  lies  beyond 

them  forever  ? 
Trust  to  me  !    O,  if  in  this  hour  I 

endeavor 
To  trace  the  shade  creeping  across 

the  young  life 
Which,   in   prayer  till  this  hour,  I 

have  watched  through  its  strife 
With  the  shadow  of  death,  'tis  with 

this  faith  alone, 
Tiat,  in  tracing  the  shade,  I  shall 

find  out  the  sun. 
Trust  to  me  !" 
She    paused  .    he    was    weeping. 

Small  need 

Of  added  appeal,  or  entreaty,  indeed, 
Had  tl.ose  gentle  accents  to  win  from  • 

his  pale 
And   parched,  trembling  lips,  as  it  | 

rose,  the  brief  Uiiu 


Of  a  life's  early  sorrow.     The  story 

is  old. 
And  in  words  few  as  may  be  shall 

straightway  be  told. 


A  few  years  ago,  ere  the  fair  form  of 
Peace 

Was  driven  from  Europe    a  young 

girl — the  niece 
Of  a  French  noble,   leaving  an  old 

Xorman  pile 
By  the  wild  northern  seas,  came  to 

dwell  for  a  while 
With  a  lady  allied  to  her  race, — an 

old  dame 
Of  a  threefold  legitimate  virtue,  and 

name, 
In  the  Faubourg  Saint  Germain. 

Upon  that  fair  child, 
From    childhood,    nor    father    nor 

mother  had  smiled. 
One  uncle  their  place  in  her  life  had 

supplied, 
And  their  place  in  her  heart  :  she 

had  grown  at  his  side. 
And  under  his  roof-tree,  and  in  his 

regard, 
From  childhood  to  girlhood. 

This  fair  orphan  ward 
Seemed    the    sole    human   creature 

that  lived  in  the  heart 
Of  that  stern  rigid  man,  or  whose 

smile  could  impart 
One    ray  of    response   to   the   eyes 

which,  above 
Her    fair    infant    forehead,    looked 

down  with  a  love 

That    seemed   almost   stern,   so  in- 
tense was  its  chill 
Lofty  stillness,  like  sunlight  on  som* 

lonely  hil. 

Which  is  colder  and  stiller  than  sun- 
light elsewhere. 

Grass  grew  in  the  court-yard  ;   the 

chambers  were  bare 
I.i  that  ancient  mansion  ;  when  first 

the  stern  tread 
Of  its  owner  awakened  their  echoes 

long  dead  : 
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Bringing  with  him  th's  infant  (the 

cliilil  of  a  brother), 
Whom,  dying,  the  hands  of  a  deso- 
late mother 
Had  placed  on   his  bosom.     'Twas 

said — right  or  wrong — 
,That,  in  the  lone  mansion,  left  teu- 

antless  lonu. 
To  which,  as  a  stranger,  its  lord  now 

returned, 
In  years  yet  recalled,  through  loud 

midnights  had  burned 
The   light   of  wild  orgies.     Be  that 

false  or  true, 
Slow  and  sad  was  the  footstep  which 

now  wandered  through 
Those  desolate  chambers  ;  and  calm 

and  severe 
Was  the  life  of  their  inmate. 

Men  now  saw  appear 
Every  morn  at   the  mass  thai  h'nn 

sorrowful  face. 
Which  seemed  to  lock  up  in  a  cold 

iron  case 
Tears  hardened  to  crystal.  Yet  harsh 

if  he  were, 

His  severity  seemed  to  he  trebly  se- 
vere 
In  the   rule  of  his   own   rigid   life, 

which,  at  least, 
Was  benignant  to  others.     The  poor 

parish  priest. 
Who  lived  on  his  largess,  his  piety 

praised. 
The  peasant  was  fed,  and  the  chapel 

was  raised, 
And  the  cottage  was   built,   by  his 

liberal  hand. 
Yet  he  seemed  in  the  midst  of  his 

good  deeds  to  stand 
4.  lone,  and  unloved,  and  unlovable 

man. 
i'here    appeared    some    inscrutable 

flaw  in  the  plan 
Of  his  life,  that  love  failed  to  pass 

over. 

That  child 
Alone  did  not  fear  him,  nor  shrink 

from  him  :  smiled 
To  his  frov.-n,  and  dispelled  it. 

The  sweet  sportive  elf  J 


Seemed  the  type  of  some  joy  lost, 

and  missed,  in  himself. 
Ever  welcome  he  suffered  her  glad 

face  to  glide 
In  on  hours  when  to  others  his  door 

was  denied  : 
And  many  a  time  with  a  mute  mood" 

look 
He  would  watch  her  at  prattle  a  4 

play,  like  a  brook 
Whose  babble  disturbs  not  tb«s  quj  *- 

est  spot. 
But  soothes  us  because  we  need  a  i- 

swer  it  not. 

But  few  years  had  passed  o'er  that 
childhood  before 

A  change  came  among  them.     A  let- 
ter, which  bore 

Sudden    consequence   with   it,    one 
morning  was  placed 

In  the  hands  of  the  lord  of  the  chi- 
teau.     He  paced 

To  and  fro  in  his  chamber  a  whole 
night  alone 

After  reading  that  letter.    At  dawn 
he  was  gone. 

Weeks  passed.     When  he  came  back 
again  he  returned 

With    a    tall    ancient    dame,    from 
whose  lips  the  child  learned 

That  they  were  of  the  same  race  and 
name.     With  a  face 

Sad  and   anxious,  to  this  withered 
stock  of  the  race 

He  confided    the    orphan   and    left 
them  alone 

In  the  lonely  old  house. 

In  a  few  days  'tw,as  known, 

To  the  angry  surprise  of  half  Paris, 
that  one 

Of  the  chiefs  of  that  party  which, 
still  clinging  on 

To  the  banner  that  bears  the  white 
lilies  of  France, 

Will  fight  'neath  no  other,  nor  yet 
for  the  chance 

Of    restoring    their    own,    had    re- 
nounced the  watchword 

And  the  creed  uf  his  yo:uh  in  un- 
sheathing his  sword 
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For  a  Fatherland  fathered  no  more 

(such  is  fate  !) 
By  legitimate  parents. 

And  meanwhile,  elate 
And  in  no  wise  disturbed  by  what 

Paris  might  say, 
The  new  soldier  thus  wrote  to  a  friend 

far  away  : — 
"  To  the  life  of  inaction  farewell ! 

After  all, 
Creeds  the  oldest  may  crumble,  and 

dynasties  fall, 
But  the  sole  grand  Legitimacy  will 

endure, 
In  whatever  makes  death  noble,  life 

strong  and  pure. 
i  reedom  !  action  I  ...  the  desert  to 

breathe  in, — the  lance 
3f  the  Arab  to  follow  !    I  go  !    Vive 

la  Prance  I " 

Few  and  rare  were    the    meetings 
henceforth,  as  years  fled, 

Twixt   the   child   and   the   soldier. 
The  two  women  led 

Lone  lives  in  the  lone  house.     Mean- 
while the  child  irn-w 

Into  girlhood  :  and.  like  a  sunbeam, 
sliding  through 

ller  green  quiet  years,  changed  by 
gentle  degrees 

To  the  loveliest  vision  of  youth  a 
youth  sees 

In  his  loveliest  fancies  :  as  pure  as  a 
pearl. 

And  as  perfect  :  a  noble  and  inno- 
cent girl, 

With  eighteen   sweet  summers  dis- 
solved in  the  light 

Of  her  lovely  and  lovable  eyes,  soft 
and  bright  ! 

Tlirm    her    guardian  wrote    to    the 
dame,  ..."  Let  Const&nce 

Go  with  you  to  Paris.     I  trust  that 
in  France 

I  may  be  ere  the  close  of  the  year. 
I  confide 

My  life's  treasure  to  you.    Let  her 
see,  at  your  side, 

The  world  which  we  live  in." 

To  Paris  then  came 


Constance  to  abide  witu    that   old 

stately  dame 
In  that  old  stately  Faubourg. 

The  young  Englishman 
Thus   met  her.     'Tuas   there  their 

acquaintance  began. 
There  it  closed.     That  old  miracle-- 

Love-at-first-sight — 
Needs  no  explanations.     The  hear 

reads  aright 

Its  destiny  sometimes.     13 is  love  nei- 
ther chidden 
Nor  checked,  the  young  soldier  was 

graciously  bidden 
An  habitual  guest  to  that  house  by 

the  dame. 

His  own  candid  graces,  the  world- 
honored  name 
Of  his  father  (in  him  not  dishonored  ) 

were  both  [ing  loath, 

Fair  titles  to  favor,     liis  love,  noth- 
The  old  lady  observed,  was  returned 

by  Constance. 
And  as  the  child's  uncle  his  absence 

from  France 
Yet  prolonged,  she  (thus  easing  long 

self-gratulation) 

Wrote  to  him  a  lengthened  and  mov- 
ing narration 
Of  the  graces  and  gifts  of  the  young 

English  wooer  : 
His  father's   fair  fame  ;   the   boy's 

deference  to  her  ; 
His  love  for  Constance, — unaffected, 

sincere  ; 
And  the  girl's  love  for  him,  read  by 

her  in  those  clear 
Limpid  eyes  ;  then  the  pleasure  with 

which  she  awaited 
Her  cousin's  approval  of  all  she  had 

stated. 

At-  length  from  thxt  cousin  an  an 

swer  there  came, 
Brief,  stern  ;  such  as  stunned  snd 

astonished  the  dame. 

"  Let  Constance  leave  Paris  with  \  <  u 

on  the  day 
You  receive  this.     Until  my  rcluru 

she  uiay  at;1.}- 
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At  her  convent  awhile.     If  my  niece 

wishes  ever 
To  behold  me  again,  understand,  she 

will  never 
-'Wed  that  man. 

'  You  have  broken  faith  with  me. 

Farewell  !" 

No  appeal  from  that  sentence. 

It  needs  not  to  tell 
{   The  tears  of  Constance,  nor  the  grief 

of  her  lover  : 
The  dream  they  had  laid  out  their 

lives  in  was  over. 
Bravely  strove  the  young  soldier  to 

look  in  the  face 
Of    a    life,    where    invisible    hands 

seemed  to  trace 
O'er  the  threshold,  these  words  .  .  . 

"  Dope  no  more  I " 

Unre.turned 
Had  his  love  been,  the  strong  manful 

heart  would  have  spurned 
That  weakness  which  suffers  a  wo- 
man to  lie 
At   the   roots  of   man's  life,  like  a 

canker,  and  dry 
Ami  wither  the  sap  of  life's  purpose. 

l!ut  there 
Lay  the  bitterer  part  of  the  pain  ! 

Could  he  dare 
To   forget   he  was   loved  ?    that   he 

grieved  not  alone  ? 
Recording  a  love  that  drew  sorrow 

upon 
The    woman    hr>  loved,  for  himself 

dare  he  seek 
Surcease  to  that  sorrow,  which  thus 

held  him  weak, 

B- . »\  him  down,  and  destroyed  him? 

News  reached  him  indeed, 

Ylii'i'iurh   a   comrade,    who   brought 

him  a  letter  to  read 
rVoDi    the  dame   who   had   care  of 

Constance  (it  was  one 
To  whom,   when  at   Paris,  the  boy 

had  been  known, 

A  Frenchman,  and  friend  of  the  Fan- 
bourn),  which  said 
That  Constance,  although  never  a 

murmur  betrayed 


What  she  suffered,  in  silence  grew 

paler  each  day. 
And   seemed   visihly  drooping   and 

dyin^  away. 
It  was  theu  he  ."ought  death. 

XVII. 

Thus  the  tale  ends.     'Twas  told 
With  such  broken,  passionate  wordr, 

as  unfold 
In   glimpses    alone,   a  coj'.ed   grief. 

Through  each  pause 
Of    its    fitful   recital,   in   raw  gusty 

flaws, 

The  rain  shook  the  canvas,  unheed- 
ed ;  aloof. 
And      unheeded,     the      night-wind 

around  the  tent-roof 
At  intervals  wirbled.     And  when  all 

was  said, 
The  "sick  man,  exhausted,  drooped 

backward  his  head, 
Ami  fell  into  a  feverish  slumber. 

Long  while 
Sat   the  So?ur  Seraphine,   in    deep 

thought.     The  still  smile 
That  was  wont,  angel-wise,  to  inhab- 
it her  face 
And  make  it  like  heaven,  was  fled 

from  its  place 
In  her  eyes,  on  her  lips  ;  and  a  deep 

sadness  there 
Seemed  to  darken  the  lines  of  long 

sorrow  and  care, 
As  low  to  herself  she  sighed  .  .  . 

"  Hath  it,  Euizene, 
lieen  so  long,  then,  the  struggle  ?  .  .  . 

and  yet,  all  in  vain  ! 
Nay,    not    all    in    vain  !     Shall    the 

world  gain  a  man, 
And  yet  Heaven  lose  a  soul  ?     Ilav 

L  done  all  I  can '? 
Soul  to  soul,  did  he  say?    Soul  t 

soul,  be  it  so  I 
And  then, — soul  of  mine,  whither? 

whither  ?  " 

XTTH. 

Large,  slow, 

Silent  tears  in  those  deep  eyes  as- 
cended, and  fell. 
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"Here,  at  least,  I  have  failed  not" 

.  .  .  she  mused  ..."  this  is 

well  ! " 

She  drew  from  her  bosom  two  letters. 

In  one, 

A  mother's  heart,  wild  with  alarm 

for  her  son, 
T3rtathed  bitterly  forth  its  despairing 

appeal. 
'The  pledge  of  a  love  owed  to  thee, 

0  Lucile  ! 
The  hope  of  a  home  saved  by  thee, — 

of  a  heart 
Which  hath  never  since  then  (thrice 

endeared  as  thou  art  !) 
Ceased  to  bless  thee,  to  pray  for  thee, 

save  !  .  .  .  save  my  son  ! 
And  if  not"  .  .  .  the  letter  went  bro- 
kenly on, 
"  Heaven  help  us  !  " 

Then  followed,  from  Alfred,  a  few 
Blotted     heart-broken     pages,     lie 

mournfully  drew, 
With   pathos,   the    picture   of    that 

earnest  youth, 
So  unlike  his  own  :  how  in  beauty 

and  truth 
lit  had    nurtured   that   nature,   so 

simple  and  brave  ! 
And  how  he  had  striven  his  son's 

youth  to  save 
From  the  errors  so  sadly  redeemed 

in  his  own, 
And  so  deeply  repented  :  how  thus, 

in  that  son, 
In  whose  youth  he  h:td  garnered  his 

age,  he  bad  seemed 
To  be  blessed  by  a  pledge  that  the 

past  was  redeemed, 
A  i\d  forgiven.     lie  bitterly  went  on 

to  speak 
Of  the  boy's  baffled  love  :  in  which 

fate  seemed  to  break 
Unawares   on   his  dreams   with  re- 
tributive pain, 
And  the  ghosts  of  the  past  &>se  to 

scourge  back  again 
The  hopes  of  the  future.     To  sue  for 

consent 
Pride  forbade  :  and  the  hope  his  old 

foe  might  relent 


Experience  rejected.  .   .   .   "My  lite 

for  the  boy's !  " 
(He  exclaimed) ;  "  for  I  die  with  my 

eon,  if  he  dirs  ! 
Lucile  !  Heaven  bless  you  for  nil  you 

have  done ! 
Save  him,  save  him,  Lncilo!  save 

my  sou  !  save  my  son  !  " 

XIX. 
"Ay!"  murmured  the  Scwnr  Sor:i- 

phine  ..."  heart  to  heart  ! 
There,  at  least,  I  have  failed  not 

Fulfilled  is  my  part  V 
Accomplished  my  mission  ?  One  act 

crowns  the  whole. 
Do  I  linger  ?    Nay,  be  it  so,  then  1 

.  .  .  Soul  to  soul  !" 
She  knelt  down,  and  prayed.     Still 

the  boy  slumbered  on. 
Dawn  broke.     The  pale  nun  frou 

the  bedside  was  gone. 

xx. 
Meanwhile,  'mid  his  aides-de-camp, 

busily  bent 

O'er  the  daily  reports,  in  his  well- 
ordered  tent 
There    sits    a    French    General,  — 

bronzed  by  the  sun 
And  seared  by  the  sands  of  Algeria. 

One 
Who  forth  from  the  wars  of  the  wild 

Kabylee 
Had  strangely  and  rapidly  risen  to 

be 
The  idol,  the  darling,  the  dream,  an<l 

the  star 
Of  the   younger  French  chivalry : 

daring  in  war, 
And  wary  in  council.     He  entered 

indeed, 
Late    in    life   (and    discarding    his 

Bourbonite  creed) 
The  Army  of  France  :  and  had  risen, 

in  part, 
From  a  singular  aptitude  proved  for 

the  art 

Of  that  wild  desert  warfaie  of  am- 
bush, surprise, 
And  stratagem,  which  to  the  French 

camp  supplieb 
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Its  subtlest  intelligence  ;  partly  from 

chance  ; 

Partly,  loo,  from  a  name  and  posi- 
tion which  France 
Was    proud    to    put   forward  ;    but 

mainly,  in  fact, 
From  the  prudence  to  plan,  and  the 

daiing  to  act. 
la  frequent  emergencies  startlingly 

shown, 
To  the  rank  which  he  now  held, — 

intrepidly  won 
Wivh  many  a   wound,   trenched   in 

many  a  scar, 
From  tierce  Milianak  and  Sidi-Sakh- 

dar. 

XXI. 

All  within,  and  without,  that  warm 
tent  seems  to  Lear 

Smiling  token  of  provident  order  and 
care. 

All  about,  a  well-fed,  well-clad  sol- 
diery stands 

In  groups  round  the  music  of  inirJi- 
breathing  bands. 

In  and  out  of  the  tent,  all  day  long, 
to  and  fro, 

The  messengers  come,  and  the  mes- 
sengers go, 

Upon  missions  of  mercy,  or  errands 
of  toil  : 

To  report  how  the  sapper  contends 
with  the  soil 

In  the  terrible  trench,  how  the  sick 
man  is  faring 

la  the   hospital  tent  :  and,  combin- 
ing, comparing, 

Constructing,    within     moves     the 

brain  of  one  man, 
oving  all. 

He  is  bending  his  brow  o'er  some 
plan 

For  the  hospital  service,  wise,  skil- 
ful, human*. 

The  ollicer  standing  beside  him  is 
fain 

To    refer    to    the    angel    solicitous 
cares 

Of  the  Sisters  of  Charity  :  one  he 
dechirea 


To  be  known  through  the  ctonp  as  a 

seraph  of  grace  : 

He  has  seen,  all  have  seen  her  in- 
deed, in  each  place 
Where  suffering  is  seen,  silent,  ac 

tive, — the  Su'iir  .  .  . 
Sieur  .  .  .  how  do  they  call  her  ? 

••  Ay.  truly,  of  hei 
I  have  heard  much,"  the  General, 

musing,  replies  ; 
*'  And  we  owe  her  already  (unless 

rumor  lies) 
The  lives  of  not  few  of  our  bravest. 

You  mean  .  .  . 
Ay,  h-)w  do  they  call  her?  ...   the 

Sceur — Seraphine, 
(Is  it  not  so  ?  )  I  rarely  forget  names 

once  heard." 

"  Yes  ;  the  So?ur  Seraphine.     Her  1 

meant." 

"  On  my  word, 
I  have  much  wished  to  see  her.     1 

fancy  I  trace, 
In  some  facts  traced  to  her,  some- 
thing more  than  the  grace 
Of    an     angel  :    I    mean    an   acute 

human  mind, 
Ingenious,  constructive,  intelligent. 

Find 
And,  if  possible,  let  her  coine  to  me. 

We  shall, 
1  think,  aid  each  other. 

"  Oui,  mon  G€n£ral ; 
I  believe  she  has  lately  obtained  the 

permission 
To  tend  some  sick  man  in  the  Second 

Division 
Of  our  Ally  •  they  sity  a  relation. 

"  Ay,  so  ? 
A  relation  ?" 

•'  "i'is  said  so." 

"  The  name  do  you  kno>*  ?  * 
"  Non,  mon  General." 

While  they  spoke  yet,  there  went 
A  murmur  and  stir  round  the  door 

of  the  tent. 
"A  Sister  of  Charity  craves,  in  a 

case 
Of  urgent  and  serious  import-xnce, 

the  grace 
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Of  brief    private   speech  with    the 

General  there. 
Will  the  General  speak  with  her?' 

"  Bid  her  declare 
Her  mission." 

"She  will  not.     She  craves  to  be 

seen 
A«nl  be  heard." 

"Well,  her  name  then  ?" 

"The  S'tur  Seraphine." 
'•Clear  the  tent.     She  may  enter." 

XXII. 

The  tent  has  been  cleared. 
The  chieftain  stroked  moodily  some- 
what his  beard, 
A  sable  long  silvered  :  and  pressed 

down  his  brow 
On  his  hand,  heavy  veined.     All  his 

countenance,  now 
Unwitnessed,  at  once  fell  dejected, 

and  dreary, 
As  a  curtain  let  fall  by  a  hand  that's 

grown  weary, 
Into  puckers  and  folds.     From   his 

lips,  unrepressed, 
Steals    th'     impatient    quick    sigh, 

which  reveals  in  man's  breast 
A  conflict  concealed,  an  experience 

at  strife 

With  itself,— the  vexed  heart's  pass- 
ing protest  on  life. 
He  turned  to  his  papers.     He  heard 

the  light  tread 
Of  a  faint  "foot  behind  him  :  and, 

lifting  his  head, 
Said,  "Sit.  Holy  Sister  !  your  worth 

is  well  known 
To  the  hearts  of  our  soldiers  ;  nor 

less  to  my  own. 
I  have  much  wished  to  see  you. 

owe  you  some  thanks  : 
In  the  name  of  all  those  you  have 

saved  to  onr  ranks 
I  record  them.  Sit  I  Now  then,  your 
mission  ?  " 

The  nun 
Paused   silent.      The   General   eyed 

her  anon 

More    keenly.      His    aspect    grew 
troubled.    A  change 


Darkened    over  his    features.      He 
muttered    ....    "Strange  ! 
strange  ! 
Any  faoe  should  so  strongly  remind 

me  of  her .' 
Fool !  again  the  delirium,  the  dream! 

does  it  stir  ? 
Does  it  move  as  of  old  ?    Psha  ! 

"  Sit,  Sister  !  I  wai 
Your  answer,  my  time  halts  but  hur 

riedly.     State 
The  cause  why  you  seek  me  ?" 

"  The  cause  ?  ay,  the  c  uise  ! ' 
She  vaguely  repeated.     Then,  after 

a  pause, — 
As    one    who,    awaked     unawares, 

would  put  back 
The  sleep  that  forever  returns  in  the 

track 
Of  dreams  which,  though  scared  and 

dispersed,  not  the  less 
Settle  back  to  faint  eyelids  that  yield 

'neath  their  stress, 
Like  doves  to  a  penthouse,— a  move- 
ment she  made, 
Less   toward   him   than  away   from 

herself  ;  drooped  her  head 
And  folded  her  hands  on  her  bosom: 

long,  spare. 
Fatigued,  mournful  hands  !    Not  a 

stream  of  stray  hair 
Escaped  the  pale  bands  ;  scarce  mor2 

pale  than  the  face 
Which  they  bound  and  locked  up  in 

a  rigid  white  case. 
She  fixed  her  eyes  on  him.     There 

crept  a  vague  awe 
O'er  his  sense,  such  as  ghosts  cast. 

••  Kngi'iie  de  Luvois, 
The  cause  which  recalls  me  again  to 

your  side 
Is  a  promise  that  rests  unfulfilled, 

she  replied. 
"  I  come  to  fulfil  it." 

He  sprang  from  the  place 
Where  he  sat.  pressed  his  hand,  as 

in  doubt,  o'er  his  face  ; 
And,  cautiously  feeling  each  step  o'er 

the  ground 
That  he  trod  on  (as  one  who  walks 

fearing  the  sound 
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Of  his  footstep  may  startle  and  scare 

out  of  sight 
Some   strange   sleeping  creature  on 

which  he  would  liirht 
Unawares),  crept  towards  her  ;  one 

heavy  hand  laid 
On  her  shoulder  in  silence  ;  bent  o'er 

hei  his  head, 
earched  her  face  with  a  long  look 

of  troubled  appeal 
Against  doubt  ;  staggered  barkward, 

and  murmured  .  .  .  "Lucile! 
Thus  we  meet  then  ?  .  .  .  here  !  .  . 

thus?" 

"Soul  to  soul,  ay,  Eugene, 
As  I  pledged  you  my  word  that  we 

should  meet  again. 
Dead,  ..."  she  murmured,  "  long 

dead  I    all   that   lived  in  our 

lives, — 
Thine  and  mine, — saving  that  which 

ev'n  life's  self  survives. 
The  soul  !    'Tis  my  soul  seeks  thine 

own.     What  may  reach 
From  my  life  to  thy  life  (so  wide 

each  from  each  ! ) 
Save  the  soul  to  the  soul  ?    To  the 

soul  I  would  speak. 
May  I  do  so  ?  " 

lie  said  (worked  and  white  was  his 

check 
As  he  raised  it),  "  Speak  to  me  !" 

Deep,  tender,  serene, 
And   sad   was   the  gaze   which  the 

S<vur  Seraphine 
Held  on  him.     bhe  spoke. 


As  some  minstrel  may  fling, 
Preluding  the  music  yet  mute  in  each 

string, 
A   swift  hand   athwart  the   hushed 

heart  of  the  whole, 
Seeking  which  note  most  fitly  may 

first  move  the  soul  ; 
And,   leaving  untroubled  the  deep 

chords  below, 
Move  pathetic  in  numbers  remote; — 

even  so 
The  voice   which   was   moving  the 

heart  of  that  man 


Far  away  from  its  yet  voiceless  pur- 
pose began. 

Far  away  in  the  pathos  remote  of 
the  past  ; 

Until,  through  her  words,  rose  be- 
fore him,  at  last, 

Bright  and  dark  in  their  beauty,  the 
hopes  that  were  gone 

Unaccomplished  from  life. 

lie  was  mute. 
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She  went  on. 

And  still  further  down  the  dim  pas', 
did  she  lead 

Each  yielding  remembrance,  far,  far 
off,  to  feed 

'Mid  the  pastures  of  youth,  in  the 
twilight  of  hope, 

And   the    valleys    of    boyhood,   the 
fresh-floweret?  slope 

Of  life's  dawning  land  ! 

'Tis  the  heart  of  a  boy, 

With  its  indistinct,  passionate  pre- 
science of  joy  ! 

The  unproved  desire,- -the  unaimed 
aspiration, — 

The  deep  conscious  life  that  fore- 
stalls consummation  ; 

With   ever   a   flitting    delight, — one 
arm's  length 

In  advance  of  the  august  inward  im- 
pulse. 

The  strength 

Of  the  spirit  which  troubles  the  seed 
in  the  sand 

With  the   birth  of  the  palm-tree  ! 
Let  ages  expand 

The  glorious  creature  !    The  ages  lie 
shut 

(Safe,  see  ! )  in  the  seed,  at  time's 
signal  to  put 

Forth  their  beauty  and  power,   le^f 
by  leaf,  layer  on  layer, 

Till   the  palm   strikes  the  sun,  and 
stands  broad  in  blue  air. 

So  the  palm  in  the  palm-s(  3d  !  so, 
slowly — so,  wrought 

Year  by  year  unpf-reeived,  hope  on 
hope,  thought  by  thought, 

Trace  the  growth  of  the  man  from  Its 
germ  in  the  boy. 
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Ah,  but  Nature,  that  nurtures,  may 

also  destroy  ! 
Charm   the   wind  and  the  sun,  lest 

some  chance  intervene  ! 
While  the  leafs  in   the  hud,  while 

the  stem's  in  the  green, 
A  light  hird  bends  the  branch,  a  light 

breeze  breaks  the  bough. 
Which,  if  spared  by  the  light  breeze, 

the  light  bird,  may  grow 
To  baflle  the  tempest,  and  rock  the 

high  nest, 
And  take  both  the  bird  and  the  breeze 

to  its  breast. 

Shall  we  save  a  whole  forest  in  spar- 
ing one  seed  ? 
Save  the  man  in  the  boy  ?   in   the 

thought  save  the  deed  ? 
Let  the  whirlwind  uproot  the  grown 

tree,  if  it  fan  ! 
Save  the  seed  from  the  north-wind. 

So  let  the  grown  man 
Face  out  fate.     Spare  the  man-seed 

in  youth. 

He  was  dumb. 
She  went  one  step  further. 


Lo  !  manhood  is  come. 
And  love,  the  wild   song-bird,  hath 

ll'iwn  to  the  tree, 
And    the    whirlwind    comes    after. 

Now  prove  we,  and  see  : 
What  shade   from   the  leaf  ?    what 

support  from  the  branch  ? 
Spreads  the    leaf   broad    and    fair? 

holds  the    bough   strong  and 

staunch  ? 
There,  he  saw  himself. — dark,  as  he 

stood  on  that  night, 
The  last   when   they  met  and  they 

parted  :  a  sight 
Fcr  heaven  to  mourn  o'er,  for  hell  to 

rejoice  ! 
An  ineflable  tenderness  troubled  her 

voice  ; 
It  grew   weak,  and  a  sigh   broke   it 

through. 

Then  he  said 
(Never  looking  at  her,  never  lifting 

his  head, 


As  though,   at  his  feet,   there   lay 

visibly  hurled 
Those  fragments),"  It  was  not  alove, 

'twas  a  world, 
'Twos  a  life  that  lay  ruined,  Lucile! " 
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She  went  on. 
"  So  be    it  !      Perish     Babel,    aris 

Babylon  ! 
From  ruins  like  these  rise  the  fanes 

that  shall  last, 
And  to  build  up  the  future  heaver, 

shatters  the  past." 
"  Ay,"  he  moodily  murmured,  "and 

who  cares  to  scan 
The  heart's  perished    world,   if  the 

world  gains  a  man  ? 
From  the  past  to  the  present,  though 

late,  I  appeal  ; 

To  the  nun  Seraphine,  from  the  wo- 
man Lucile  ! " 


Lucile  !  .  .  .  the    old    name,  —  the 
old  self  !  silenced  long  : 

Heard  once  more  !  felt  once  more  ! 
As  some  soul  to  the  throng 

Of  invisible  spirits  admitted,  baptized 

By  death  to  a  new  name  and  nature, 
— surprised 

'Mid  the  songs  of  the  seraphs,  hears 
faintly,  and  far, 

Some  voice  from  the  earth,  left  be- 
low a  dim  star. 

Calling  to  her  forlornly  ;  and   (sad- 
dening the  psalms 

Of  the  angels,  and  piercing  the  Para- 
dise palms  !) 

The  name  borne   'mid   earthly  be- 
loveds on  earth     . 

Sighed  above  some  lone  grave  in  th 

land  of  her  birth  ; — 
i  So  that  one  word  .  .  .  Lu  !'le  !  .  .  . 

stirred  the  S<rur  Sei .\phine, 
|  For  a  moment.     Anon  slit;  resumed 
her  serene 

Ami  concentn'.ted  ca'ni. 

'•Let  the  Nun.  then,  retrace 

The  life  of  the  Sold'.er  1"  ...  she 
said,  with  a  face 
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That  glowed,  gladdening  her  words. 
"  To  the  present  I  cuiuo  : 

Leave  the  Past." 

There  her  voice  rose,  and  seemed 
as  when  some 

Pale  Priestess   proclaims    from  her 
temple  the  praise 

Of  the   hero   whose    brows    she    is 
crowning  with  Kays. 

Step  by  step  did  she  follow  his  path 
from  the  place 

Where    their    two    paths    diverged. 
Year  by  year  did  she  trace 

(Familiar  with  all)  his,  the  soldier's 
existence. 

Iler  words  were  of  trial,  endurance, 
resistance ; 

Of  the  leaguer  around  this  besieged 
world  of  ours  : 

And  -lie  same  sentinels  that  ascend 
the  same  towers 

And  report  the  same  foes,  the  same 
fears,  the  same  strife, 

Waged  alike   to   the   limits  of  each 
human  life. 

She  went  on  to  speak  of  the  lone 
moody  lord, 

Shut  up   in  his  lone  moody  halls  : 
every  word 

Held  the  weight  of  a  tear  :  she  re- 
corded the  good 

He  had  patiently  wrought  Mirough  a 
whole  neighborhood  ; 

And  the  blessing  that  lived  on  the 
lips  of  the  poor, 

Ay  the  peasant's  hearthstone,  or  the 
cottager's  door. 

There  she  paused  :  and  her  accents 
seemed  dipped  in  the  hue 

Of  his  OWK  sombre  heart,  as  the  pic- 
ture she  drew 

Of  the  poor,  proud,  sad  spirit,  reject- 
ing love's  wages, 

V>t   working  love's  work  ;  reading 
backwards  life's  pages 

F.ir  penance  ;  and  stubbornly,  many 
a  time, 

Both  missing  the  moral,  and  mar- 
ring the  rhyme. 

Then  she  spoke  of  the  soldier  ! .  .  . 
the  man's  work  and  fame, 


The  pride  of  a  nation,  a  world's  just 

acclaim  ! 
Life's  inward  approval  1 
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Her  voice  reached  his  heart, 
And  sank  lower.     She  spoke  of  her- 
self :  how,  apart 
And  unseen, — far  away, — she    hal 

watched,  year  by  year, 
With  how    many  a    blessing,   how 

many  a  tear, 
And  how  many  a  prayer,  every  stage 

in  the  strife  : 
Guessed  the  thought  in  the  deed  : 

traced  the  love  in  the  life  : 
Blessed  the  man  in  the  man's  work  ! 

"  Thy  work  .  .  .  O.  not  mine  ! 
Thine,  Lucile  !  "  ...  he  exclaimed 

..."  all  the  worth  of  it  thine 
If  worth  there  be  in  it  ! " 

Her  answer  conveyed 
His  reward,  and  her  own  ;  joy  that 

cannot  be  said 
Alone  by  the  voice  .  .  .  eyes — face 

— spoke  silently  : 

All  the  wouian,oue  grateful  emotion ! 

And  she 

A  poor  Sister  of  Charity  !  hers  a  life 

spent 

In  one  sileut  effort  for  others  t  .  .  . 

She  bent 

Her  divine  face  above  him  ar^d  filled 

up  his  heart 
With  the  look  that  glowed  from  it. 

Then  slow,  with  soft  art, 
Fixed  her  aim,  and  moved  to  it. 


He,  the  soldier  humane 
lie,  the  hero  ;  whose  heart  hid  i 

glory  the  pain 
Of  a  youth  disappointed  ;  whose  lift 

had  made  known 
The  value  of  man's  life!  .  .  .  that 

youth  overthrown 
And  retrieved,  had  it  left  him  no 

pity  for  youth 
In  another  ?  his  own  life  of  etrenu- 

ous  truth 
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Accomplished  In  act,  had  it  taught 

Lim  no  care 
Fur  ':}\a  life  of  another?  .  .  .  O  no! 

everywhere 
In    the    camp    which    she    moved 

through,  she  came  face  to  face 
With  some  noble  token,  some  gener- 
ous trace 
)f  his  act'.?.' humanity  .  .  . 

"  Well,"  he  replied, 
"If  it  be  so?" 

u  J  come  from  the  solemn  bedside 
Of  a  man  that  is  dying,"   she  said. 

"  While  we  speak 
A  life  is  in  jeopardy.'' 

'•  Quick  then  !  you  seek 
Aid  or  medicine,  or  what  ?  " 

"'Tis  not  needed,"  she  said. 
"Medicine?  yes,  for  the  mind  !  'Tis 

a  heart  that  needs  aid  ! 
You,  Eugene  de   Luvois,  you   (and 

you  only)  can  [save  it?" 

Sas-e  the  life  of  this  man.     Will  you 

"  What  man  ? 
How?  .  .  .  where?  .   .   .   can  you 

ask?" 

She  went  rapidly  on 
To  her  object,  in  brief  vivid  words 

.  .  .  The  young  son 
Of  Matilda  and  Alfred— the  boy  ly- 
ing there 
Half  a  mile  from  that  tent-door — the 

father  s  despair, 
The  mother's    deep    anguish  —  the 

pride  of  the  boy 
In  the  father — the  father's  one  hope 

and  one  joy 
in  the  son  : — the  son  now — wounded, 

dying  !    She  told 
Of  the  father's  stern  struggle  with 

life  :  the  b;»y's  bold, 
V'irt,  and  beautiful  nature  :  the  fair 

life  before  him 
If  that  life  were  but  spared  .  .  .  yet 

a  word  might  restore  him  ! 
The  boy's  broken  love  for  the  niece 

of  Eugene  ! 
lib  pathos  :  the  girl's  love  for  him  ; 

how,  half  slain 
[n  his  tent  she  had  found  him     won 

from  him  the  tale  ; 


Sought  to  nurse  back  his  life     found 
her  efforts  still  fail  ; 

Beaten    back   by  a  love    that  wae 
stronger  than  life  ; 

Of  how  bravely  till  then  he    had 
stood  in  that  strife 

Wherein    England  and    France  in 
their  best  blood,  at  last, 

Had  bathed  from  remembrance  the 
wounds  of  the  past. 

And   shall   nations   be   nobler  thai 
men  ?    Are  not  great 

Men  the  models  of  nations  ?     For 
what  is  a  state 

But  the  many's  confused  imitation 
of  one  ? 

Shall  he,  the  fair  hero  of  France  on 
the  son 

Of  his  ally  seek  vengeance,  destroy- 
ing perchance 

An  innocent  life, — here  when  Eng- 
land and  France 

Have    forgiven    the    sins    of    their 
fathers  of  yore, 

And  baptized  a  new  hope  in  their 
sons'  recent  gore  ? 

She  went  on  to  tell  how  the  boy  had 
clung  still  [until 

To  life,  for  the  sake  of  life's  uses, 

From  his  weak  hands  the  strong  ef- 
fort dropped,  stricken  down 

By  the  news  that  the  heart  of  Con- 
stance, like  his  own, 

Was  breaking  beneath  .  .  . 
But  there  "  Hold  ! "  he  exclaimed, 

Interrupting,   "forbear!"    ...  his 
whole  face  was  inflamed 

With  the   heart's  swarthy   thunder 
which  yet,  while  she  spoke, 

Had  been  gathering  silent, — at  last 
the  storm  broke 

In  grief  or  in  wrath  .  .  . 

"  'Tis  to  him,  then,"  he  cried,  .  .  . 

Checking    suddenly    short  the  tu- 
multuous stride, 

"  That  I  owe  these  late  greetings,— 
for  him  you  are  here, — 

For  his  sake  you  seek  me, — for  him, 
it  is  clear, 

You  have  deigned  at  the  laet  to  be- 
think you  again 
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Of  this  long-forgotten  existence  !" 

"  Eugene  !  " 
"  Ila  !    foo!  that  I   was  ! "  .  .  .  he 

went  on,  .  .  .   "  and  just  m>\v, 
While  you  spoke  yet.  my  hcurt   was 

beginning  to  grow 
Almost  boyish  again,  almost  sure  of 

one  friend  ! 
Jet  this  was  the  meaning  of  all, — 

this  the  end  ! 
Je  it  so  !    There's  a  sort  of  slow 

justice  (admit  !  ) 
In  this. — that  the  word  that  man's 

linger  hath  writ  |last. 

In  fire  on  my  heart,  I  retnrn  him  at 

Let  him  learn  that  word, — Never!'' 

"  Ah,  still  to  the  past 

Must  the  present  he   vassal  ?  "  she 

said.     ''  In  the  hour 
We  last  parted  I  urged  you  to  put 

forth  the  power 

Which  i  felt  to  be  yours,  in  the  con- 
quest of  life. 
Yours,  the  promise  to  strive :  mine, — 

to  watch  o'er  the  strife. 
I  foresaw  you  would  conquer;  you 

have  conquered  much, 
Much,  indeed,  that  is  noble  I    I  hail 

it  as  such, 
And  am  here  to  record  and  applaud 

it.     I  saw 
Not  the  less  in  your  nature,  Eugene 

de  Luvois, 
One  peril, — one  point  where  I  feared 

you  would  fail 
To  subdue  that  worst  foe  which  a 

man  can  assail, — 
Himself  :  and  1  promised  that,  if  I 

should  see 
My  champion  once  falter,  or  hend 

the  brave  knee, 
That  moment  would  bring  me  again 

to  his  side. 
That  moment    is    come  !    for    that 

peril  was  pride, 

And  you  falter.     I  plead  for  your- 
self, and  one  other, 
For  that  gentle  child  without  father 

or  mother, 
To   whom   you  are  both.     I  plead, 

soldier  of  France, 


For  your   own  nobler  nature, — arid 

plead  for  Constance  !  " 
At  the  sound  of  that  name  ho  averts 

ed  his  head. 
"Constance  !  .  .  .  Ay,   the  entered 

my  lone  life  "  (he  said) 
''  When   its  sun  was  long  set  ;  and 

hung  over  its  night 
Her  own  starry  childhood.     I  hare 

but  that  light, 
In   the   midst  of    much   darkness 

Who  names  me  but  she 
With  titles  of  love  ?  and  what  rests 

there  for  me 
In  the  silence  of  age  save  the  voice 

of  that  child? 
The  child  of  my  own  better  life,  un- 

dc-rii.'d  ! 
My  creature,  carved  out  of  my  heart 

of  hearts  !  " 

"  Say," 
Said  the  Sonir  Seraphine, — "  are  you 

able  to  lay 
Your  hand  as  a  knight  on  your  heart 

as  a  man 

And  swear  that,  whatever  may  hap- 
pen, you  can 
Feel  assured  for  the  life  you  '.lius 

cherish  ?  " 

"How  so?" 
He  looked  up.     "  If  the  toy  should 

die  thus  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  know 
What  your  look  would  imply  .  .  . 

this  sleek  stranger  forsiu.ah  ! 
Because  on  his  cheek  was  the  red 

rose  of  youth 
The  heart  of  my  niece  must  break 

for  it  !" 

She  cried, 
"  Nay,  but  hear  ine  yet  further  !  " 

With  slow  heavy  stride 
Unheeding  her  words,  he  was  pacing 

the  tent,  [he  went. 

He  was  muttering  low  to  himself  as 
"  Ay,  these  young  things  lie  safe  in 

our  heart  just  so  iorg 
As  their  wings  are  in  growing  ;  and 

when  these  ar<  strong 
They   break   it,   and    farewell  I    tha 

bird  Hies  1 "  . 
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The  nun 
Laid  her  hand  on  the  soldier,  and 

murmured.  "  The  sun 
Is   descending,  life   fleets  while  we 

talk  thus  !    O,  yet 
Let  this  day  upon  one  final  victory 

set, 
And  complete  a  life's  conquest  !" 

Lie  said,  '*  Understand  '• 
If  Constance   wed   the   sou   of  this 

man,  by  whose  hand 
My  heart  hath  been  robbed,  she  is 

lost  to  my  life  ! 
Cau  her  home  be  my  home  ?    Can  I 

c.'a'm  in  the  wife 
Of  that  man's  son  the  child  of  my 

age  ?    At  her.  side 
Shall    he     stand    on    my    hearth? 

Shall  I  sue  to  the  bride 
Of  .  .  ,  enough  ! 

"  Ah,  and  you  immemorial  halls 
Of  my   Norman  forefathers,  whose 

shadow  yet  falls 
On    my     fancy,    and     fuses    hope, 

memory,  past, 
Present, — all,    in   one   silence  !    old 

trees  to  the  blast 
Of  the  North  Sea  repeating  the  tale 

of  old  days, 
Nevermore,  nevermore  in  the  wild 

bosky  ways 
Shall  I  hear  through  your  umbrage 

ancestral  the  wind 
Prophesy  as  of  yore,  when  it  shook 

the,  deep  mind 
Of  my  boyhood,  with  whispers  from 

out  the  far  years 
Of  love,  fame,  the  raptures  life  cools 

down  with  tears  ! 
Henceforth  shall  the  tread  of  a  Var- 

grave  a.one 

Rouse  your  echoes  ?  "  [son 

"  (),  think  not,"  she  said,  "of  the 

Of  the  man  whom  unjustly  you  hate; 

only  think 
Of  this  young  human  creature,  that 

cries  from  the  brink 
Of  a  grave  to  your  mercy  ! 

"  Kecall  your  own  wards 
(Words  my  memory  mournfully  ever 

records!) 


How  with  .ove   may  be  wrecked  a 

whole  life  !  then.  Eujeue. 
Look  with  me  (still  those  A-cri3  in 

our  ears  !)  once  again 
At  this  young  soldier  sinking  from 

life  here, — dragged  down 
By  the  weight  of   the   luve  in   his 

heart  :  no  renown. 
No    fame    comforts    him!    natur  • 

shout  not  above 
The  lone  grave  down  to  which  he  is 

bearing  the  love 
Which  life  has  rejected  !     Will  you 

stand  apart  ? 
You,   with  such  a    love's    memory 

deep  in  your  heart  ! 
You  the  hero,  whose  life  hath  per- 
chance been  led  on 
Through  the  deeds  it  hath  wrought 

to  the  fame  it  hath  won. 
By  recalling  the  visions  and  dreams 

of  a  youth, 
Such  as  lies  at  your  door  now  :  who 

have  but,  in  truth, 
To  stretch  forth  a   hand,  to  speak 

only  one  word. 
And  by  that  word    you    rescue    a 

life  ! " 

He  was  stirred. 
S'/'l  he  sought  to  put  from  him  the 

cup  ;  bowed  his  face 
On  his  hand  ;  and  ano.i,  as  though 

wishing  to  chase 
With   one   angry   gesture    his    own 

thoughts  aside, 
He  sprang  up,  brushed  past  her,  an.l 

bitterly  cried, 
"  No  ! — Constance  wed  a  Vargrave  ! 

— I  cannot  consent  !  " 
Then  uprose  the  Sosur  Sera  phi  ne. 

The  low  tent 
In    her    sudden     uprising,    seemed 

dwarfed  by  the  height. 
From    which    those    imperial    eyes 

poured  the  light  [him. 

Of   their   deep   silent   sadr.t'.v 

No  v, ;  >ii'i i  r 
lie  felt,  as  it  were,  his  own  stature 

shrink  under 
The   compulsion   of  that  grave  10- 

gard  I     For  bctweeu 


LUCTLE. 


The  Due  dr  Luvois  and   the  Steur 
Serapliine 

At  that  moment  there  rose  all  the 

height  of  one  soul 
O'er  another  ;  she  looked  dowu  on 

him  from  the  whole 
Lonely  length  of  a  life.     There  were 

sad  nights  and  clays, 
There  were  long  months  and  years 

iu  that  heart-searching  gaze  ; 
And  her  voice,  when  she  spoke,  with 

sharp  pathos  thrilled  through, 
And  transfixed  him. 

"  Eugene  de  Luvois,  but  for  you, 
I   might  have  been   now, — not  this 

wandering  nun, 
But  a  mother,  a  wife, — pleading,  not 

for  the  son 
Of  another,  but  blessing  some  child 

of  my  own. 
His, — the  man's  that  I  once  loved! .  . 

Hush  !  that  which  is  done 
I    regret    not.       I    breathe    no    re- 

proaohes.     That's  best 
Which  (rod  sends.     'Twas  His  will  : 

it  is  mine.     And  the  rest 
Of  that  riddle  I  will  not  look  back 

to.     He  reads 
In  your  heart. — He   that  judges  of 

all  thoughts  and  deeds, 
With  eves,  mine  forestall  not !  This 

only  I  say  : 
You  have  not  the  right  (read  it,  you, 

as  you  may  !) 

To  say  .  .  .  '  I  am  the  wronged.'  "  . . . 
"  Have  I  wronged  thee  ? — wronged 

thee !  " 

Tie  faltered,  "Lucile,  ah,  Lucile  !" 
"Nay,  not  me." 
She    murmured,    "but  man  !    The 

lone  nun  standing  here 
Ras   no   claim    upon    earth,    and   is 

passed  from  the  sphere 
Of  earth's  wrongs  and  earth's  repar- 
ations.    But  she, 
The  dead  woman.  Lucile,  she  whose 

crave  is  in  me. 
Demands  from  her  grave  reparation 

to  man, 
Reparation  to  God.     Heed,  O  heed, 

•while  you  can, 


i  This  voice  from  the  grave  I " 

"  Hush  !"  he  moaned.  "  I  obey 
I  The  Sop ur  Seraph ine.  There,  Lucile  ! 

let  this  pay 
Every  debt  that  is  due  to  that  grave. 

Now  lead  on  : 
I  follow  you.  S<eur  Seraphine  ! .  .  .  . 

To  the  son 
Of  Lord  Alfred  Yargrave  .  .  .  and 

then,"  .  .  . 

As  he  spoke 
He  lifted  the  tent-door,  and  down 

the  dun  smoke 
Pointed  out  the  dark  bastions,  with 

batteries  crowned, 
Of  the  city  beneath  them  .  .  . 

"  Then,  there,  underground. 
And  valete  et  plaudlte,  soon  as  may 

be  ! 
Let  the  old  tree  go  down  to  the  earth, 

— the  old  tree. 
With  the  worm  at  its  heart  !     Lay 

the  axe  to  the  root  ! 
Who  will  miss  the  old  stump,  so  we 

save  the  young  shoot  ? 
A  Yargrave  !  .  .  .  this  pays  all  ... 

Lead  on  !  ...  in  the  seed 
Save  the  forest  !  .  .  . 

"  I  follow  .  .  .  forth,  forth  I  where 

you  lead." 

XXX. 

The  day  was  declining  ;  a  day  sick 

and  damp. 
In  a  blank  ghostly  glare  shone  the 

bleak  ghostly  camp 
Of  the  English.     Alone  in  his  dim, 

spectral  tent 
(Himself  the  wan  spectre  of  youth), 

with  eyes  bent 
On  the  daylight  departing,  the  sic 

man  was  sitting 
Upon  his  low  pallet.  These  thoughts, 

vaguely  flitting. 
Crossed  the  silence  between  him  and 

death,  which  seemed  near. 
— "  Pain    o'erreaches    itself,    so   is 

balked  !  else,  bow  bear 
This   intense    and   intolerable  soli 

tude, 
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With   its  eye  on  my  heart,  and  its 

hand  on  my  blood  ? 
Pulse  by   pulse  !     Day  goes   down  : 

yet  she  comes  not  u^ahi. 
Other    suffering,    doubtless,   where 

hope  is  more  plain. 
Claims  her  elsewhere.   1  die.  strange! 

and  scarcely  fed  sad. 
O,  to  think  of  Constance  thus,  and 

not  to  go  mad  ! 
But  Death,  it  would  seem,  dulls  the 

serse  to  his  own 
Dull  doh.gs  ..." 

XXXI. 

Between  those  sick  eyes  and  the 

sun 
A  shadow  fell  thwart. 

XXXII. 

"Tis  the  pale  nun  once  more  ! 
But  who  stands  at  her  side,   mute 

and  dark  in  the  door  ? 
How  oft  had  he  watched  through 

the  glory  and  gloom 
Of  the   battle,    with    long,    longing 

looks  that  dim  plume 
Which    now   (one    stray     sunbeam 

upon  it)  shook,  stooped 
To  where  the  tent-curtain,  dividing, 

was  looped  ! 
How  that   stern  face   had   haunted 

and  hovered  about 
The  dreams  it  still  scared  !  through 

what  fond  fear  and  doubt 
Had  the  boy  yearned  in  heart  to  the 

hero  !     (What's  like 
A    boy's    love    for    some    famous 

Vnan  ?)  .  .  .  O,  to  strike 
A  wild  path  through  the  battle,  down 

striking  perchance 
fcome  rash  foeman  too  near  the  great 

soldier  of  France, 

And    so    fall    in    his    glorious    re- 
gard !  .  .  .  Oft,  how  oft 
Hud  his  heart  flashed  this  hope  out, 

whilst  watching  aloft 
Tl-e  dim  battle  that  plume  dance  and 

dart, — never  seen 
So  near  till  this  moment  !  how  eager 

to  clean 


Every  stray  word,   dropped  through 

the  camp-babble  in  praise 
Of  his  hero.— each  tale  of  old    ven- 
turous days 
In  the  desert  !     And  now  .  .  .  could 

he  speak  out  his  heart 
Face  to  face  with  that  man  ere  ho 
died  1 


With  'a  staj  ', 
The  sick    soldier    sprang   up  :    the 

blood  sprang  up  in  him, 
To  his  throat,  and  o'erthrew  him  . 

he  reeled  back  :   a  dim 
Sanguine  ha/e  tilled  his  eyes  ,  in  his 

ears  rose  the  din 
And  rush,  as  of  cataracts  loosened 

within, 
Through  which  he  saw  faintly,  and 

heard,  the  pale  nun 
(Looking  larger  than  life,  where  she 

stood  in  the  sun) 
Point   to    him   and   murmur,   "Be- 

hold !  "     Then  that  plume 
Seemed  to  wave  like  a  lire,  and  fade 

off  in  the  gloom 
Which  momently  put  out  the  world. 

xxxiv. 

To  his  side 

Moved  the  man  the  boy  dreaded  yet 

loved  .  .  "Ah!"  .  .  lie  sighed, 

"The  smooth    brow,   the    fair   Var- 

grave  face  !    and  those  eyes, 
All  the  mothers  !    The  old  things 
again  I 

"Do  not  rise. 
You  suffer,  young  man  ?" 
TIIK   BOY. 

Sir,  I  die. 


THE 

Not  so  young  I 
THK   BOY. 
So    young  ?    yes  !    and   yet  I  have 

tangled  among 

The  frayed  war])  and  woof  of   this 
brief  life  of  mine 
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than  my  own.     Could  my 

death  but  untwine 
The  vt-xt  sk^in  .  .  .   but  it  will  not. 

Yes,  Duke,  young — so  young  ! 
Ami  I  knew  you  not  ?  yet  I  have  done 

you  a  wrong 
Irreparable  !  .  .  .  late,   too   late   to 

repair. 
If  I  knew  any  means  .  .  .  but  I  know 

none  !  .  .  .  I  swear, 
If  this  broken  fraction  of  time  could 

extend  [end 

Into  inlinite  lives  of  atonement,  no 
Would  seem  too  remote  for  my  grief 

(could  that  be  !) 

To  include  it  !    Not  too  late,  how- 
ever, for  me 
To  entreat  :  is  it  too  late  for  you  to 

forgive  '? 

TUB  DUKE. 

You     wrong — my     forgiveness — ex- 
plain. 

THE  BOY. 
Could  I  live  ! 

Such  a  very  few  hours  left  to  life, 
yet  I  shrink, 

I  falter  !  .  .  .  Yes,  Duke,  your  for- 
giveness I  think 

Should  free  my  soul  hence. 

Ah  !  you  could  not  surmise 

That  a  boy's  beating  heartburning 
thoughts,  longing  eyes 

Were  following  you  evermore  (heed- 
ed not  !) 

While  the  battle  was  flowing  between 
us  :  nor  what 

Eager,  dubious  footsteps  at  nightfall 
oft  went 

With  the  wind  and  the  pain,  round 
and  round  your  blind  tent, 

Persistent  and  wild  as  the  wind  and 
the  rain, 

Unnoticed  as  these,  weak  as  these, 
and  as  vain  ! 

O,  how  obdurate  then  looked  your 
tent  !    The  waste  air 

Grew  stern  at  the  gleam  which  said 
..."  Off  !  he  is  there  !" 

I  know  not  what  merciful  mystery 
now 


Brings  you  here,  whence  the  man 

whom  you  see  lying  low 
Other  footsteps  (not   those  !)  must 

soon  bear  to  tbe  grave. 
But  death  is  at  hand,  and  the  few 

words  1  have 
Yet  to  speak,  I  must  speak  them  at 

once. 

Duke,  I  swear,  | 

As  I  lie  here  (Death's  angel  too  close 

not  to  hear  !) 
That  I  meant  not  this  wrong  to  you. 

Due  de  Luvois. 
I  loved  your  niece — loved  ?  why,  1 

love  her  !    1  saw, 
And,  seeing,  how  could  I  but  love 

her  ?     I  seemed 
Born  to  love  her.     Alas,  were  that 

all  !  had  I  dreamed 
Of  this  love's  cruel  consequence  as 

it  rests  now 
Ever  fearfully  present  before  me,  I 

vow 
That  the  secret,  unknown,  had  gone 

down  to  the  tomb 
Into  which  I  descend  .  .  .   O  why, 

whilst  there  was  room 
In  life  left  for  warning,  had  no  one 

the  heart 

To  warn  me  ?    Had   anyone   whis- 
pered .  .  .  '•  Depart  ! ' 
To  the  hope  the  whole  world  seemed 

in  league  then  to  nurse  ! 
Had   anyone  hinted  ..."  Beware 

of  the  curse 
Which  is  coming  !"     There  was  not 

a  voice  raised  to  tell, 
Xot  a  hand  moved  to  warn  from  the 

blow  ere  it  fell, 
And  then  .  .  .  then  the  blow  fell  on 

both  !    This  is  why 
I  implore  you  to  pardon  that  grea 

injury 

Wrought  on  her,  and,  through  her, 
wrought  on  you,  Heaven  knows 
How  unwittingly  1 

THE  DUKE. 

Ah  !  .  .  and,  young  soldier,  suppose 
That  I  came  here  to  seek,  not  grant, 
pardon  ? — 
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TDK  DOT. 

Of  whom  ? 
THE  DUKE. 
O'  yot;self. 

THE   BOY. 
Duke,  I  bear  in  iny  heart  to  the 

tomb 
No    boyish    resentment ;    not    one 

lonely  thought 
That  honors   you"  not.     In   all  this 

there  is  nought 
'Tis  for  rue  to  forgive. 

Ever}'  glorious  act 
Of  your  great  life  starts  forward,  an 

eloquent  fact, 
To    confirm   in  my  boy's  heart  its 

faith  in  your  own. 
And  have  I  not  hoarded,  to  ponder 

upon, 
A  hundred  great  acts  from  your  life  ? 

Na,-,  all  these, 
"Wervttbyso  many  lying  and  false 

witnesses, 
.Loes  there  rest  not  one  voice,  which 

was  never  untrue  ? 
I  believe  in  Constance,  Duke,  as  she 

does  in  you  ! 

In  this  great  world  around  us,  wher- 
ever we  turn, 

Some  grief  irremediable  we  discern  ; 
And   yet — there  sits   God,  calm   in 

Heaven  above  ! 

DC  we  trust  one,  whit  less  in  His  just- 
ice or  love  ? 
1  judge  not. 

THE  DUKE. 

Ejoti^h !  hear  at  last,  then,  the  truth. 
Your  father  and  I, — foes  we  were  in 

our  youth. 
I  matters  not  why.     Yet  thus  much 

understand  : 
The  hope  of  rny  youth  was  signed 

out  by  his  hand. 
I  was  not  of  those  whom  the  buffets 

of  fate 
Tame    and    teach  :     and   my   heart 

buried  slain  love  in  hate. 
If  year  own  frank  young  heart,  yet 

unconscious  of  all 


Which  turns  the  head's  blood  5u  H* 
springtide  to  gall, 

And  unable  to  guess  even  aught  that 
the  furrow 

Across  those,  gray  brows  hides  of  sin 
or  of  sorrow. 

Comprehends  not  the  evil  and  grief 
of  my  life, 

'Twill  at  least  comprehend  how  in- 
tense was  the  strife 

Which  is  closed  in  this  act  of  atone- 
ment, whereby 

I  seek  in  the  son  of  my  youth's 
enemy 

The  friend  of  my  age.  Let  the  pres 
ent  release 

Here  acquitted  the  past  !  In  the 
name  of  my  niece, 

Whom  for  my  life  in  yours  as  a  host- 
age I  give, 

Are  you  great  enough,  boy,  to  for- 
give me, — and  live? 

Whilst  he  spoke  thus,  a  doubtful  tu- 
multuous joy 
Chased  its  fleeting  effects  o'er  the 

face  of  the  boy  : 
As  when  some  stormy  moon,  in  a 

long  cloud  confined, 
Struggles  outward  through  shadows, 

the  varying  wind 

Alternates,     and     bursts,     self-sur- 
prised, from  her  prison, 
So  that  slow  joy  grew  clear  in  his 

face.     He  had  risen 
To  answer  the  Dnke  ;  but  strength 

failed  every  limb  ; 
A  strange,  happy  feebleness  trembled 

through  him. 
With  a  faint  cry  of  rapturous  wonder, 

he  sank  [near. 

On  the  breast  of  the  nun,  who  stood 

"  Yes.  boy  !  thank 
This  guardian  angel,"  the  Duke  said. 

"  1— you, 
We  owe  ah  to  her.     Crown  her  work. 

Live  !  be  true 
To  your  young  life's  fair  promise. 

and  live  for  her  sake  !" 
"Yes,  Duke:    I    will   live.     I  must 

live,— live  to  make 
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My  whole  life  the  answer  you  claim," 

the  boy  said. 
"For  joy  does  not  kill  !  " 

Back  auain  the  faint  head 
Declined  on  the  nun's  gentle  bosom. 

.She  saw 
His   lips  quiver,  and  motioned  the 

Duke  to  withdraw 

4nd  leave  them  a  moment  together. 

lie  eyed 

Them  both  with   a  wistful  regard  ; 

turned,  and  sighed, 
And  lifted  the  tent-door,  and  passed 

from  the  tent. 

XXXV. 

Like  a  furnace,  the  fervid,  intense 
Occident 

From  its  hot  seething  levels  a  great 
glare  struck  up 

On  the  .sick  metal  sky.  And,  as  out 
of  a  cup 

Some  witch  watches  boiling  wild  por- 
tents arise, 

Monstrous  clouds,  massed,  misshap- 
en, and  tinged  with  strange 
dyes, 

Hovered  over  the  red  fume,  and 
changed  to  weird  shapes 

As  of  snakes,  salamanders,  efts,  liz- 
ards, storks,  apes, 

Chimeras,  and  hydras  :  whilst — ever 
the  same — 

In  'he  midst  of  all  these  (creatures 
fused  by  his  llame, 

And  changed  by  his  intlueuce  !) 
changeless,  as  when, 

Ere  he  lit  down  to  death  generations 
of  men, 

O'er  that  crude  and  ungainly  crea- 
tion, which  there 

With  wild  shapes  this  cloud-world 
seemed  to  mimic  in  air. 

The  eye  of  Heaven's  all-judging  wit- 
ness, he  shone, 

And  shall  shine  on  the  ages  we  reach 
not, — the  sun  ! 

XXXVI. 

Nature  postf-d    h.-r  parable  thus  in 

the  skies. 
And  the  man's  heart  bore  witness. 

Life's  vapors  arise 


And   fall,   pass  and   chanee.  grcap 

themselves  and  revolve 
Round  the  great  central  lire,  whLh 

is  Love  :  these  dissolve 
And  resume  themselves,  here  assume 

beauty,  there  terror  ; 
And  the  phantasmagoria  of  infinite 

error, 
And  endless  complexity  lasts  but  a 

while  ; 
Life's  self,  the  immortal,  immutable 

smile 
Of  God,  on  the  soul,  in  the  deep 

heart  of  Heaven 
Lives  changeless,  unchanged  :  and 

our  morning  and  even 
Are  earth's  alterations,  not  Heaven's. 

XXXVII. 

While  he  yet 
Watched  the  skies,  with  this  thought 

in  his  heart  ;  while  he  set 
Thus  unconsciously  all  his  life  forth 

in  his  mind, 
Summed  it  up,  searched  it  out,  proved 

it  vapor  and  wind, 
And  embraced  the  new  life  which 

that  hour  had  revealed, — 
Love's  life,  which  earth's   life  had 

defaced  and  concealed  ; 
Lucile  left  the  tent  and  stood  by  him. 
Her  tread 
Aroused  him  ;  and,  turning  towards 

her,  he  said  : 
"  O     So?ur     Seraphine,     are     you 

happy  ?  " 

"  Eugene, 
What  is  happier  than  to  have  hoped 

n«t  in  vain  ?  " 
She  answered, — "  And  you  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  You  do  not  repent  ?  " 
"No.* 

"Thank     Heaven!"     she     mur- 
mured.    He  musingly  bent 
His  looks  on  the  sunset,  and  som& 

what  apart 
Where  he  stood,  sighed,  as  though  tc 

his  innermost  heart, 
"  O  blessed  are  they,  amongst  whoa 

I  was  uot, 
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Whose  morning  unclouded,  without 
stain  or  spot, 

Predicts  a  pure  evening  ;  who,  sun- 
like,  in  light 

Have  traversed,  unsullied,  the  world, 
and  set  bright ! " 

But  she  in  response,  "  Mark  yon  ship 

far  away, 
A  si  -.ep  on  the  wave,  in  the  last  light 

of  day, 
Wilh  all  its  hushed  thunders  shut 

up  !     Would  you  know 
A  thought  which  came  to  me  a  few 

days  ago, 
Whilst  watching  those  ships  ?  .  .  . 

When  the  great  Ship  of  Life, 
Surviving,    though    shattered,    the 

tumult  and  strife 
Of    earth's    angry   element, — masts 

broken  short, 
Decks  drenched,  bulwarks  beaten, — 

drives  safe  into  port, 
When  the  Pilot  of  Galilee,  seen  on 

the  strand, 

Stretches  over  the  waters  a  welcom- 
ing hand  ; 
When,  heeding  no  longer  the  sea's 

baffled  roar, 

The  mariner  turns  to  his  rest  ever- 
more ; 
What  will   then   be  the  answer  the 

helmsman  must  give  ? 
Will  it  be  .  .  .-'  Lo   our   log-book  ! 

Thus  once  did  we  live 
In  the  zones  of  the  South  \  thus  we 

trn versed  the  seas 
Of  the  Orient  :  there  dwelt  with  the 

Hesporides  ; 
Thence    followed    the    west-wind ; 

here,  eastward  we  turned  ; 
The  stars  failed  us  there  ;  just  here 

land  we  discerned 

On  our  lee  ;  t  lie  re  the  storm  over- 
took us  at  last  ; 
That   day  went    the    bowsprit,    the 

next  day  the  mast  ; 
There  the  mermen  came  round  us, 

and  there  we  saw  bask 
A,  siren  ? '   The  Captain  of  Port  will 

he  ask 


Any  one  of  such  questions  ?  I  can- 
not think  so  ! 

But  .  .  .  '  What  is  the  last  Bill  of 
Health  you  can  show  ?  ' 

Not — I  low  fared  tin,- soul  through  the 
trials  she  passed  ? 

But — What  is  the  state  of  that  soul 
at  the  last  ?  " 

"  May  it  be  so  ! "  he  sighed.  "  There 

the  sun  drops,  behold  !" 
And  indeed,  whilst  he  spoke,  all  the 

purple  and  gold 
In  the  west  had  turned  ashen,  save 

one  fading  strip 
Of  light  that  yet  gleamed  from  the 

dark  nether  lip 
Of  a  long  reef  of  cloud  ;  and  o'er 

sullen  ravines 
And    riiiges    the    raw  damps   were 

hanging  white  screens 
Of  melancholy  mist. 

"JVwnc  dimittis!"  she  said. 
"  O  God   of  the  living  !   whilst  yet 

'mid  the  dead 
And  the  dying  we  stand  here  alive, 

and  thy  days 
Returning,  admit  space  for  prayer 

and  for  praise, 
In  both  these  confirm  us  ! 

"  The  helmsman,  Eugene, 
Needs  the  compass  to  steer  by.    Pray 

always.     Again 
We   two   part  :    each    to  work   out 

Heaven's  will  :  you.  I  trust, 
In  the  world's  ample  witness  ;  and  I, 

as  I  must, 
In  secret   and   silence  :    you,   love, 

fame,  await  ; 
Me,  sorrow  and  sickness.     We  meet 

at  one  gate 
When  all's  over.     The  ways  they  ar 

many  and  wide, 
Ajid  seldom  are  two  ways  the  same. 

Side  by  side 
May  we  stand  at  the  same  little  door 

when  all's  done  1 
The  ways  they  are  many,  the  end  it 

is  one. 
He  that  knocketh  shall  enter  :  who 

asks  shall  obtain  : 
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And  who  seeketh.  ho  findeth.     Re- 
member, Eugene  ! " 

She  ttirncil  to  dei>;irt. 

"Whither?  whither?"   ...  he 
said. 

She  jtretched  forth  her  hand  where, 
already  outspread 

On  tn*-  darkened  hori/.on,  remotely 
they  saw 

The  French  camp-fires  kindling. 

"  O  Due  de  Luvois, 

See  yonder  vast  host,  with  its  mani- 
fold heart 

Made   as   one  man's  hy  one  hope  ! 
That  hope  'tis  year  part 

To  aid  towards  achievement,  to  save 
from  reverse  : 

Mine,  tli rough   suffering  to  soothe, 
ami  through  sickness  to  nurse. 

I  go  to  my  work  :  you  to  yours." 


Whilst  she  spoke, 

Oil  the  wide  wasting  evening  there 
distantly  broke 

The  low  roll  of  musketry.     Straight- 
way, anon, 

From  the  dim  Flag-staff  Battery  bel- 
lowed a  gnu. 

"  Our  chasseurs  are  at  it  !"  he  mut- 
tered. 

She  turned, 

Smiled,  and  passed  up  the  twilight. 
He  faintly  discerned 

Her  form,  now  and  then,  on  the  flat 
lurid  sky 

Rise,  and  sink,  and  recede  through 
the  mists  ;  by  and  by 

The  vapors  closed  round,  aud  he  saw 
her  no  more. 

XXX IX. 

Nor  shall  we.     For  hei   mission,  ac- 
complished, is  o'er. 

The  mission  uf  gunius  on  earth  !  To 
uplift, 

Purify,  and  confirm  by  its  own  gra- 
cious gift, 

The  world,  in  despite  of  the  world'e 
dull  endeavor 
11 


To  degrade,  and  drag  down,  and  op- 
pose it  forever. 

The  mission  of  genius  :  to  watch,  and 
to  wait, 

To  renew,  to  redeem,  and  to  regen- 
erate. 

The  mission  of  woman  on  eartli  !  to 
give  birth 

To  the  mercy  of  Ueaven  descending 
on  earth. 

The  mission  of  woman  :  permitted 
to  bruise 

The  head  of  the  serpent,  and  sweetly 
infuse, 

Through  the  sorrow  and  sin  of  earth's 
registered  curse, 

The  blessing  which  mitigates  all  : 
born  to  nurse, 

And  to  soothe,  and  to  solace,  to  help 
and  to  heal 

The  sick  world  that  leans  on  her. 
This  was  I>ucile. 


XL. 

A  power  hid  in  pathos  :  a  fire  veiled 

in  cloud  : 
Yet  still  burning  outward  :  a  branch 

which,  though  bowed 
By  the  bird  in  its  passage,  springs 

upward  again  : 
Through  all  symbols  I  search  for  her 

sweetness — in  vain  ! 
Judge  her  love  by  her  life.     For  our 

life  is  but  love 
In  act.     Pure  was  hers:  and  the  dear 

God  above, 
Who  k:iows  what  His  creatures  havo 

need  of  for  life, 
And  whose  love  includes  all   lov«-s> 

through  much  patient  strife, 
Led    her    sold  into    peace.      Love 

though  love  may  be  given 
In  vain,  is  yet  lovely.    Her  own  na- 
tive heaven 
More  clearly  she  mirrored,  as  life's 

troubled  dream 
Wore  away  ;    and  love  sighed  into 

rest,  like  a  stream 
That  bre:iks  its  heart  over  wild  rocks 

UMN  111  d  the  shore 
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Of  the  great  sea  which  Lushes  it  up 

evermore 
With  its    little  wild    wailing.      No 

stream  from  its  source 
Flows  seaward,  how  lonely  soever  its 

course, 
But  what  some  land  is  gladdened. 

No  star  ever  rose 

Ard   set,   without    influence  some- 
where.    Who  knows 
What  earth  needs  from  earth's  low- 

e«i  creature  ?    No  life 
Can  be  pure  in  its  purpose  and  strong 

in  its  strife 

And  all  life  not  he  purer  and  strong- 
er thereby. 
The  spirits  of  just  men  made  perfect 

on  high, 
The  army  of  martyrs  who  stand  by 

the  Throne 
And  gaze  into  the  Face  that  makes 

glorious  their  own, 
Know  this,   surely,  at  last.     Honest 

love,  honest  sorrow, 
Honest  work  for  the  day,  honest  hope 

for  the  morrow, 


Are  these  worth  nothing  more  thai» 

the  hand  they  make  weary, 
The  heart  they  have  saddened,  the 

life  they  leave  dreary  ? 
Hush  !  the  sevenfold  heavens  to  the 

voice  of  the  Spirit 
Echo  :  lie  that  o'ercometh  shall  a.l 

things  inherit. 


The  moon  was.  in  fire,  carried  up 

through  the  fog  ; 
The  loud  fortress  barked  at  her  like, 

a  chained  dog. 
The  horizon  pulsed   flame,  the    air 

sound.     All  without, 
War  and   winter,  and  twilight,  and 

terror,  and  doubt  ; 
All  within,  light,  warmth,  calm  ! 

In  the  twilight,  long  while 
Eugene    de  Luvois    with    a    deep, 

thoughtful  smile 
Lingered,     looking,    and    listening, 

lone  by  the  tent. 
At   last    he     withdrew,  and     night 

cldsed  as  he  went. 
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FROM  the  river  Euphrates,  the  river  whose  source  is  in  Paradise,  far 
As  red  Egypt, — sole  lord  of  the  laud  and  the  sea,  'twist  the  home  cf  th« 

star 
That  is  horn  in  the  blush  of  the  East,  and  the  porch  ol  the  chambers  of 

rest 

'Where  the  great  sea  is  girded  with  fire,  and  Orion  returns  in  the  Wrst, 
And  the  ships  come  and  go  in  grand  silence,  — King  Solomon  reigued. 

And  behold, 
In  that  time  there  was  everywhere  silver  as  common  as  stones  be,  and 

gold 

That  for  plenty  was  'counted  as  silver,  and  cedar  as  sycamore-trees 
That  are  found  iu  the  vale,  for  abundance.     For  GOD  to  the  King  gave  all 

these, 

With  glory  exceeding  ;  moreover  all  kings  of  the  earth  to  him  came, 
Because  of   his   wisdom,  to  hear  hiiu.     So  great  was  King  Solomon's 
fame. 
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And  for  all  this  the  King's  soul  was  sad.     And  his  heart  said  within 

him,  "Alas  ! 

For  man  dies  !  if  his  "lory  abideth,  himself  from  his  glory  shall  pass. 
And  that  which  remaineth  hehind  him,  he  seeth  it  not  any  more  : 
For  how  shall  he  know  what  coines  after,  who  kmiweth  not,  what  Tvent 

before  ? 
I  have  planted  me  gardens  and  vineyards,   and  gotten  me  silver  and 

gold, 

And  my  hand  from  whatever  my  heart  hath  desired  I  did  not  not  with- 
hold : 

And  what  profit  have  I  in  the  works  of  my  hands  which  I  take  not  away  ? 

I  have  searched  out  wisdom  and  knowledge  :  and  what  do  they  profit  me, 
they  '? 

As  the  fool  dieth,  so  doth  the  wise.     What  is  gathered  is  scattered  again. 

As  the  breath  of  the  beasts,  even  so  is  the  breath  of  the  children  of  men  : 

And  the  same  thing  befalleth  them  both.  And  not  any  man's  soul  is  his 
own." 

This  he  thought,  as  he  sat  in  Lis  garden  and  watched  the  great  sun 

going  down 

In  the  glory  thereof  ;  and  the  earth  and  the  sky  by  the  beam  of  the  same 
Were  clothed   with   the  gladness  of  color,  and  bathed  in  the  beauty  of 

flame. 
And  "  Behold,"  said  the  King,  "  in  a  moment  the  glory  shall  vanish  1" 

Even  then, 
While  he  spake,  he  was  'ware  of  a  man  drawing  near  him,  who  seemed  to 

his  ken 
(By  the  hair  in  its  blackness  like  flax  that  is  burned  in  the  heinp-dresser'a 

shed, 
And  the  brow's  smoky  hue,  and  the  smouldering  eyeball  more  livid  than 

lead) 

As  the  sons  of  the  land  lies  under  the  sword  of  the  Cherub  whose  wing 
Wraps  in  wrath  the  shut  gateways  of  Paradise,     lie,  being  come  to  the 

King, 
Seven  times  made  obeisance  before  him.     To  whom,  "  What  art  thou,M 

the  King  cried, 
"  That  thus  unannounced  to  King  Solomon  comest  ?"    The  man,  spread-* 

ing  wide 
The  palm  of  his  right  hand,  showed  in  it  an  apple  yet  bright  from  the 

Tree 
[n  whose  stem  springs  the  life  never-failing  which  Sin  lost  to  Adam, 

when  ht:, 
Tasting  knowledge  forbidden,  found  death  in  the  fruit  of  it.  ...  So  doth 

the  Giver 

Evil  gifts  to  the  evil  apportion.     And  *'  Hail  !  let  the  King  live  forever  !" 
Bowing  down  at  the  feet  of  the  monarch,  and  laughingly,  even  as  one 
Whose   meaning,  in  joy  or  in  jest,  hovers   Lid  'twixt  the   word   and   the 

tone, 
Said  the  stranger,  "  For  lo  ye  "  (and  lightly  he  dropped  in  the  hand  of  the 

King 
That  apple),  "  from  'twixt  the  four  rivers  of  Eden,  GOD  gave  me  to  bring 
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To  his  servant  King  Solomon,  even  to  ray  lord  that  on  Israel's  throne 
He  hath  'stablisht,  this  fruit  from  the  Tree  in  whoso  branch  Life  abideth : 

for  none 
Shall  taste  deatii,  having  tasted  this  apple." 

And  therewith  Le  vanished. 

Remained 

In  the  hand  of  the  King  the  life-apple  :  ambrosial  of  breath,  golden-grained, 
Rosy-bright  as  a  star  dipt  in  simsrt.  The  King  turned  it  o'er,  and  perused 
The  fruit,  which,  alluring  his  lip,  in  his  hand  lay  untasted. 

ITe  mused, 

"  Life  is  good  :  but  not  life  in  itself.     Life  eternal,  eternally  young, 
That  were  life  to  be  lived,  or  desin-d  !     Well  it  were  if  a  man  could  prolong 
The  manhood  that  moves  in  the  muscles,  the  rapture  that  mounts  in  the 

brain 

When  life  at  the  prime,  in  the  pastime  of  living,  led  on  by  the  train 
Of  the  jubilant  senses,  exulting  goes  forth,  brave  of  body  and  spirit, 
To  conquer,  choose,  claim,  ami  enjoy  what  'twas  born  to  achieve  or  inherit. 
The  dance,  and  the  festal  procession  !  the  pride  in  the  strenuous  play 
Of  the  sinews  that,  pliant  of  power,  the  will,  though  it  wanton,  obey  ! 
When  the  veins  are  yet  wishful,  and  in  them  the  bountiful  impulses  beat, 
When  the  lilies  of  Love  are  yet  living,  the  roses  of  Beauty  yet  sweet  : 
And  the  eye  glows  with  glances  that  kindle,  the  lip  breathes  the  warmth 

that  inspires, 

And  the  hand  hath  yet  vigor  to  sei7.e  the  good  thing  which  the  spirit  desires  I 
O  well  for  the  foot  that  bounds  forward  !  and  ever  the  wind  it  awakes 
Lifts  no  lock  from  the  forehead  yet  white,  not  a  leaf  that  is  withered  yet 

shakes 
From  the  loose  crown  that  laughs  on  young  tresses  !  and  ever  the  earth  and 

the  skies 

Are  cramuiud  with  audacious  contingencies,  measureless  means  of  surprise  ! 
Life  is  sweet  to  the  young  that  yet  know  not  what  life  is.  Bui  life,  after 

Youth, 

The  gay  liar,  leaves  hold  of  the  bauble,  and  Age,  with  his  terrible  truth, 
Ticks  it  up.  and  perceives  it  is  broken,  and  knows  it  unlit  to  engage 
The  care  it  yet  craves.  .  .  .  Life  eternal,  eternally  wedded  to  Age  ! 
What  gain  v/ere  in  that?     Why  should  any  man  seek  what  he  loathes  to 

prolong  ? 

The  twilight  that  darkens  the  eyeball  :  the  dull  car  that's  deaf  to  the  song, 
"When  the  maidens  rejoice  and  the  bride  to  the  bridegroom,  with  music, 

is  led  : 

The  palsy  that  shakes  'neath  the  blossoms  that  fall  from  the  chill  bridal  be  1. 
When  the  hand  saith  '  I  did,'  not  '  /  will  do,'  the  heart  saith  '  It  was,'  not 

"Twill  be,' 

Too  late  in  man's  life  is  Forever, — too  late  comes  this  apple  to  me  !" 
Th  >r.  the  King  rose.     And  lo,  it  was  evening.     And  leaning,  because  ht» 

was  old, 

On  the  sceptre  that,  curiously  sculptured  in  ivory  garnished  with  gold, 
To  others  a  rod  of  dominion,  to  him  was  a  staff  for  support, 
Slow  paced  he  the  murmurous  pathways  wnere  myrtles,  in  court  up  to  court, 
AJixt  with  roses  iu  garden  on  garden,  were  ranged  around  fountain?  that  fed 
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Witli  cool  music  green  odorous  twilights  :  and  so,  never  Hfting  his  head 
To  look  up  from  die  way  he  walked  wearily,  he  to  the  House  of  his  Pride 
Reascended,  and  entered. 

In  cluster,  high  lamps,  spices,  odors,  each  side, 

Burning  inward  and  onward,  from  cinnamon  ceilings,  down  distances  vast, 
Of  voluptuous  vistas,  illumined  deep  halls  through  whose  sileiitness  passed. 
King  Solomon  sighing  ;  where  columns  colossal  stood,  gathered  in  groves 
As  the  trees  of  the  forest  in  Lihanus. — there  where  the  wind,  as  it  moves, 
Whispers,  "1,  too,  am  Solomon's  servant  I" — huge  trunks  nid  in  garlands 

of  gold, 
On  whose  tops  the  skilled  sculptors  of  Sidon  had  granted  men's  gaze  to 

hehold 

How  the  pluenix  that  sits  on  the  cedar's  lone  summit  'mid  fragrance  and  fire, 
Ever  dying,  and  living,  hath  loaded  with  splendors  her  funeral  pyre  ; 
How  the  stork  huilds  her  nest  on  the  pine-top  ;  the  date  from  the  palm- 
branch  depends  ; 

And  the  aloe's  great  blossom  hursts,  crowning  with  beanty  the  life  that  it 
ends.  [<\ved, 

And  from  hall  on  to  hall,  in  the  doors,  mute,  magnificent  slaves,  watchful- 
Bowed  to  earth  as  King  Solomon  passed  them.     And,  passing,  King  Solo- 
mon sighed. 
And,  from  hall  on  to  hall  pacing  feebly,  the  king  mnsed  .  .  .  "  O  fair  Shula- 

mite  ! 

Thy  beauty  is  brighter  than  starlight  on  Hebron  when  Hebron  is  bright, 
Thy  sweetness  is  sweeter  than  Carmel.     The  King  rules  the  nations  ;  but 

thou, 
Thou  rulest  the  King,  my  Belove'd." 

So  munmired  King  Solomon  low 
To  himself,  as  he  passed  through  the  portal  of  porphyry,  that  dripped,  as 

he  passed 

From  the  inyrrh-sprinkled  wreaths  on  the  locks  and  the  lintels  ;  and  en- 
tered at  last, 

Still  sighing,  the  sweet  cedarn  chamber,  contrived  for  repose  and  delight, 
Where  the  beautiful  Shulamite  slumbered.     And  straightway,  to  left  and 

to  right, 

Bowing  down  as  he  entered,  the  Spirits  in  bondage  to  Solomon,  there 
Keeping  watch  o'er  his  love,  sank  their  swords,  spread  their  wings,  and 

evanished  in  air. 

The  King  with  a  kiss  woke  the  sleeper.  And,  showing  the  fruit  in  his  hand, 
"  Behold  !  this  was  brought  me  erewhile  by  one  coming,"  he  said,  "from 

the  land 
That  lies  under  the  sword  of  the  Cherub.     'Twas  pluckt  by  strange  hands 

from  the  Tree 

Of  whose  fruit  whoso  tastes  lives  forever.    And  therefore  I  bring  it  to  thee, 
My  Beloved.     For  thou  of  the  daughters  of  women  are  fairest.     And  lo, 
I,  the  King,  I  that  love  thce,  whom  men  of  man's  sons  have  called  wisest, 

I  know 
That  in  knowledge  is  sorrow.     Much  thought  is  much  care.     In  the  beauty 

of  youth. 
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Not  the  wisdom  of  age,  is  enjoyment.  Xor  spring,  is  it  sw«n:ter,  in  truth. 
Than  winter  to  roses  once  withered.  The  garment,  though  broidered  with 

gold, 

Fades  apace  where  the  moth  frets  the  fibres.  So  I,  in  my  glory,  grow  old. 
And  this  life  maketh  mine  (save  the  bliss  of  my  soul  in  the  beauty  of  Uiee) 
No  sweetness  so  great  now  that  greatly  uusweet  'twere  to  lose  what  to  me 
Life  prolonged,  at  its  utmost,  can  promise.  13ut  thine,  O  thou  spirit  of 

bliss, 

Thine  is  all  that  the  living  desire, — youth,  beauty,  love,  joy  in  all  this  ! 
And  ()  were  it  not  well  for  the  praise  of  the  world  to  maintain  evermore 
Tliis  mould  of  a  woman,  God's  masterwork,  made  for  mankind  to  adore? 
Wherefore  keep  thou  the  gift  1  resign.     Live  forever,  rejoicing  in  life  ! 
And  of  women  unborn  yet  the  fairest  shall  still  be  King  Solomon's  wife." 
So  he  said,  and  so  dropped  in  her  bosom  the  apple. 

But  when  he  was  gone, 

And  the  beautiful  Shulamite,  eyeing  the  gift  of  the  King,  sat  alone 
With  the  thoughts  the  King's  words  had  awakened,  as  ever  she  turned  and 

perused 

The  fruit  that,  alluring  her  lip,  in  her  hand  lay  untasted — she  mused, 
*'  Life  is  good  ;  but  not  life  in  itself.    So  is  youth,  so  is  beauty.    Mere  stuff 
Are  all  these  for  Love's  usance.     To  live,  it  is  well  ;  but  it  is  not  enough. 
Well,  too,  to  be  fair,  to  be  young  ;  but  what  good  is  in  beauty  and  youth 
If  the  lovely  and  young  are  not  surer  than  they  that  be  neither,  forsooth, 
Young  nor  lovely,  of  being  beloved  ?     ()  my  love,  if  thou  lovest  not  me, 
Shall  I  love  my  own  life  ?     Am  I  fair,  if  not  fair,  Azariah,  to  thee." 
Then  she  hid  in  her  bosom  the  apple.     And  rose. 

And,  reversing  the  ring 
That,  inscribed  with  the  word  that  works  wonders,  and  signed  with  the 

seal  of  the  King, 

Compels  even  spirits  to  obedience — (for  she,  for  a  plaything,  erewhile 
From  King  Solomon's  awful  forefinger,  had  won  it  away  with  a  smile) — 
The  beautiful  Shulamite  folded  her  veil  o'er  her  forehead  and  eyes, 
And  unseen  from  the  sweet  cedarn  chamber,  unseen  through  the  long 

galleries, 

Unseen  from  the  palace,  she  passed,  and  passed  down  to  the  city  unseen, 
Unseen  passed  the  green  garden  wicket,  the  vineyard,  the  cypresses  green, 
And  stood  by  the  doors  of  the  house  of  the  Prince  Azariah.     And  cried, 
In  the  darkness  she  cried, — "  Azariah.  awaken  !  ope,  ope  to  me  wide 
Ope  the  door,  ope  the  lattice  !    Arise  !    Let  me  in,  O  my  love  !    It  is  I. 
I,  the  bride  of  King  Solomon,  love  thee.     Love,  tarry  not.     Lo\e,  shall  I 

die 
At  thy  doors  ?    I  am  sick  of  desire.     For  my  love  is  more  comely  than 

gold. 

More  precious  to  me  is  my  love  than  the  throne  of  a  king  that  is  old. 
Behold,  I  have  passed  through  the  city,  unseen  of  the  watchmen.     I  stand 
By  the  doors  of  the  house  of  my  love,  till  my  love  lead  me  in  by  the  hand." 
Azariah  arose.     And  unbolted  the  door  to  the  fair  Sliulamite. 
'•  O  my  queen,  what  dear  folly  is  this,  that  hath  led  thee  alone,  and  by 

night, 
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To  the  house  of  King  Solomon's  servant  ?    .For  lo  you,  the  w^tchineu 

awake. 
And  much  for  my  own,  O  my  queen,  must  I  fear,  and  mu^h  more  for  thy 

sake. 
For  at  that  which  is  done  in  the  chamber  the  leek  on  the  house-top  shall 

peep  : 

And  ;he  hand  of  a  king  it  is  heavy  :  the  eyes  of  a  king  never  sleep  : 
But  the  bird  of  the  air  beareth  aews  to  the  king,  and  the  stars  of  the  sky 
Arc-  as  soldiers  by  night  ou  the  turrets.      1  fear,  O  mj  queen,  lest  we  die," 
"  Faar  thou  not,  O  my  love  !    Azariah,  fear  nothing.     For  lo,  what  I 

brin  !,r  ! 

'Tis>  the  fruit  of  the  Tree  that  in  Paradise  GOD  hideth  under  the  wing 
Of  the  Cherub  that  chased  away  Adam.     And  whoso  this  apple  doth  eat 
Shall  live  —  live  forever  !    And  since  unto  me  my  own  life  is  less  sweet 
Than  thy  love,  Azariah,  (sweet  only  my  life  is  if  thou  lovcst  me  !  ) 
Therefore  eat  !    Live,  and  love,  for  life's  sake,  still,  the  love  that  givea 

life  unto  thee  1". 
Then  she  held  to  his  lips  the  life-apple,  and  kissed  him. 

But  ?oon  as  aloue, 
Azariah  leaned  out  from   his  lattice,  he  muttered,  "  'Tis  well  I    She  is 

gone." 
While  the  fruit  in  his  hand  lay  untasted.     "  Such  visits,"  he  mused,  "  may 

cost  dear. 
In  the  love  of  the  great  is  great  danger,  much  trouble,  and  care  more  than 

cheer." 
Then  he  laughed  and  stretched  forth  his  strong  arms.     Eor  he  heard  from 

the  streets  of  the  city 

The  song  of  the  women  that  sing  in  the  doors  after  dark  their  love  ditty. 
Ajid  the  clink  of  the  wine-cup,  the  voice  of  the  wanton,  the  tripping  of 

feet, 
And  the  laughter  of  youths  running  after,  allured  him.    And  "  Life,  it  is 


While  it  lasts,"  sang  the  women,  "  and  sweeter  the  good  minute,  in  that 

it  goes. 

For  who,  if  the  rose  bloomed  forever,  so  r/reatly  would  care  for  the  rose  ? 
W.herfeore  haute  !  pluck   the  time  in  the  blossom."    The  prince  mused, 

"•  The  counsel  is  well." 
Ana  'A.;  fruit  to  his  lips  he  uplifted  :  yet  paused.     "  Who  Is  he  that  can 

Uil 
What  hi?  days  shall  bring  forth  ?    Life  forever  .  .  .  But  what  sort  of  life  ? 

Ah,  the  doubt  I  " 
'JJ>ath  his  cloak  then  he  thrust  back  the  apple.    Ani  opened  the  door  and 

passed  out 
Tc  the  house  of  the  harlot  Egyptian.     And  mused,  as  he  went,  "  Life  is 

good  : 

Bui  not  life  in  itself.     It  is  well  while  the  wine-cup  is  hot  in  the  blood, 
And  a  man  goeth  whither  he  listeth,  and  doeth  the  thing  that  he  will, 
And  liveth  his  Jife  as  he  lusteth,  and  taketh  in  freedom  his  fill 
Of  the  pleasure  that  pleaseth  his  humor,  and  fearetli  no  snare  by  the  way, 
L  nail  I  care  to  be  loved  by  a  queen,  if  iny  pride  with  iny  freedom  1  pay  ? 
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Better  far  is  a  handful  in  quiet  than  both  hands,  though  filled  to  o'erflow 

\>  itli  pride,  in  vexation  of  spirit.     And  sweeter  Hie  roses  that  Mow 

From  the  wild  seeds  the  wind,  where  he  wanders,  with  heedless  benefi- 
cence flings, 

Than  those  that  a  Be  guarded  by  dragons  to  biighten  the  gardens  of  kinirs. 

Let  a  man  take  his  chance,  and  be  happy.     The  hart  by  the  hun'.er  pur- 
sued, 

That  far  from  the  herd  on  the  hill-top  bounds  swift  through  the  blue 
solitude, 

Is  more  to  be  envied,  though  Death  with  his  dart  follow  fast  to  destroy, 

Than  the  tame  beast  that,  pent  in  the  paddock,  tastes  neither  the  danger 
nor  joy 

Of  the  mountain,  and  all  its  surprises.     The  main  thing  is,  not  to  live 
long, 

Bu:;  to  live.    Better  moments  of  rapture  soon  ended  than  ages  of  wrong. 

Life's  feast  is  best  spiced  by  the  flavor  of  death  in  it.     Just  the  one  chance 

To  lose  it  to-morrow  the  life  that  a  man  lives  to-day  doth  enhance. 

The  may-be  for  me,  not  the  must-be  !    Best  nourish  while  flourish  the 
flowers, 

And  fall  ere  the  frost  falls.     The  dead,  do  they  rest  or  arise  with  new 
powers  ? 

Either  way,  well  for  them.     Mine,  meanwhile,  be  the  cup  of  life's  fulness 
to-night. 

And  to-morrow  .  .  .  Well,    time  to  consider"    (he  felt  at  the  fruit) 
"  What  delight 

Of  his  birthright  had  Esau,  when  hungry  ?    To-day  with  its  pottage  is 
sweet. 

For  a  man  cannot  feed  and  be  full  on  the  faith  of  to-morrow's  baked 
meat. 

Open  1  open,  my  dark-eyed  beguiler  of  darkness. 

Up  rose  to  his  knock, 

Light  of  foot,  the  lascivious  Egyptian,  and  lifted  the  latch  from  the  lock, 
And  opened.     And  led  in  the  prince  to  her  chamber,  and  shook  out  her 

hair, 

Dark,  heavy,  and  humid  with  odors  ;  her  bosom  beneath  it  laid  bare, 
And  sleek  sallow  shoulder  ;  and  sloped  back  her  face,  as,  when  falls  the 

slant  South 
In  wet  whispers  of  rain,  flowers  bend  back  to  catch  it  ;  so  she,  with  shut 

mouth 

II a1  f -unfolded  for  kisses  ;  and  sank,  as  they  fell,  'twixt  his  knees,  with  a 
)          laugh, 
On  the  Hour,  in  a  flood  of  deep  hair  flung  behind  her  full  throat  ;  held  him 

half  [i;iy> 

Aloof  with  one  large,  languid  arm,  while  the  other  uppropped,  where  she 
Limbs  flowing  in  fulness  and  lucid  in  surface  as  waters  at  play, 
Though  in  iirunj»j  as  slippery  marble.     Anon  she  sprang  loose  from  his 

clasp, 

And  whirled  from  the  table  a  flagon  of  silver  twined  round  by  an  asp 
That  glittered, — rough  gold  and  red  rubies  ;  and  poured  him,  and  praised 

him,  the  wine 
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WTierewith  she  first  brightened  the  racist  lip  that  murmured,  "  Ha.  fool  I 

art  thou  mine  ? 
I  ain  thine.     Tliig  will  last  for  an  hour."    Theu,  humming  strange  words 

of  a  ?<m£, 
Sung  by  maidens  in  Memphis  the  old,  when  they  bore' the  Crowned  Image 

along, 

Apples  yellow  and  red  from  a  basket  with  vine-leaves  o'erlaid  she  'gan  take, 
And  played  with,  peeled,  tost  them,  and  caught  them,  and  bit  them,  foi 

idleness'  sake  ; 
But  the  rinds  on  the  floor  she  flung  from  her,  and  laughed  at  the  figures 

they  made, 
As  her  foot  pusht  them  this  way  and  that  way  together.    And  "  Look, 

fool,"  she  said, 
"It  is  all  sour  fruit,  this  I    But  those  I  fling  from  me, — see  here  by  the 

stain  ! — 
Shall  carry  the  mark  of  my  teeth  in  their  flesh.     Could  they  feel  but  the 

pain, 
O  my  soul,  how  these  teeth  should  go  through  them  !    Fool,  fool,  what 

good  gift  dost  thou  bring  ? 

For  thee  have  I  sweetened  with  cassia  my  chambers."     "  A  gift  for  a  king," 
Azariah  laughed  loud  ;  and  tost  to  her  the  apple.     "  This  comes  from  the 

Tree 

Of  whose  fruit  whoso  tastes  lives  forever.     I  care  not.     I  give  it  to  thee. 
Nay,  witch  !  'tis  worth  more  than  the  shekels  of  gold  thou  hast  charmed 

from  my  purse. 
Take  it.    Eat,  and  thank  me  for  the  meal,  witch  !  for  Eve,  thy  sly  mother, 

fared  worse, 
O  thou  white-toothed  taster  of  apples  ?  "     "  Thou  liest,  fool  !"     "  Taste, 

then,  and  try. 

For  the  truth  of  the  fruit's  in  the  eating.     'Tis  thou  art  the  serpent,  not  I." 
And  the  strong  man  laughed  loud  as  he  pushed  at  her  lip  the  life-apple. 

She  caught 
And  held  it  away  from  her,  musing  ;  and  muttered  ...  "Go  to  !    It  is 

naught. 
Fool,  why  dost  thou  laugh?"    And. he  answered,  "Because,  witch,  it 

tickles  my  brain 

Intensely  to  think  that  all  we,  that  be  Something  while  yet  we  remain, 
\Ve.  the  princes  of  people. — ay,  even  the  King's  self, — shall  die  in  our  day, 
And  thou.  that  art  Nothing,  shait  sit  on  our  graves,  with  our  grandsons. 

and  play." 
So  he  said,  and  laughed  louder. 

But  when,  in  the  gray  jf  the  dawn,  he  was  gore, 
And  the  wan   light  waxed  large  in  the  window,  as  she  on  t;r  '.et1  s.it 

alone, 

With  the  fruit  that,  alluring  her  lip.  in  her  hand  lay  untasted.  perusin-.', 
Perplext,  the  gay  gift  of  the  Prince,  the  darlc  woman  thereat  fell  a  musing, 
And  she  thought  ..."  \Vhat  is  Life  without  Honor  ?    And  what  can  the 

life  that  1  live 

Give  to  me,  I  shall  care  to  continue,  not  caring  for  aught  it  can  give  ? 
I,  despising  the  fools  that  despise  me, — a  plaything  not  pleasing  myself, — 
Whose  life,  for  the  pelf  that  maintains  it,  must  sell  what  is  paid  not  by 

Delf  1 
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I  ?  .  .  .  the  man  called  me  Nothing,     lie  said  well.     '  The  great  In  their 

glory  must  go.' 
And  why  should  I  linger,  whose  life  leadeth  nowhere  ? — a  life  which  I 

know 
To  name  is  to  shame — struck,  unsexed,  by  the  world  from  its  list  of  the 

lives 
Of  the  women  whose  womanhood,  saved,  gets  them  leave  to  be  mothers 

and  wives. 
And  the  fancies  of  men  change.    And  bitterly  bought  is  the  bread  that  f 

eat  ; 
For,  though  purchased  with  body  and  spirit,  when  purchased  'tis  yet  all 

unsweet." 
Her  tears  fell  :  they  fell  on  the  apple.     She  sighed  ..."  Sour  fruit,  like 

the  rest  ! 

Let  it  go  with  the  salt  tears  upon  it.    Tet  life  ...  it  were  sweet  if  pos- 
sessed 
In  the  power  thereof,  and  the  beauty.     '  A  gift  for  a  king '  .  .  .  did  he 

say  ? 

Ay,  a  king's  life  is  a  life  as  it  should  be, — a  life  like  the  light  of  the  day, 
Wherein  all  that  liveth  rejoiceth.     For  is  not  the  King  as  the  sun 
That  shineth  in  heaven  and  seemeth  both  heaven  and  itself  all  in  one  ? 
Then  to  whom  may  this  fruit,  the  life-giver,  be  worthily  given  ?    Not  me. 
Nor  the  fool  Azariah  that  sold  it  for  folly.     The  Kins?  !  only  he, — 
Only  he  hath  the  life  that's  worth  living  forever.     Whose  life,  not  alone 
Is  the  life  of  the  King,  but  the  life  of  the  many  made  mighty  in  one. 
To  the  King  will  1  carry  this  apple.     And  he  (for  the  hand  of  a  king 
Is  a  fountain  of  hope)  in  his  handmaid  shall  honor  the  gift  that  1  bring. 
And  men  for  this  deed  shall  esteem  me.  with  Rahab  by  Israel  praised, 
As  first  among  those  who,  though  lowly,  their  shame  into   honor  have 

raised  : 

Such  honor  as  lasts  when  life  goes,  and,  while  life  lasts,  shall  lift  it  above 
What,  if  loved  by  the  many  I  loaLhe,  must  be  loathed  by  the  few  I  conld 

love." 

So  she  rose,  and  went  forth  through  the  city.    And  with  her  the  apple  she 

bore 
In  her  bosom  :  and  stood  'mid  the  multitude,  waiting  therewith  in  the 

door 
Of  the  hall  where  the  King,  to  give  judgment,  ascended  at  morning  his 

throne  : 
And,  kneeling  there,  cried,  "  Let  the  King  live  forever  !    Behold,  1  am 

one 
Whom  the  vile  of  themselves  count  the  vilest.     But  great  is  the  grace  of  mf 

lord. 
And  now  let  my  lord  on  his  handmaid  look  down,  and  give  ear  to  her 

\vord."  „ 

Thereat,  in  the  witness  of  all,  she  drew  forth,  and  (uplifting  her  head) 
Showed  the  Apple  of  Life,  which  who  tastes,  tastes  not  death.     "  And  this 

apple,"  she  said, 

"Last  night  was  delivered  to  me,  that  thy  servant  should  eat,  and  not  die. 
But  I  taid  to  the  soul  of  thy  servant,  '  Not  so.     For  behold,  what  am  I  ? 
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That  the  King,  In  his  glory  and  gladness,  should  cease  from  the  light  of  the 

sun. 

Whiles  1,  that  am  least  of  his  slaves,  in  ray  shame  and  abasement  live  on.' 
For  not  sweet  is  the  life  of  thy  servant,  unless  to  thy  servant  my  lord 
Stretch  his  hand,  and  show  favor.     For  surely  the  frown  of  a  king  is  a 

•word] 
But  the  smile  of  the  King  is  as  honey  that  flows  from  the  clefs  of  the 

rock, 
And  hi?  "race  is  as  dew  that  from  Iloreb  descends  on  the  heads  of  the 

flo;:k  : 

f  [)  the  K  ng  is  the  heart  of  a  host  :  the  King's  strength  is  an  army  of  men  . 
And  U-te  wrath  of  the  King  is  a  lion  that  roareth  by  night  from  his  den  : 
l>ut  as  grapes  from  the  vines  of  Eu-Gedi  are  favors  that  fall  from  his 

hands, 
And  as  towers  on  the  hill-tops  of  Shenir  the  throne  of  King  Solomon 

stands. 

And  for  this,  it  were  well  that  forever  the  King,  who  is  many  in  one, 
Should  sit,  to  be  seen  through  all  time,  on  a  throne  'twixt  the  moon  and 

the  sun  ! 
For  how  shall  one  lose  what  he  hath  not  ?    Who  hath,  let  him  keep  what 

he  hath. 
Wherefore  I  to  the  King  give  this  apple," 

Then  great  was  King  Solomon's  wrath. 
And  he  rose,  rent  his  garment,  and  cried,  "  Woman,  whence  came  this 

apple  to  thee  ?" 

But  when  he  was  'ware  of  the  truth,  then  his  heart  was  awakened.     And  he 
Knew  at  once  that  the  man  who,  erewhile,  unawared  coming  to  him,  had 

brought 
That  Apple  of  Life  was,  indeed,  GOD'S  good  Angel  of  Death.    And  he 

thought 
"  In  mercy,  I  doubt  not,  when  man's  eyes  were  opened,  and  made  to  see 

plain 
All  the  wrong  in  himself,  and  the  wretchedness,  GOD  sent  to  close  them 

•gain 
For  man's  sake,  his  last  friend  upon  earth — Death,  the  servant  of  GOD,  who 

is  just. 
Let  man's  spirit  to  Him  whence  it  cometh  return,  and  his  dust  to  the 

dust  1 " 

Then  the  Appre  of  Life  did  King  Solomon  seal  in  an  urn  that  was  signed 
With  the  sf,n'  of  Oblivion:  and  summoned  the  Spirits  that  walk  in  tha 

wind 

Unseen  on  the  summits  of  mountains,  where  never  the  eagle  yet  flew  ; 
Ar.i  these  he  commanded  to  bear  far  away, — out  of  reach,  out  of  view, 
Out  of  hope,  out  of  memory,— highei  than  Ararat  buildoth  his  throne, 
la  the  Urn  of  Oblivion  the" Apple  of  Life. 

But  on  green  jasper-stone 

Di''  the  King  write  the  story  thereof  for  instruction.     And  Enoch,  the  Beer, 
f1     ung  afterward,  searched  out  the  meaning.    And  he  that  hath  ears,  let 

hhn  hear. 
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As,  in  the  laurel's  murmurous  leaves 
'Twas  fabled,  once,  a  Virgin  dwelt; 
Within  the  poet's  page  yet  heaves 
The  poet's  Heart,  and  loves  or  grieves 
Or  triumphs,  as  it  felt. 

A  human  spirit  here  records 

The  annals  of  its  human  strife. 
A  human  hand  hath  touched  these 

chords. 

These  songs  may  all  be  idle  words  : 
And  yet — they  once  were  life. 

I  gave  my  harp  to  Memory. 
She  sung  of  hope,  when  hope  was 

young, 

Of  youth,  as  youth  no  more  maybe; 
And,  since   she   sung  of  youth,  to 

thee, 
Friend  of  my  youth,  she  sung. 

For  all  youth  seeks,  all  manhood 

needs, 
All    youth    and   manhood    rarely 

find  : 
/  strength  more  strong  thau  codes 

or  creeds, 

In  lofty  thoughts  and  lovely  deeds 
Revealed  to  heart  and  mind  ; 

A  staff  to  stay,  a  star  to  guide  ; 

A  spell  to  soothe,  a  power  to  raise ; 
A  faith  by  fortune  firmly  tried  ; 
A  judgment  resolute  to  preside 
O'er  days  at  strife  with  days. 
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O  large  in  lore,  in  nature  sound  I 
O  man  to  me,  of  all  men,  dear  ! 
All  these  in  thine  my  life  hath  found, 
And  force  to  tread  the  rugged  ground 
Of  daily  toil,  with  cheer. 

Accept — not  these,  the  broken  cries 

Of  days  receding  far  from  me — 
But  all  the  love  that  in  them  lies, 
The  man's  heart  in  the  melodies, 
The  man's  heart  honoring  thee  1 

Sighing  I  sung  ;  for  some  sublime 
Emotion  made  my  music  jar  : 
The  forehead  of  this  restless  time 
Pales  in  a  fervid,  passionate  clime, 
Lit  by  a  changeful  star  ; 

And  o'er  the  Age's  threshold,  traced 

In  characters  of  hectic  (ire, 
The  name  of  that  keen,  fervent-f.-v.-H 
And  toiling  seraph,  hath  been  placed 
Which  men  have  called  Desire. 

But  thou  art  strong  where,  even  of 

old, 

The  old  heroic  strength  was  rare= 
In  high  emotions  self-controlled, 
And  insight  keen,  but  never  cold, 
To  lay  all  falsehood  bare  ; 

Despising  all  those  glittering  lies 
Which  IB  these  days  can  t'c-ol  man- 
kind ; 

But  full  of  noble  sympathies 
For  what  is  genuinely  wise, 
And  beautiful,  and  kind. 
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And  them  wilt  pardon  all  the  much 
Of    weakness     which    doth    here 
Abound, 

Till  music,  little  pri/od  as  such, 
'«Vii  j  thee  find  worth  from  one  true 

touch 
Of  nature  in  its  sound. 

Though  mighty  spirits  are  no  more, 
Yet  spirits  of  beauty  still  remain. 
Ck>ne  is  the  Seer  that,  by  the  shore 
Of  lakes  as  limpid  as  his  lore, 
Lived  to  one  ceaseless  strain 

And  strenuous  melody  of  mind. 
13 ut  one  there  rests  that  hath  the 
power  [hind 

To  charm  the  midnight  moon,  and 
All  spirits  of  the  sweet  south-wind, 
And  steal  from  every  shower 

That  sweeps  green  England  cool  and 

clear. 

The  violet  of  tender  song. 
Gn-at  Alfred  !  long  may  England's 

ear 

His  music  (ill.  his  name  be  dear 
To  English  bosoms  long  ! 

And    one   ...    in    sacred    silence 

sheathed 
That  name  I  keep,  my  verse  would 

shame. 
The   name   my  lips  in   prayer  first 

breathed 

Was  his  :    and  prayer  hath  yet  be- 
queathed 
Its  silence  to  that  name  ; — 

Wliu  h  yet  an  age  remote  shall  hear, 
ijorne  on   the  fourfold  wind  sub- 
lime 
B.    Fame,  where,  with  some  faded 

year 
1'hese  songs  shall  sink,  like  leaflets 

sere, 
In  avenues  of  Time. 

Love  on  my  harp  his  finger  lays  ; 
llis    hand    is    held     against    the 

chords. 

My  heart  upon  the  music  weighs, 
And.  beating,  hushes  foolish  praise 
.Froui  desultory  words  : 


And  Childhood  steals,  with  wistful 

grace. 

'Twixt  him  and  me  ;   an  infant 

hand  [chase 

Chides  gently  back  the  thoughts  that 

The    forward   hour,   and   turns   my 

face 
To  that  remembered  land 

Of  legend,  and  the  Summer  sky, 

And  all  the  wild  Welsh  waterfalls, 
And   haunts   where   lie,    and    thou, 

and  I 
Once  wandered  with  the  wandering 

Wye, 
And  scaled  the  airy  walls 

Of  Chepstow,  from  whose  ancient 

height 

We   watched   the   liberal  sun   go 

down  ;  [night, 

Then  onward,  through  the  gradual 

Till,  ere  the  moon  was  fully  bright, 

We  supped  in  Monmouth  Toun. 

And   though,  dear  Mend,  thy  love 

retains 

The  choicest  sons  of  song  in  fee. 
To  thee  not  less  I  pour  these  strains. 
Knowing  that  in  thy  heart  remains 
A  little  place  for  rue. 

Xor  wilt  thou  all  forget  the  time 
Though   it  be  past,  in  which  to- 
gether, 

On  many  an  eve.  with  many  a  rhyme 
Of  old  and  modern  bards  sublime 
We  soothed  the  summer  weather: 

And.  citing  all  he  said  or  sung 
With  praise  reserved  for  bards  liks 

him, 
Spake    of    that  friend  who   dwells 

among 

The  Apennine,  and  there  hath  stiuug 
A  harp  of  Anakim  ; 

Than  whom  a  mightier  master  never 
Touched  the  deep  chords  of  hid- 
den things  ; 

Nor  error  did  from  truth  dissever 
With  keener  glance  ;  nor  made  en- 
deavor 
To  rise  on  bolder  wings 
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la  those  high  regions  of  the  soul 
Where  thought  itself  grows  dim 

with  awe. 

B'lt  now  the  star  of  eve  hath  stole 
Through  th*  t.eep  suuset,  and  the 


Of  heaven  begins  to  draw 
,  September  24,  1857. 


The  darkness  round  me,   and   the 

dew. 
And  my  pale  M  ise  doth  fold  her 

eyes. 

Adieu,  my  friend  ;  my  guide,  adieu! 
May  never  night,  'twixtme  and  you, 
With  thoughts  less  fond  arise  1 
THE  AUTHOR. 


PROLOGUE. 


PART  I. 


SWEET  are  the  rosy  memories  of  the 

lips, 
That  first  kissed  ours,  albeit  they 

kiss  no  more  : 
Sweet  is  the  sight  of  sunset-sailing 

ships, 
Although  they  leave  us  on  a  lonely 

sLore  : 
Sweet  are    familiar    songs,   though 

Music  dips 
Her  hollow  shell  in  Thought's  for- 

lornest  wells  : 
And  sweet,  though  sad,  the  sound 

of  midnight  bells, 

When  the  oped  casement  with  the 
night-rain  drips. 

There  is  a  pleasure  which  is  born  of 

pain  : 
The  grave  of  all  things  hath  its 

violet. 
Else  why,  through  days  which  never 

come  again, 
l.jams    Hope   with   that    strange 

longing,  like  Regret? 
Vu/  put  the  posy  in  the  cold  dead 

hand? 
Why   plant    the    rose    above   the 

lonely  grave  ? 
^7hy  bring  the  corpse  across  the 

Salt  sea-wave  ? 

Why  deem   tin-  dead  more  near  in 

native  land  ?  life 

Thy  name  hath  been  a  silence  in  my 

to  long,  it  fullers  upon  language 

now, 


0  more  to  me  than  sister  or  than 

wife 
Once  .  .  .  and  now — nothing  !    It 

is  hard  to  know 
That  such  things  have  been,  and  are 

not,  and  yet 
Life  loiters,  keeps  a  pulse  at  even 

measure, 
And  goes  upon  its  business  and  its 

pleasure, 
And  knows  not  all  the  depths  of  itfl 

regret. 

Thou  art  not  in  thy  picture,  O  my 

friend  ! 
The  years  are  sad  and  many  since 

I  saw  thee, 
And  seem  with  me  to  have  survived 

their  end. 

Far  otherwise  than  thus  did  mem- 
ory draw  thee 

1  ne'er  shall   know  thee  other  that) 

thou  wast. 
Yet  save,   indeed,  the  same  sad 

eyes  of  old, 
And  that  abundant  hair's  warm 

silken  gold, 

Thou  art  changed,  if  this  be  like  the 
look  thou  hast. 

Changed  I    There  the  epitaph  of  all 

the  years 
Was  sounded  1    I  am  changed  too. 

Let  it  be. 

Yet  it  is  sad  to  know  my  latest  tears 
Were  faithful  to  a  memory, — not 
to  thee. 
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Nothing  is  left  us  !  nothing — save 

the  soul. 
Yet  even  the  immortal  in  us  alters 

too. 
Who  is  it  his  old  sensations  can 

renew  ? 

flowly  the  seas  are  changed.     Slow 
ages  roll 

Hie  mountains  to  a  level.     Nature 

sleeps, 
And    dreams ^her  dream,   and  to 

new  work"  awakes 
After   a  hundred   years   are   in  the 

deeps. 
But    Man    is    changed    before    a 

wrinkle  breaks 
The  brow's  serein-ness,  or  the  curls 

are  gray. 
We  stand  within  the  flux  of  sense: 

the  ne.ir 
And  far  change  place  :  and  we  see 

nothing  clear. 

That's  false   to-morrow  which  was 
true  to-day. 

Ah,  oould  the  memory  cast  her  spots, 

as  do 
The  snake's  brood  theirs  in  spring! 

and  be  once  more 
Wholly  renewed,  to  dwell  i'  the  time 

that's  new, 
With  no  reiterance  of  those  pangs 

of  yore. 
Peace,  peace  !     My  wild  song  will  go 

wandering 

Too  wantonly,  down  paths  a  pri- 
vate pain 
Hath  trodden  hare.     What  was  it 

jarred  the  strain  ? 
}me  crusht  illusion,  left  with  crum- 
pled wing 

Tangled  in   Music's  web  of  twined 

strings — 
That  started  that  false  note,  and 

cricked  the  tune 
In    Its    beginning.      Ah,    forgotten 

things 

Stumble  back  strangely  !  And  the 
ghost  of  J  une 


Stands  by  1  tecember's  Cre,  cold,  coldl 

and  puts 
The  last  spark  out. 

How  could  I  sing  aright 
With  those  old  airs  haunting  me  all 

the  night 

And  those  old  steps  that  sound  when 
daylight  shuts  ? 

For  back  she  comes,  and  morea  re- 
proachfully, 
The  mistress  of  my  moods,  and 

looks  bereft 
(Cruel  to  tbe  last  !)  as  though  'twere 

I,  not  she, 
That  did  the  wrong,  and  broke  the 

spell,  and  left 
Memory  comfortless. 

Away  !  away  ! 
Phantoms,  about  whose  brows  the 

bindweed  clings, 
Hopeless  regret  ! 

In  thinking  of  these  things 
Some   men   have   lost  their  minds, 
aj'd  others  may. 

Yet,  O.  for  one  deep  draught  in  this 

dull  hour  ! 

One  deep,  deep  draught  of  the  de- 
parted time  ; 

O,  for  one  brief  strong  pulse  of  an- 
cient power, 
To  beat  and  -breathe  through  all 

the  valves  of  rhyme  ! 
Thou,  Memory,  with  the  downward 

eyes,  that  art 
The  cupbearer  of  gods,  pour  deep 

and  long, 
Brim  all  the  vacant  chalices  nt 

song 

With  health  I     Droop  down  thine 
urn. 

I  hold  my  heart. 
One  draught  of   what  I  shall   no; 

taste  again, 
Save  when  my  brain  with  thy  dark 

wine  is  brimmed, — 
One  draught  !  and  then  straight  on- 
ward, spite  of  pain, 
And  -pile  of  all  things  changed, 
with  gaze  undiiumed, 
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Love's  footsteps  through  the  waning 

Past  to  explore 
Undaunted  :  and  to  carve,  in  the 

wan  light 
Of  Hope'slast  outposts,  on  Song's 

utmost  height 
The  sad  resemblance  of  an  hour  no 

more. 
; 

Midnight,  and  love,  and  youth,  and 

Italy  ! 
Love  in  the  land  where  love  most 

lovely  seems  I 
Land  of  my  love,  though  I  be  far 

from  thee, 
Lend,  for  love's  sake,  the  light  of 

thy  moonbeams, 
The  spirit  of  thy  cypress-groves,  and 

all 
Thy  dark-eyed  beauty,  for  a  little 

while 
To  my  desire.    Yet  once  more  let 

her  smile 

Fall  o'er  me  :  o'er  me  let  her  long 
hair  fall, 

The  lady  of  my  life,  whose  lovely 

eyes 
Dreaming,  or  waking,  lure  me,     I 

shall  know  her 
By  Love's  own  planet  o'er  her  in  the 

skies, 
And  Beauty's  blossom  in  the  grass 

below  her  ! 
Dreaming,  or  waking,  in  her  soft, 

sad  gaze 
Let  my  heart  bathe,  as  on   that 

fated  night 
I  saw  her,  when  my  life  took  in 

the  sight 

Of  her  sweet  face  for  all   its  nights 
and  days. 

Her  winsome  head  was  bare  :  and 

she  had  twined 
Through  its   rich   curls   wild   red 

anemones  ; 
One  stream  of  her  soft  hair  strayed 

uncon  fined 

Down  her  ripe  cheek,  and  shad- 
owed her  deep  »:yrs. 


The  bunch  of  swvd-grass  fell  from 

her  loose  hand. 
Her  modest  foot  beneath  its  sn-">wy 

skirt 
Peeped,  and  the  golden  daisy  was 

not  hurt. 

Stately,  yet  slight,  she  stood,  as  fai  - 
ies  stand. 

Under  the  blessed  darkness  unrc 

proved 
We  were  alone,  in  that  blest  hour 

of  time, 
Which  first  revealed  to  us  how  much 

we  loved, 
'Neath  the  thick  starlight.     The 

young  night  sublime 
Hung  trembling  o'er  us.    At  her 

feet  I  knelt, 
And  gazed  up  from  her  feet  into 

her  eyes. 
Her  face  was  bowed  :  we  breathed 

each  other's  sighs  : 
We  did  not  speak  :   not,  move  :   we 
looked  :  we  felt. 

The  night  said  not  a  word.     The 

breeze  was  dead. 
The  leaf   lay  without  whispering 

on  the  tree, 
As  I  lay  at  her  feet.    Droopt  was  her 

head  : 
One  hand  in  mine  :  and  one  still 

pensively 
Went  wandering  through  ray  hair. 

We  were  together. 
How  ?     Where  :J     What    matter  ? 

Somewhere  in  a  dream, 
Drifting,   slow    drifting,   down    a 

wizard  stream  : 

Whither  ?     Together  :     then    wha 
matter  whither  ? 

It  was  enough  for  me  to  clasp  her 

hand  : 
To  blend  with  her  love-looks  my 

own  :  no  more. 
Enough    (with    thoughts   like  ships 

that  cannot  land, 

Blown    by    faint    winds   about  a 
magic  shore) 
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To  realize,  In  each  mysterious  feel- 

ing, 
The  droop  of  the  warm  cheek  so 

near  my  own  : 
Tlie    cool   white   arm    about    my 

shoulder  thrown  : 

fLose  exquisite   frail  feet,  where  I 
was  kneeling. 

IIo<v  little  know  they  life's  divinest 

bliss, 
That  know  not  to  possess  and  yet 

refrain  ! 

Let  the  young  Psyche  roam,  a  fleet- 
ing kiss  : — 
Grasp  it — a  few  poor  grains  of  dust 

remain. 
Sec  how  those  floating  flowers,  the 

butterflies, 
II<>ver   the  garden   through,   and 

take  no  root  ! 

Desire  forever  hath  a  flying  foot. 
Free   pleasure   comes   and  goes  be- 
neath the  skies. 

Close  not  thy  hand  upon  the  inno- 
cent joy 
That  trusts  itself  within  thy  reach. 

It  may, 
Or  may  not,  linger.     Thou  canst  but 

destroy 
The  winged  wanderer.     Let  it  go 

or  stay. 
Love  thou  the  rose,  yet  leave  it  on 

its  stem. 
Think  !  Midas  starved  by  turning 

all  to  gold. 
Blessed  are  those  that  spare,  and 

that  withhold. 

Because    the  whole  world  shall  be 
trusted  then. 

The  foolish  Faun  pursues  the  unwil- 
ling Nymph 
That  culls  her  flowers  beside  the 

precipice, 
Or  dips  her  shining  ankles  iu  the 

lymph  : 
But,  just  when  she  must  perish  or 

be  his, 

Heaven  puts  an   arm  out.     She  is 
safe.     The  shore 
12 


Gains  some  new  fountain  ;  or  the 

lilied  lawn 
A  rarer  sort  of  rose  :  but,  ah,  poor 

Faun  ! 
To  thee  she  shall  be  changed  for- 

evermore. 

Chase  not  too  close  the  fading  rar- 

ture.     Leave  [seei . 

To  Love  his  long  auroras,  slowly 

Be  ready  to  release,  as  to  receive. 

Deem  those  the  nearest,  soul  to 

soul,  between 
Whose  lips  yet  lingers  reverence  on 

a  sigh. 
Ju'dge  what  thy  sense  can  reach 

not,  most  thine  own, 
If  once   thy  soul   hath   seized  it. 

The  unknown 
Is  life  to  love,  religion,  poetry. 

The  moon  had  set.     There  was  not 

any  light, 

Save  of  the  lonely  legioned  watch- 
stars  pale  [bright 
In  outer  air,  and  what  by  fits  made 

Hot  oleanders  in  a  rosy  vale 
Searched  by  the  lamping  fly,  whose 

little  spark 
Went  iu  and  out,   like  passion's 

bashful  hope. 
Meanwhile  the  sleepy  globe  began 

to  slope 

A     ponderous     shoulder    sunward 
through  th.e  dark. 

And  the  night  passed  in  beauty  like 

a  dream. 

Aloof  in  these  dark  heavens  paus- 
ed Destiny,  * 
With  her  last  star  descending  in  the 

gleam 
Of    the  cold    morrow,  from  the 

emptied  sky. 
The  hour,  the  distance  from  her  old 

self,  all 
The  novelty  and  loneness  of  the 

place, 
Had  left  a  lovely  awe  on  that  fair 

face, 

And  all  the  land  grew  strange  and 
magical. 
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As  droops  some  billowing  cloud  to 

the  crouched  hill, 
Heavy  with  all  heaven's  tears,  for 

all  earth's  care, 
She  drooped  unto  me,  without  force 

or  will, 

And  sank  upon  my  bosom,  mur- 
muring there, 

\  woman's  inarticulate,  passionate 

words.  |  earl  h  ! 

O  moment  of  all  moments  upon 

O   life's    supreme !      How    worth, 

how  wildly  worth, 

Whole  worlds  of  flame,  to  know  this 
world  affords 

"What  even  Eternity  cannot  restore  ! 
When    all   the   ends  of   life   take 

hands,  and  meet 
Kound   centres  of  sweet  fire.     Ah, 

never  more, 
Ah  never,  shall  the  bitter  with  the 

tweet 

Be  mingled   so  in   the  pale    after- 
years  1 
One  hour  of  life  immortal  spirits 

possess. 
This  drains  the  world,  and  leaves 

but  weariness, 

And  parching  passion,  and  perplex- 
ing tears. 

Sad  is  it,  that  we  cannot  even  keep 
That  hour  to  sweeten  life's  last 

toil  :  but  Youth 
Grasps  all,  and  leaves  us  :  and,  when 

we  would  weep, 
We   dare  not  let  our  tears    flow 

lest,  in  truth, 
They  fall  upon  our  work  which  must 

be  done. 
And  so  we  bind  up  our  torn  hearts 

from  breaking  : 
Our  eyes  from  weeping,  and  our 

brows  from  achitig  : 
And   follow  the  loug   pathway  all 
alone. 

O  moment  of  sweet  peril,  perilous 

sweet  1 

When  woman  joins  herself  to  man ; 
and  man 


Assumes  the  full-lived  woman,   to 

complete 
The  end  of  life,  since  human  life 

began  ! 

When  in  the  perfect  bliss  of  union, 
Body  and  soul  triumphal  rapture 

claim, 
When  there's  a  spirit  in  blood,  in 

spirit  a  flame, 

And  earth's  lone  hemispheres  glow, 
fused  in  one  1 

Rare  moment  of  rare  peril  I ...  The 

bard's  song, 
The  mystic's  musing  fancy.    Did 

there  ever 
Two  perfect  souls,  in  perfect  forms, 

belong 
Perfectly  to  each  other  ?    Never, 

never  ! 
Perilous  were  such  moments,  for  ? 

touch 
Might  mar  their  clear  perfection. 

Exquisite 

Even  for  the  peril  of  their  frail  de- 
light. 

Such  things  man  feigns  :  such  seeke: 
but  finds  not  such. 

No  !  for  'tis  in  ourselves  our  love 

doth  grow  : 
And,  when  our  love  is  fully  risen 

within  us, 

Round  the  lirst  object  doth  it  over- 
flow, 
Which,  be  it  fair  or  foul,  is  sure  to 

win  us 
Out  of  ourselves.     We  clothe  with 

our  own  nature 
The  man  or  woman  its  first  want 

doth  find. 
The  leafless  prop  with    our  own 

buds  we  bind, 

And  hide  in  blossoms  :  fill  the  empty 
feature 

With  our  own  meanings  :  even  prize 

defects 
Which  keep  the  mark  of  our  own 

choice  upon 
The  chosen  :  Llesa  each  fault  whose 

spot  protects 
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Our  choice  from  possible  confu- 
sion 
With  the  world's  other  creatures  : 

we  believe  them 
'What  most  we  wish,  the  more  we 

1m. I  they  are  not  : 
Our  choice  once  made,  with  our 

own  choice  we  war  not  : 
We  worship  them  for  what  ourselves 
we  gJve  them. 


Doubt  is  this  otherwise.  .  .  .  When 

fate  removes 

The  unworthy  one  from   our  re- 
luctant arms, 
"We  die  with  that  lost  love  to  other 

lovi-s, 
And  turn  to  its  defects  from  other 

cli  arms. 
Ar.d    nobler    forms,    where    moved 

those  forms,  may  move 
With   lingering    Igpks  :   our   cold 

farewells  we  wave  them. 
We  loved   our  lost   loves   for  the 

love  we  gave  them, 
And  not  for  anything  they  gave  our 
love. 

Old  things  return  not  as  they  were 

in  Time. 
Trust  nothing  to  the  recompense 

of  Chance, 
Which  deals  with  novel  forms.  This 

falling  rhyme 
Fails  from   the   flowery  steeps  of 

old  romance, 
Down    that    abyss   which    Memory 

droops  above, 
And,   gazing  out  of  hopelessness 

down  there, 
I  see  the   shadow  creep  through 

Youth's  gold  hair 

And  white  Death  watching  over  red- 
lipped  Love. 

PART  II. 

THE  soul  lives  on.     What  lives  on 

with  the  soul  ? 
Glimpses  of  something  better  than 
her  best  •, 


Truer  than  her  truest :  motion  to  a 

pole 

Beyond  the  zones  of  this  orb's  dim- 
ness guest : 
And  (since  "life  dies  not  with  the  first 

dead  bliss) 
Blind   notions   of  some  meaning 

moved  through  time, 
Some  purpose  in  the  deeps  of  the 

sublime, 

That  stirs  a  pulse  here,  could  we  find 
out  this. 

Visions  and  noises  rouse  us.     I  iis- 

cern 
Even  in  change  some  comfort,  O 

Beloved  ! 
Suns  rise  and  set ;  stars  vanish  and 

return  ; 
But  never  quite  the  same.     And 

life  is  moved 
Toward  new  experience.     Every  eve 

and  morn 
Descends  and  springs  with  increase 

on  the  world. 
And  what  is  death  but  life  in  this 

life  furled  ? 

The  outward  cracks,  the  inward  life 
is  borru 

Friends  past  beyond  the  borders  of 

this  Known, 
And  draw  our  thoughts  up  after 

them.     We  say 
"  They  are  :  but  their  relations  nov) 

are  done 
With  Nature,  and  the  plan  of  night 

and  day." 
If  never  mortal  man  from  this  world's 

light 
Did  pass  away  to  that  surrounding 

gloom, 

'Twere  well  to  doubt  the  life  be- 
yond the  tomb  ; 

But  now  is  Truth's  dark  side  •  svea'pd 
to  sight. 

Father  of  spirits  !    Thine  all  secrets 

be. 

I  bless  Thee  fcr  the  light  Thou 
hast  revealed, 
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And  that  Thou  hidest.     Part  of  me 

I  see, 
And  part  of  me  Thy  wisdom  hath 

concealed, 
Ti^   .he  new  life  divulge  it.     Lord, 

imbue  me 
With  will  to  work  in  this  diurnal 

sphere, 

Knowing  myself  my  life's  day-la- 
borer here, 

Where    evening    brings    the    day's 
work's  wages  to  me. 

I  work  my  work.     All  its  results  are 

Thine. 
I  know  the  loyal  deed  becomes  a 

fact 
Which  Thou  wilt  deal  with  :  nor  will 

I  repine 
Although  1  miss  the  value  of  the 

act. 
Thou  carest  for  the  creatures  :  and 

the  end 
Thou  seest.     The  world  unto  Thy 

hands  I  leave  : 
And  to  Thy  hands  my  life.     I  will 

not  grieve 

Because  I  know  not  all  Thou  dost  in- 
tend. 

Something  I   know.      Oft,   shall  it 

come  about 
When  every  heart  is  full  with  hope 

for  man 
The  horizon   straight   is  darkened, 

and  a  donbt 
Clouds  all.     The  work  the  world 

so  well  began 
Bastes  down,  and  by  some  deed  of 

shame  is  finished. 
Ah  3  ?•%   1  will  not  be  dismayed  : 

i_c."  though 
The  good  cause  flourish  fair,  and 

Freedom  How 

All  round,  my  watch  beyond  shall 
be  diminished. 

What   seemed    the   triumph    of   the 

Fir.nd  at  length 

Might  be  the  effort  of  some  dying 
Devil, 


Permitted   to  put  forth  his  fullest 

strength 
To  lose  it  all  forever.     While,  the 

evil 
Whose  cloven  crest  our  paeans  float 

above 
Might  have  been  less  than  what 

unnoticed  lies 
'Neath  our  rejoicings.     Which  of 

us  is  wise  ? 

We  know  not  what  we  mourn  :  nor 
why  we  love. 

But  teach  me,  O  Omnipotent,  since 

strife, 

Sorrow,  and  pain  are  but  occur- 
rences 
Of   that    condition    through    which 

llows  uiy  life, 
Not   part  of    me,   the    immortal, 

whom  distress 
Cannot   retain, xto  vex  not  thought 

for  these,  : 
But  to   be  patient,  bear,  forbear, 

restrain, 
And  hold  my  spirit  pure  above  my 

pain. 

No  star  that  looks  through  life's  dark 
lattices, 

But  what  gives  token  of  a  world 

elsewhere. 
I   bless  .Thee   for  the  loss   of  all 

things  here 
Which  proves  the  gain  to  "be  :  the 

hand  of  Care 
That  shades  the  eyes  from  earth, 

and  beckons  near 
The   rest  which   sweetens  all  :  the 

shade  Time  throws 
On  Love's  pale  countenance,  th;  6 

he  may  gaze 

Across  Kiernity  for  better  days 
Unblinded  ;  and  the  wisdom  of  all 
woes  : 

I  bless  Thee  for  the  life  Thou  gavest, 

albeit 

It  hath  known  sorrow  :  for  the  sor- 
row's self 

I  bless  Thee  ;  and  the  gift  of  wings 
to  llee  it, 
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Led  by  this   spirit  of   song, — this 

ministering  elf, 

That  to  sweet  uses  doth  unwind  my 
pain, 

And  spin  his  palace  out  of  poison- 
llowers, 

To  float,  an  impulse,  through  the 

livelong  hours, 

Fron   sky  to  sky,  on  Fancy's  glitter- 
ing skein. 

Aid  me.  sweet  Spirit,  escaping  from 

the  throng 
Of  those  that  raise  the  Corybaiitic 

shout, 
And  barbarous,  dissonant  cymbal's 

clash  prolong, 
In  fear  lest  any  hear  the  God  cry 

out, 
Nosv   that  the    night   resumes    her 

bleak  retreat 
In  these  dear  lands,  footing  the 

unwandered  waste 
Of    Loss,  to  walk   in   Italy,   and 

taste 

A  little  while  of  what  was  once  so 
sweet. 


PART  IIL 

NURSE  of  an  ailing  world,  beloved 

Night ! 
Our  days  are  fretful  children,  weak 

to  bear 
A  little  pain  :  they  wrangle,  wound, 

and  light 
Each  other,  weep,  and  sicken,  and 

despair. 
Thou,  with  thy  motherly  hand  that 

healeth  care, 
Stillest  our  little  noise  :  rebukest 

one, 
Soothest   another  :  blamest  tasks 

undone  : 

refreshes!  jaded  hope  ;  and  teachest 
prayer. 

Thine  is  the  mother's  sweet  hush- 
hush,  that  stills 

The  flutter  ngsof  :i  plaintive  heart 
to  rest. 


Thine  is  the  mother's  medicining 

hand  that  fills 
Sleep's  opiate  :  thine  the  mother's 

patient  breast  : 
Thine,  too,  the  mother's  mute  re 

proachful  eyes, 
That  gently  look  our  angry  noise 

to  shame 
When   all  is  done  :  we  dare  not 

meet  their  blame  : 
They  are  so  silent,  and  they  are  so 
wise. 

Thou  that  from  this  lone  casement, 

while  I  write, 
Seen    in   the    shadowy  upspring, 

swift  dost  post 
Without  a  sound  the  polar  star  to 

light, 
Not  idly  did  the  Chaldee  shepherds 

boast 
By  thy  stern  lights  man's  life  aright 

to  read. 
All  day  he  hides  himself  from  his 

own  heart, 
Swaggers  and  struts,  and  plays  his 

foolish  part  : 
Thou  oiilyseest  him  as  he  is  indeed. 

For  who  could  feign  false  worth,  or 

give  the  nod 
Among  his  fellows,  or  this  dust 

disown, 
With  naught  between  him  and  those 

lights  of  God, 

Left  awfully  alone  with  the  Alone  ? 
Who  vaunt  high  words,  whose  least 
heart's  beating  jars 

The  hush  of  sentinel    worlds  tLat 

take  mute  note 
Of    all    beneath    yon    judgmeat 

plains  remote  ? — 
A  universal  cognizance  of  stars  ! 

And   yet,   O  gentlest  angel  of  the 

Lord  ! 
Thou    leadest    by  the   hand   the 

artisan 
Away  from  work.      Thou  briugest, 

on  ship-board, 

When  gleam  the  dead-lights,  to  tht 
lonely  man 
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That    turns    the    wheel,    a  blessed 

memory 

Of  apple-blossoms,  and  the  moun- 
tain vales 
About  his  little  cottage   in  Green 

Walea, 

Miles  o'er  the  ridges  of  the  rolling 
sea. 

Thou     bearest    divine    forgiveness 

amongst  men. 

Relenting  Anger  pauses  by  the  bed 
Where  Sleep   looks  so   like  Death. 

The  absent  then 
Return  ;    and     Memory    beckons 

back  the  dead, 
Thou  helpest  home  (thy  balmy  hand 

it  is  !) 
The  hard-worked  husband  to  the 

pale-cheeked  wife, 
And   Lushest   up   the   poor  day's 

household  strife 

On  marriage  pillows,  with  a  good- 
night kiss. 

Thou  bringest  to  the  wretched  and 

forlorn 

Woman,  that  down  the  glimmer- 
ing by-street  hovers, 
A  dream  of  better  days  :  the  gleam 

of  corn 
About  her  father's  field,  and  her 

first  lover's 
Grave,  long  forgotten  in  the  green 

churchyard  : 
Voices,    long-stilled,   from     purer 

hours,  before 
The  rushlight,   Hope,  went  out  ; 

and,  through  the  door 
Of  the  lone  garret,  when  the  nights 
wer  >  hard, 

Hunger,  the  wolf,  put  in  his  paw, 

and  found  her 

Sewing     the     winding-sheet     of 
Youth,  alone  ; 

And  griped  away  tbe  last  cold   com- 
forts round  her  : — 
Her  little  bed  ;  the  mean  clothe 
she  had  on  : 

Her  mother's  picture— the  sole  saint 
the  knew  : 


Till  nothing-  else  was  left  for  the 

last  crust 
But  the  poor  body,  and  the  heart's 

young  trust 

In  its  own   courage  :  and  so  these 
went  too. 

Home  from  the  heated  Ball  fluaut 

Beauty  stands, 
.Musing  beside  her    costly  couch 

alone  : 
But  while  she  loosens,   faint,  with 

jewelled  hands, 
The  diamonds  from  her  danc  hair. 

one  by  one, 
Thou  whisperest  in  her  empty  heart 

the  name 
Of  one  that  died  heart-broken  for 

her  sake 
Long  since,  and  all  at  once  the 

coiled  hell-snake 

Turns  stinging  in  his    egg,  —  and 
pomp  is  shame. 

Thou  comest  to  the  man  of  many 

pleasures 
Without  a  joy,  that,  soulless,  plays 

for  souls, 
Whose  life's  a  squandered  heap  of 

plundered  treasures, 
While,    listless   loitering    by,   the 

moment  rolls 
From  nothing  on  to  nothing.    From 

the  shelf 
Perchance  he  takes  a  cynic  book. 

Perchance 
A  dead   flower  stains  the  leaves. 

The  old  romance 

Returns.     Ere  morn,  perchance,  he 
shoots  himself. 

Thou  comest,  with  a  touch  of  scorn, 

to  me, 
That  o'er  the  broken  wine-cup  of 

my  youth 
Sit     brooding    here,   and    poiutest 

silently 
To  thine  unchanging  stars.     Yes  I 

ves  !  in  truth, 
They  s'eem  more  reachless  now  thau 

when  of  yore 
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Above  the  promist,  land  I  watcht 

them  shine, 
And  all  among  their  cryptic  ser- 

pentine 
TTent  climbing  Hope,  new  planets  to 

explore. 

JTot  for  the  flesh  that  fades  —  al- 

though decay 
This  thronged  metropolis  of  sense 

o'erspread  : 
Jfo'.  for  the  joys  of  youth,  that  fleet 

away 
When   the  wise   swallows   to  the 

south  are  fled  ; 
Not  that,   beneath   the  law  which 

fades  the  flower, 
An  earthly  hope  should  wither  in 

the  cells 
Of  this  poor  earthly  house  of  life, 

where  dwells 

l-aseen      the     solitary     Thinking- 
Power  ; 

But  that  where  fades  the   flower  the 

weed  should  flourish  ; 
For  all  the  ballled  efforts  to  achieve 
The  imperishable  from   the  things 

that  perish, 
For   broken   vows,  and  weakened 

will,  I  grieve. 
Knowing  that  night  of  all  i?  creeping 

on 
Wherein    can  no    man    work,    I 

sorrow  most 
For  what  is   gained,   and   not  for 

what  is  lost  ; 

Nor  mourn   alone   what's   undone, 
but  what's  done. 


light,  from   yonder  windless 

cloud  released, 
£f  widening  up  the  peaks  of  you 

black  hills  ? 
It  it  the  full   moon  in  the   mystic 

east, 
Whose  coming  half  the   the   un- 

ravisbt  darkness  tills 
Till   all    among     the    ribbed    light 

cloudlets  pale, 
From  shore  to  shore  in   sapphrine 

deeps  divine, 


The  orboVl  splendor  seems  to  slide 

and  shine 
Aslope  the  roling  vapors  in  the  vale. 

Abroad  the  stars'  majestic  light  is 

flung, 
And  they  fade  brightening  up  the 

steps  of  Night. 
Cold    mysteries    of  the   midnight  ! 

that,  among 
The  sleeps    and   pauses    of    this 

world,  in  sight, 

Reveal  a  doubtful  hope  to  wild  De- 
sire ; 
Which,  hungering  for  the  sources 

of  the  suns, 
Makes  moan  beyond  the  blue  Sep- 

tentrions. 

And  spidery  Saturn  in  his  webs  of 
tire  ; 

Whether  the  unconscious  destinies  of 

man 
Alove   with  the  motions   of  your 

sphered  lights. 
And  his  brief  course,   foredoomed 

ere  he  began, 
Your    sbining    symbols    fixed    in 

reachless  heights, 
Or  whether  all  the  purpose  of  his 

pain 
Be    shut  in  his    wild  heart    and 

feverish  will. 
He  knows  no  more  than  this  : — 

that  you  are  still, 

But  he  is  moved  :  he  goes,  but  you 
remain. 

Fooled  was  the  human  vanity  that 

wrote 
Strange  names  in   astral  fire  en 

yonder  pole. 
Wlio  and  what  were  they — in  whatl 

age  remote — 
That  scrawled  weak  boasts  on  yon 

sidereal  scroll  ? 
Orion  shines.     N9W  seek  for  Nim- 

rod.     Where  ? 

Osiris  is  a  fable,  and  no  more  : 
But  Sirius  burns  as  brightly  as  of 

yore. 
There  is  no  shade  on  Berenice's  hair. 
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You  that  outlast  the  Pyramids,  as 

they 
Outlast  their  founders,  tell   us  of 

our  doom  ! 
You  that  see  love  depart,  and  Error 

stray, 

And  Genius  toiling  at  a  splendid 
i  tomb, 

'Like   those  Egyptian    slaves  :    and 

Hope  deoeived  : 
And  strength  still  failing  when  the 

goal  is  ne;ir  : 
Axd  Passion  parcht  :  and  Rapture 

claspt  to  Fear  : 

And  Trust  betrayed  :    and   Memory 
bereaved  1 


Vain  question  !    Shall   some   other 

voice  declare 

What  my  soul  knows  not  of  her- 
self? Ah  no  ! 
Dumb    patient    Monster,     grieving 

everywhere, 
Thou  answerest   nothing  which  I 

did  not  know. 
The  broken  fragments   of  ourselves 

we  seek 
In  alien  forms,  and  leave  our  lives 

behind. 
In  our  own  memories  our  graves 

we  find. 

And  when  we  lean  upon  our  hearts, 
they  break* 

I  so.em  to  see  'mid  yonder  glimmer- 
ing spheres 
Another    world  : — not    that    our 

prayers  record, 
Wherein  our  God  shall  wipe  away  all 

tears, 
And  never  voice  of  mourning  shall 

be  heard  ; 
ISrt  one   between    the    sunset  and 

moonrisp  : 
Nnar  night,  yet  neighboring  day  : 

a  twilit  land, 
And    peopled    by    a    melancholy 

band — 

Ilie  souls   thai    loved   and  failed — 
with  hopeless  ey  •*  ; 


More  like  that  Hades  of  the  antique 

creeds  ; — 
A  land    of    vales  forlorn,   where 

Thought  shall  roam 

Regretful,  void  of  wholesome  human 

deeds,  [home, 

An  endless,  homeless  pining  after 

To  which  all  sights  and  sounds  shall 

minister 
In  vain  : — white  roses  glimmering 

all  alone 
In  an  evening  light,  and,  with  his 

haunting  tone, 

The  advancing  twilight's  shard-born 
trumpeter. 

A  world  like  this  world's  worst  come 

back  again  ; 
Still  groaning  'neath  the  burthen 

of  a  Fall  : 

Eternal  longing  with  eternal  pain, 
Want  without  hope,  and  memory 

saddening  all. 

All  congregated  failure  and  despair 
Shall  wander  there,  through  some 

old  maze  of  wrong  : — 
Ophelia    drowning    in    her    own 

death-song, 

And    First- Love    strangled    in    1m 
golden  hair. 

Ah  well,  for  those  that  overcome,  no 

doubt 
The  crowns  are  ready  ;  strength  is 

to  the  strong. 
But  we — but  we — weak  hearts  that 

grope  about 
In  darkness,  with  a  lamp  that  fails 

along 
The  lengthening  midnight,  dying  ere 

we  reach 
The  bridal  doors  !    O,  what  for  us 

remains, 
But  mortal  effort  with  immortai 

pains  ? 

And  yet — God  breathed  a  spirit  into 
each  ! 

I  know  this  miracle  of  the  soul  is 

more 

Than  all  the  marvels  that  it  looks 
upon. 
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And  we   are   kings  whose  heritage 

was  before 
The  spheres,  and  owes  no  homage 

to  the  sun. 
In  my  own  breast  a  mightier  world  I 

bear 
Than  all  those  orbs  on  orbs  about 

me  rolled  ; 
Nor  are  you  kinglier,  stars,  though 

throned  on  gold. 

And  given  the  empires  of  the  mid- 
night-air. 

For  I.  too,  am  undying  as  you  are. 
O  teach   me  calm,  and  leach  me 

self-control : — 
To  sphere  my  spirit  like  yon  fixed 

star 
That  moves  not  ever  in  the  utmost 

pole, 

But  whirls,  and  sleeps,  and  turns  all 
heaveu  one  way. 


So,   strong  as   Atlas,   should   the 

spirit  stand, 
And  turn  the  great  globe  round  in 

her  right  hand, 
For  recreation  of  her  sovereign  sway. 


Ah  yet  ! — For  all,  I  shall  not  use  my 

power, 
Xor  reign  within  the  light  of  my 

own  home, 
Till    speculation    fades,    and    that 

strange  hour 
Of  the   departing  of  the  soul   is 

come  ; 
Till  all  this  wrinkled   husk  of  care 

falls  by, 
And  my  immortal   nature  stands 

upright 
In  her  perpetual  morning,  and  the 

light 
Of  suns  that  set  not  on  Eternity  1 
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THE  MAGIC  LAND. 

Bv  woodland  belt,  by  ocean  bar, 
The    full    south    breeze   our  fore- 
heads fanned, 

And,  under  many  a  yellow  star, 
We  dropped  into  the  Magic  Land. 

There,  every  sound  and  every  sight 
Means  more  than  sight  or  sound 
elsewhere  ; 

jSach  twilight  star  a  twofold  light ; 
PZach  rose  a  double  redness,  there. 

By  ocean  bar,  by  woodland  belt, 
Our  silent  course  a  syren  led, 

Till  dark  in  dawn  began  to  melt, 
Through    the    wild    wizard-work 
o'erhead. 

A  murmur  from  the  Violet  vales  ! 
A  glory  in  the  goblin  dell  ! 


There  Beauty  all  her  fcicast  unveils, 
And  Music  pours  o^t  all  her  shell. 

We   watched,   toward    the    land   of 

dreams, 

The  fair  moon  draw  the  murmur- 
ing main  ; 

A  single  thread  of  silver  beams 
Was  made  the  monster's  rippling 
chain. 

We  heard  far  off  the  syren's  song  : 
We  caught  the  gleam  of  sea-maid's 
hair.  [among, 

The    glimmering     isles    anil     rocks 
We  moved  through  sparkling  pur- 
ple air. 

Then  Morning  rose,  and  smote  from 
far, 

Her  elfin  harps  o'er  land  and  sea  ; 
And  woodland  belt,  and  ocean  bar. 

To  one  sweet  note,  sighed  ''  Italy ! " 
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THE  golden  Planet  of  the  Occident 
Warm   from   his   bath  comes  up, 

i'  the  rosy  air, 
And   you  may  tell   which  way  the 

Daylight  went, 
Only  by  his  last  footsteps  shining 

there  : 

For  now  he  dwells 
Sea-deep  o'er  the  other  shore  of 

the  world, 

And    winds    himself    in    the   pink- 
mouthed  shells  ; 

Or,  with  his  dusky,  sun-dyed  Priest, 
Walks  in  the  gardens  of  the  gorgeous 

East  ; 
Or  hides  in  Indian  hills  ;  orsaileth 

where 

Floats,  curiously  curled, 
Leagues  out  of   sight  and  scent  of 

spicy  trees, 
The   cream-white   nautilus   on   sap- 
phrine  seas. 

rfut  here  the  Night  from  the  hill-top 

yonder. 

Steals  all  alone,  nor  yet  too  soon  ; 
1  have  sighed  for,  and   sought  for, 

her  ;  sadder  and  fonder 
(All  through  the  lonely  and  linger- 
ing noon) 

Than  a  maiden  that  sits  by  the  lat- 
tice to  ponder 
On  vows  made  in  vain,  long  since 

under  the  moon. 

Her  dusky  hair  she  hath  shaken  free 
And  her  tender  eyes  are  wild  will 

love  ; 

And  her  balmy  bosom  lies  bare  to  me 
She  hath  lighted  the  seven  swee 

Pleiads  above, 
She  is  breathing  over  the  dreaming 

sea, 
She  is  murmuring  low  in  the  ceda 

grove  ; 
She  hath  put  to  sleep  the  moaning 

dove 
In  the  silent  cypress-tree. 

And  there  is  no  voice  nor  whisper, — 
No  \uice  nor  whisper, 


In  the  hillside  olives  all  at,  rest, 
Underneath  blue-lighted  llesper, 
Sinking,  slowly,  in  the  liquid  west  : 
or  the  night's  heart  knoweth  be«t 
,ove  by  silence  most  exprest. 
L'he  nightingales  keep  mute 

h  one  his  fairy  flute, 
Where  the  mute  stars  look  Jown, 
And  the  laurels  close  the  green  sea< 

side  : 

Only  one  amorous  lute 
Twangs  in  the  distant  town, 
From  some  lattice  opened  wide  : 
The  climbing  rose  and  vine  are  here, 

are  there. 
On  the  terrace,  around,  above  me  : 
The  lone  Led;ean  *  lights  from  yon 

enchanted  air 
Look  down   upon   my  spirit,  like  a 
spirit's  eyes  that  love  me. 

Flow  beautiful,  at  night,  to  muse  on 

the  mountain  height, 
Moated    in    purple    air,    and    all 

alone  ! 
IIow  beautiful,  at  night,  to  look  into 

the  light 
Of  loving  eyes,  when  loving  lips 

lean  down  unto  our  own  ! 
But  there   is  no   hand  in  mine,  no 

hand  in  mine, 
Nor  any  tender  cheek  against  me 

prest  : 
O  stars  that  o'er  me  shine,  I  pine,  I 

pine,  I  pine, 

With  hopeless  fancies  hidden  in  an 
ever-hungering  breast  ! 

O  where.  O  where  is  she  that  should 

be  here, 

The  spirit  my  spirit  dreameth  ? 
With  the  passionate  eyes,  so  deep,  so 

dear, 
Where  a  secret  sweetness  beam- 

eth? 

O  sleepeth  she,  with  her  soft  gold 
hair 


"  How  oft,  unwearied,  have  we  spent  the 
nigbtt, 

Till  the  Ledoean  stare,  BO  famed  for  love, 
Wondered  at  us  from  above." — COWLKV. 
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Sti  earn  ing  over  the  fragrant  pil- 
low, 
And  a  rich  dream  glowing  in  her  ripe 

cheek, 

Far  away,  I  know  not  where, 
By  lonely  shores,  where    the    tum- 
bling billow 

Sounds  all  night   in  an  emerald 
creek  ? 

Or  doth  she  lean  o'er  the  casement 

stone 
When  the  day's  dull  noise  is  done 

with, 
And  the    sceptred  spirit  remounts 

alone 

Into  her  long-usurped  throne, 
Hy  the  stairs  the  stars  are  won  with  ? 

Hearing  the  white  owl  call 
Where  the  river  draws  through  the 

meadows  below, 
By  the   beeches   brown,   and   the 

broken  wall, 
His  silvery,  seaward  waters,  slow 

To  the  ocean  bounding  all  : 
With,  here  a  star  on   his   glowing 

breast, 

And,  there  a  lamp  down-stream- 
ing, 
And  a  musical  motion  towards  the 

west 
Where  the  long  wliite  cliffs  are 

gleaming  ; 
WiiLe,  far  in  the  moonlight,  lies  at 

rest 

A  great  ship,  asleep  and  dream- 
ing ? 

Or  doth  she  linger  yet 

Among  her  sisters  and  brothers, 
In  the  chamber  where  happy  faces 

are  nirl, 

Distinct  from  all  the  others  ? 
As  11:7  star  up  there,  be  it  never  so 

aright. 

No  other  star  resembles. 
Doth  she  steal  to  the  window,  and 

strain  her  sight 
'While  the  pearl  in  her  warm  hair 

trembles) 
Over  the  dark,  the  distant  night, 


Feeling  something  changed   In  her 

home  yet ; 
That  old  songs  have  lost  their  old 

delight, 

And  the  true  soul  is  not  come  yet  ? 
Till  the  m-arest  star  in  sight 
Is  drowned  in  a  tearful  light. 

I  would  that  I  were  nigh  her, 
Wherever  she  rest  or  rove  ! 

My  spirit  waves  as  a  spiral  fire 
In  a  viewless  wind  doth  move. 

Go    forth,    alone,    go    forth,   wild- 
winged  Desire, 
Thou  art  the  bird  of  Jove, 

That  broodest  lone  by  the  Olympian 
throne ; 

And  strong  to    bear  the  thunders 
which  destroy, 

Or  fetch   the   ravisht,   flute-playing 
1'hrygian  boy  ; 

Go  forth,  across  the  world,  and  find 
my  love  I 

FATALITY. 

I  HAVE  seen  her,  with  her  golden 

hair, 
And  her  exqxiisite  primrose  face, 

And  the  violet  in  her  eyes  ; 
And  my  heart  received  its  own  de- 
spair— 

The  thrall  of  a  hopeless  grace, 
And  the  knowledge  of  how  youth 
dies. 

Live  hair  afloat  with  snakes  of  gold, 
And  a  throat  as  white  as  snow, 
And  a  stately  figure  and  foot  ; 
And  that  faint  pink  smile,  so  sweet, 

so  cold, 

Like  a  wood  anemone,  closed  be- 
low 
The  shade  of  an  ilex  root. 

And  her  delicate  milk-white  hand  in 

mine, 

And  her  pensive  voice  in  my  ear, 
And  her  eyes  downcast  as  we 

speak. 

I  am  filled  with  a  rapture,  vague  and 
fine; 
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For  there  has   fallen  a  sparkling 

tear 
Over  her  soft,  pale  cheek. 

And  I  know  that  all  is  hopeless  now. 
A):d  that  which  might  have  been, 
Had  she  only  waited  a  year  or 

two, 

Is  turned  to  a  wild  regret,  I  know, 
Which  will  haunt  us  both,  what- 
ever the  scene, 
And  whatever  the  path  we  go. 

Meanwhile,  for  one  moment,  hand 

in  hand, 

We  gaze  on  each  other's  eyes  ; 
And  the  red  moon  rises  above 

us  ; 
We   linger  with   love   in  the   lovely 

land, — 

Italy  with  its  yearning  skies, 
And   its   wild  \\hite  stars   that 
love  us. 

A  VISION. 

THE  hour  of  Hesperus  !  the  hour 
when  feeling 

Grows  likest  memory,  and  the  full 

heart  swells 
With  pensive  pleasure  to  the  mellow 

pealing 
Of  mournful  music  upon  distant 

bells  : 
The  hour  when  it  seeuis  sweetest  to 

be  loved, 
And  saddest  to  have  loved  in  days 

no  more. 
O  love,  O  life,  O   lovely  land   of 

yore, 

Through     which,     erewhile,     these 
weary  footsteps  roved, 

\Vas  it  a  vision  ?     Or  Irene,  sitting, 
Lone  in  her  chamber,  on  Her  snowy 

bed, 
\\  ith  listless  fingers,  lingeringly  un- 

knitting 
Her    silken    bodice  ;    and,    with 

bended  head, 

Hiding  in  warm  hair,  half-way  to  her 
knee, 


Her  pearl-pule    shoulder,  leaning 

on  one  arm, 
Athwart  the  darkness,  odorous  and 

warm, 
To  watch  I  he   low,   full   moon   bet, 

pensively  ? 
A  fragrant  lamp  burned  dimly  in  the 

room, 
With  scarce  a  gleam  in  either  look- 

ing-glass. 
The  mellow  moonlight,  .hrough  the 

deep-blue  gloom, 

Did  all  along  the  dreamy  chamber 

pass,  [awe 

As  though  it  were  a  little  toucht  with 

(Being  new-come   into  that  quiet 

place 
In  such  a  quiet  way)  at  the  strange 

grace 
Of  that  pale  lady,  and  what  else  it 

saw  ; — 
Rare  flowers  :  narcissi  ;  irises,  each 

crowned  ; 

Red  oleander  blossoms  ;  hyacinths 
Flooding     faint     fragrance,     richly 

curled  all  round, 
Corinthian,  cool  columnar  flowers 

on  plinths  ; 
Waxen  camelias,  white  and  crimson 

ones  ; 
And  amber  lilies,  and   the   regal 

rose, 
Which   for  the   breast  of  queens 

full-scornful  grows  ; 
All   pinnacled    in    urns    of    carven 

bron/e  : 
Tables    of     inwrought    stone,    true 

Florentine. — 
Olympian    circles    thronged    with 

Mercuries, 
Minervas.    little    Jnnos   dug  i'   the 

green 
Of  ruined  Koine  ;  and  Juno's  own 

rich  eyes 

Vivid  on  peacock  plumes  Sidonian  : 
A   ribboned   lute,   young    Music's 

cradle  :  books, 
Vellumed   and   claspt  :  and   with 

bewildered  looks, 

Madonna's   picture, — the  old   smile 
grown  wan. 
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From     bloomed      thickets,     firefly- 

lampud,  beneath 

The  terrace,  fluted  cool  the  night- 
ingale. 
In   at  the   open   window   came   the 

.breath 

Of  many  a  balmy,  dim  blue,  dream- 
ing vale. 
At  intervals  the  howlet's  note  came 

clear, 
Fluttering  dark  silence  through  the 

cypress  grove  ; 
Ac  infant  breeze  from  the  elf-land 

of  Love, 

Lured  by  the  dewy  hour,  crept,  lisp- 
ing, near. 

And  now  is  all  the  night  her  own,  to 

make  it 
Or  grave  or  gay  with  throngs  of 

waking  dreams. 
Now  grows  her  heart  so  ripe,  a  sigh 

might  shake  it 
To  showers  of  fruit,  all  golden  as 

beseems 
Hesperian  growth.       Why  not,  on 

nights  like  this, 
Should    Daphne    out     from     yon 

green  laurel  slip  ? 
A  Dryad  from  the  ilex,  with  white 

hip 

Quivered  and  thonged  to  hunt  with 
Artemis  ? 


To-night,    what    wonder    were    it, 

while  such  shadows 
Are  taking  up    such    shapes    on 

moonlit  mountains, 
Such    star-flies     kindling    o'er    low 

<?inerald  meadows, 
Such  vo.ces  floating  out  of  hillside 

fountains, 
If  some   full  face  should  from  the 

window  greet  her, 
Whose  eyes  should  be  new  planet- 
ary lights, 

Whose  voice  a  well  of  liquid  love- 
delights. 

And  to  the  distance  sighingly  entreat 
lisr? 


BROS. 

WHAT  wonder  that  I  loved  her  thus, 

that  night  ? 
The  Immortals  know  each  other  at 

first  sight, 
And  Love  is  of  them. 

In  the  fading  light 
Of  that  delicious  eve,  whose  start 

even  yet 
Gild  the  long  dreamless  nights,  and 

cannot  set, 
She  passed  me,  through  the  silence  : 

all  her  hair, 
Tier    waving,    warm,    bright    hail 

neglectfully 
Poured  round  her  showy  throat  as 

without  care 
Of  its  own  beauty. 

And  when  she  turned  on  me 
The  sorrowing  light  of  desolate  eyes 

divine, 
I  knew  in  a  moment  what  our  lives 

must  be 
Henceforth.     It    lightened    on    me 

then  and  then'. 

How  she  was  irretrievably  all  mine, 
I  hers, — through  time,  become  eter- 
nity, [wise. 
It  could  not  ever  have  been  other- 
Gazing  into  those  eyes. 

And  if,  before  I  gazed  on  them,  my 
soul,  [lowed, 

Oblivious  of  her  destiny,  had   fol- 

In  days  forever  silent,  the  control 

Of  any  beauty  less  divinely  hal- 
lowed 

Than  that  upon  her  beautiful  white 
brows, 

(The  serene  summits  of  all  earthly 
sweetness  !, 

Straightway  the  records  of  all  other 
vows 

Of  idol-worship  faded  silently 

Out  of  the  folding  leaves  of  memory, 

Forever  and  forever  ;  and  my  heart 
became 

Pure  white  at  once,  to  keep  in  its 
completeness, 

And  perfect  purity, 

Her  mystic  name. 


THE  WANDERER. 


INDIAN  LOVE-SONG. 

MY  body  sleeps  :  my  heart  awakes. 
My  lips  to  breathe  thy  name  are 

moved 
In    slumber's    ear :    then     slumber 

breaks  ; 

And  I  am  drawn  to  thee,  beloved. 

Thou  dra  vest  me,  thou  drawest  me, 

Through  sleep,   through  night,  I 

hear  the  rills, 

And  hear  the  leopard  in  the  hills, 
And  down  the  dark  I  feel  to  thee. 

The  vineyards  and  the  villages 

Were  silent  in  the  vales,  the  rocks. 
I  followed  past  the  myrrhy  trees, 

And  by  the  footsteps  of  the  flocks. 
Wild  honey,  dropt  from  stone  to 
stone, 

Where  bees  have  been,  my  path 
suggests. 

The  winds  are  in  the  eagles'  nests. 
The  moon  is  hid.  I  walk  alone. 

Thou  drawest  me,  thou  drawest  me 

Across     the    glimmering    wilder- 
nesses, 
And  drawest  me,  my  love,  to  thee, 

With  dove's  eyes  hidden  in  thy 

tresses. 
The  world  is  many  :  my  love  is  one. 

I  find  no  likeness  for  my  love. 

The  cinnamons  grow  in  the  grove  : 
The  Golden  Tree  grows  all  alone. 

O  who    hath    seen    her    woudrous 
hair  ! 

Or  seen   my   dove's  eyes  ID    the 

woods  ? 
Or  found  her  voice  upon  the  air  ? 

LJpr  steps  along  the  solitudes  ? 
On  v  here  is  beauty  like  to  hers  ? 

Mie  clraweih  me,  she  draweth  me. 

I  sought  her  l>y  the  incense-tree, 
And  in  the  aloes,  and  in  the  firs. 

Where  art  thou,  O  my  heart's  de- 
light, 
With  dove's  eyes  hidden  in  thy 

locks  ? 

My  hair  is  wet  with  dews  of  night. 
My  feet  are  torn  upon  the  rocks. 


The  cedarn  soents,  the  spices,  fail 
About  me.     tetrauge  and  gtrangei 

seems 
The  path.     There  comes  a  sound 

of  streams 
Above  the  darkness  on  the  vale. 

No    trees    drop    gums  ;  but  poison 

(lowers 
From  rifts  and  clefts  all  round  ma 

fall  ; 
The     perfumes    of     thy     midcight 

bowers, 

The  fragrance  of  thy  chambers,  all 
Is  drawing  me,  is  drawing  me. 
Thy  baths  prepare  ;  anoint  thine 

hair  : 

Open  the  window  :  meet  me  there: 
I  come  to  thee,  to  thee,  to  thee  ! 

Thy  lattices  are  dark,  my  own. 
Thy  doors  are  still.     My  love,  look 

out. 

Arise,  my  dove  with  tender  tone. 
The  camphor-clusters  all  about 
Are  whitening.   Dawn  breaks  silent- 
ly. 

And  all  my  spirit  with  the  dawn 
Expands  ;     and,     slowly,    slowly 

drawn, 

Through  mist  and  darkness  moves 
toward  thee. 


MORNING  AND  MEETING. 

ONE  yollow  star,  the  largest  and  the 

last 
Of  all  the  lovely  night,  was  fading 

slow 
(As  fades  a  happy  moment  in   the 

past) 

Out  of  the  changing  east,  when, 

yet  aiilow 
With   dreams  her  looks  made  mag" 

ical,  from  sleep 
I   waked  ;    and   oped   the   lattice. 

Like  a  rose 
All  the  red-opening  morning  'gan 

disclose 
A  ripened   light  upon  the    distant 

steep. 
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f. .. 

A  bell   was    chiming    through    the 

crystal  air 
From    the    high    convent-church 

upon  the  hill. 
The  folk  were  loitering  by  to  mutin 

prayer. 
The  church-boll    called   me    out, 

and  seemed  to  till 

The  air  with  little  hopes.     I  reached 

the  door  [rise, 

Before  the  chanted  hymn  began  to 

And  float  its  liquid  Latin  melodies 

O'er  pious  groups  about  the  marble 

floor. 

Breathless.  I  slid  among  the  kneel- 
ing folk. 
A  little  bell  went  tinkling  through 

the  pause 
Of  inward  prayer.     Then  forth  the 

low  chant  broke 
Among  the  glooming  aisles,  that 

through  a  gauze 
Of  sunlight  glimmered. 

Thickly  throbbed  my  blood. 
I  saw,  dark-tresse'd  in  the  rose-lit 

shade, 

Many  a  little  dusk  Italian  maid, 
Kneeling    with    fervent    face    close 
where  i  stood. 

The  morning,  all  a  misty  splendor, 

shook 
Deep    in    the    mighty    window's 

flame-lit  webs. 
It  touched  the  crowned  Apostle  with 

his  hook, 
And  brightened  where  the  sea  of 

jasper  ebbs 
About  those  Saints'  white  feet  that 

stand  serene 
Each  with  his  legend,  each  in  his 

own  hue 

Attired  :  some  beryl-golden :  sap- 
phire blue 

Some  :    and   some  ruby-red  :   some 
emerald-green. 

Wherefrom.  in  rainbow-wreaths,  the 

rich  light  rolled 

About  the  snowy  altar,  sparkling 
clean. 


The  organ  groaned  and  pined,  ihen, 

growing  bold, 
Revelled  the  cherubs'  golden  wing* 

at  ween. 
And  in  the  light,  beneith  the  music, 

kneeled 
(As  pale  as  some    stone   Virgin 

bending  solemn 
Out  of  the  red  gleam  of  a  gran/te 

column) 

Irene   with   claspt  hands   and   cold 
lips  sealed. 

As    one    who,    pausing    on    some 

mountain-height, 
Above  the  breeze  that  breaks  o'er 

vineyard  walls, 

Leans  to  the  impulse  of  a  wild  de- 
light, 
Bows   earthward,    feels   the    hills 

bow  too,  and  falls — 
I  dropt  beside  her.     Feeling  seemed 

to  expand 
And  close  :  a  mist  of  music  filled 

the  air  : 
And,  when  it  ceased  in  heaven,  I 

was  aware 

That,    through    a    rapture,    I    had 
toucht  her  hand. 


THE  CLOUD. 

WITH  shape  to  shape,  all  day, 
And  change  to  change,  by  foreland, 

firth,  and  bay, 

The  cloud  comes  down  from  wan- 
dering with  the  wind, 
Through  gloom  and  gleam  across 

the  green  waste  seas  ; 
And,  leaving  the  white  cliff  and  10116 

tower  bare 
To  empty  air, 
Slips   down  the  windless   wes: 

and  <jrows  defined 
In  splendor  by  degrees. 

And,  blown  by  every  wind 

Of  wonder  through  all  region?  >i  ,,h9 

mind, 
From  hope  to  fear,  fron?  donbt  to 

sweet  despite 
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Changing  all  shapes,  and  inin- 

<:!.n!i  snow  with  tire, 
The  thought"  of  her  descends,  sleeps 

o'er  the  bounds 
Of  passion,  grows,  and  rounds 
Its  golden  outliues  in  u  gradual 

light 
Of  still  desire. 


ROOT  AND  LEAF. 

THE  love  that  deep  within  me  lies 
Unmoved     abides     in     conscious 
power ; 

Yet  in  the  heaven  of  thy  sweet  eyes 
It  varies  every  hour. 

A  look  from  thee  will  flush  the 
cheek  : 

A  -word  of  thine  awaken  tears  • 
And   ah,  in  all  I  do  and  speak 

How  frail  my  love  appears  I 

In    yonder    tree,    Beloved,    whose 

boughs 
Are  household  both  to  earth  and 

heaven, 
Whose  leaves  have  murmured  of  our 

vows 
To  many  a  balmy  even, 

The  branch  that  wears  the  liveliest 

green, 

Is  shaken  by  the  restless  bird  ; 
The  leaves  that  nighest  heaven  are 

eeen, 
By  every  breeze  are  stirred  : 

But  etorms  may  rise,  and  thunders 
roll. 

Nor  move  the  giant  roots  below  ; 
So,  from  the  bases  of  the  soul, 

My  love  for  thee  doth  grow. 

It  seeks  the  heaven,  and  trembles 
there 

To  every  light  and  passing  breath ; 
But  from  the  heart  no  storm  can  tear 

Its  rooted  growth  beneath. 


WARNINGS. 

BKWAKR,  beware  of  witchery  ! 

And  fall  not  in  the  snare 
That  lurks  and  lies  in  wanton  eyes, 

Or  hides  in  golden  hair  : 
For  the  Witch  hath  sworn  to  catcl 

thee, 

And  her  spells  are  on  the  air. 
"  Thou  art  fair,  fair,  fatal  fair, 

O  Irene  ! 
What  is  it.  what  is  it, 

In  the  whispers  of  the  leaves  ? 
In  the  night-wind,  when  its  bosom, 

With  the  shower  in  it,  grieves  ? 
In  the  breaking  of  the  breaker, 
As  it  breaks  upon  the  beach 
Through  the  silence  of  the  night  ? 

Cordelia  !     Cordelia  ! 
A  warning  in  my  ear — 
"  Not  here  !  not  here  !  not  hero! 
But  seek  her  yet,  and  seek  her, 
See  her  ever  out  of  reach, 
Out  of  reach,  and  out  of  sight  !  " 

Cordelia  ! 
Eyes  on  mine,  when  none  can  view 

me  ! 

And  a  magic  murmur  through  me  ! 
And  a  presence  out  of  Fairyland, 
Invisible,  yet  near  ! 

Cordelia  ! 

"  In  a  time  which  hath  not  been  : 
In  a  land  thou  hast  not  seen  : 
Thou  shalt  find  her,  but  not  n^w  : 
Thou   shalt  meet    her,  bu>      ot 

here  : " 

Cordelia  !     Cordelia  ! 
"  In  the  falling  of  the  snow  . 
In  the  fading  of  the  year  : 

When  the  light  of  hope  is  low, 
And  the  last  red  leaf  is  sere." 

Cordelia  ! 
And  my  senses  lie  asleep,  fast  asleep, 

O  Irene  ! 
In  tho  chambers  of  Has  Sorceress, 

the  South, 
In  a  shim  her  dim  and  deep, 

She  is  seeking  yet  to  keep, 
Brimful  of  poisoned  perfumes, 

The  shut  blossom  of  my  youth. 
O  fatal,  fatal  fair  Irene  1 
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But  the  whispering  of  the  leaves, 
Ami  the  night-wind,  when  it  grieves, 
And  the  breaking  of  the  hreaker, 
As  it  breaks  upon  the  beach 
Through   the    silence    of  the 
night, 

Cordelia ! 

Whisper  ever  in  my  ear 
"Not   bore!    not    here!    not 

here  ! 
But  awake,  O  wanderer  !  seek 

her, 

V  rer  seek  her  out  of  reach, 
Out  of  reach,  and  out  of  sight  ! " 
Cordelia  ! 

There  is  a  star  above  me 

Unlike  all  the  millions  round  it. 
There  is  a  heart  to  love  ine, 
Although  not  yet  I  have  found  it. 
And  awhile, 

O  Cordelia,  Cordelia  ! 
A  light  and  careless  singer, 
In  the  subtle  South  I  linger, 
While  the  blue  is  on  the  mountain, 
And  the  bloom  is  on  the  peach, 
And  the  n're-lly  on  the  night, 

Cordelia  ! 
But  my  course  is  ever  nor- 

ward, 

And  a  whisper  whispers  "  For- 
ward ! " 

Arise,  O  wanderer,  seek  her, 
Seek  her  ever  out  of  reach, 
Out  of  reach  and  out  of  sight  ! 
Cordelia  1 
Out  of  sight, 
Cordelia  !    Cordelia  ! 

Out  of  reach,  out  of  sight, 
Cordelia  1 


A  FANCY. 

Dow  sweet  were  life, — this  life,  if 

we 

(My  love  and  I)  might  dwell  to- 
gether 

Here  beyond  the  summer  sea, 
ID  the  heart  of  summer  weather  I 

ia 


With  pomegranates  on  the  bough, 
And  with  lilies  in  the  bower  ; 

And  a  sight  of  distant  snow, 
Rosy  in  the  sunset  hour. 

And  a  little  house, — no  more 
In    state    than    suits    two    quiei 

lovers  ; 

And  a  woodbine  round  the  door, 
Where    the    swallow    builds    and 
hovers  ; 

With  a  silver  sickle-moon, 

O'er  hot  gardens,  red  with  roses  : 
And  a  window  wide,  in  June, 

For  serenades  when  evening 
closes  : 

In  a  chamber  cool  and  simple, 
Trellised  light  from  roof  to  base- 
ment ; 

And  a  summer  wind  to  dimple 
The  white    curtain  at  the    case- 
ment : 

Where,  if  we  at  midnight   vake, 
A  green  acacia-tree  shall  quiver 

In  the  moonlight,  o'er  some  lake 
Where  nightingales  s>ing  songs  for- 
ever. 

With  a  pine-wood  dark  in  sight  ; 

And  a  bean-field  climbing  to  us, 
To  make  odors  faint  at  night 

Where  we  roam  with  none  to  view 
us. 

And  a  convent  on  the  hill, 
Through    its    light    green    oliveE 

peeping 

In  clear  sunlight,  and  so  still, 
All    the    nuns,    you'd    say,   wer 
sleeping. 

Seas  at  distance,  seen  beneath 
Grated  garden-wildernesses  ; — 

Not  so  far  but  what  their  breath 
At   eve    may    fan   my    darliug'e 
tresses. 

A  piano,  soft  in  sound, 

To    make    music    when    speed; 

wanders, 
Poets  reverently  bound, 

O'er  whose  pages  rapture  ponders. 
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i  Canvas,  brushes,  hues,  to  catch 

I       Fleeting  forms  in  vale  or  moun- 
tain : 
And  an  evening  star  to  watch 
When  all  's  ^still,  save  one  sweet 
fountain. 

)  Ah  !  I  idle  time  away 
{       With  impossible  fond  fancies  ! 
For  a  lover  lives  all  day 
In  a  land  of  lone  romances. 

But  the  hot  light  o'er  the  city 
Drops, — and  see  !  on  fire  departs. 

And  the  night  comes  down  in  pily 
To  the  longing  of  our  hearts. 

Bind  thy  golden  hair  from  falling, 
O  my  love,  my  one.  my  own  ! 

'Tis  for  thee  the  cuckoo's  calling 
With  a  note  of  tenderer  tone. 

Up  the  hillside,  near  and  nearer, 
Through  the   vine,  the  corn,   the 
flowers, 

Till  the  very  air  grows  dearer, 
Neighboring  our  pleasant  bowers. 

Now  I  pass  the  last  Pod  ore  : 
There,  the  city  lies  behind  me. 

See  her  fluttering  like  a  fairy 
O'er  the  happy  grass  to  find  me  ! 

ONCE. 

A  FALLING  star  that  shot  across 
The  intricate  and  twinkling  dark 

Vanisht,  yet  left  no  sense  of  loss 
Throughout  the  wide  ethereal  arc 

Of  those  serene  and  solemn  skies 
That  round  the  dusky  prospect 

rose, 

And  ever  seemed  to  rise,  and  rise, 
Through  regions  of  unreached  re- 
pose. 

F*r,    on    the    windless    mountain- 
range, 
Oue  crimson   sparklet  dL)d  :   the 

blue 
Flushed  with  a  brilliance,  faint  and 

vtronge, 
The  ghost  of  daylight,  dying  too. 


But  half-revealed,  each  terrace  urn 
Glimmered,  where  now,  in   filmy 

flight, 

We  watched  return,  and  still  return, 
The  blind   bats  searching  air  for 
sight. 

With  sullen  fits  of  fleeting  soim.l. 
Borne  half   asleep  on   slumbrous 

air, 

The  drowsy  beetle  hummed  around, 
And  passed,  aud  oft  repassed  us, 
there  ; 

Where,   hand    in   hand,   our    looks 

alight 
With   thoughts  our  pale  lips  left 

untold, 

We  sat,  in  that  delicious  night, 
On   that  dim   terrace,   green   and 
old. 

Deep  down,  far  off,  the  city  lay, 
When  forth  from  all  its  spires  waa 

swept 

A  music  o'er  our  souls  ;  and  they 
To    music's    midmost     meanings 
leapt  ; 

And,  crushing  some  delirious  cry 
Against  each  other's  lips,  we  clung 
Together  silent,  while  the  sky 
Throbbing  with  sound  around  us 
hung  ; 

For,  borne  from  bells  on  music  soft, 
That    solemn     hour     went    forth 

through  heaven. 
To  stir  the  starry  airs  aloft, 
And   thrill     the   purple    pulse   of 
even. 

O  happy  hush  of  heart  to  heart  ! 

O   moment  molten  through  with 

bliss  ! 
O  Love,  delaying  long  to  part 

That  first,  fast,  individual  kiss  ! 

Whereon  two  lives  on  glowing  lips 
llun^  claspt,  each  feeling  fold  hi 

fold, 
Like    daisies    closed   with   crimson 

tips, 
That  sleep  about  a  heart  of  gold. 


AV  ITAL  Y. 


'95 


Was    it     some    drowsy    rose    that 

moved  ? 
Some    dreaming    dove's  pathetic 

moan  ? 

Or  was  ir,  my   name   from   lips  be- 
loved ? 

And  was  it  thy  sweet  breath,  mine 
owu, 

fhat  made  me  feel  the  tides  of  sense 
O'er    life's    low  levels   rise  with 

might, 

And  pour   my  being  down  the  im- 
mense 
Shore  of  some  mystic  Infinite  ? 

"O,  have  I  found  thee,  my  soul's 

soul  ! 
My  chosen   forth   from  time  and 


space 


And  did  we  then  break  earth's  con- 
trol ? 
And  have  I  seen  thee  face  to  face? 

"  Close,   closer    to    thy   home,    my 

breast, 

Closer  thy  darling  arms  enfold  ! 
I  need  such  warmth,  for  else  the  rest 
Of  life  will  freeze  me  dead  with 
cold. 

"  Long  was   the  search,  the  effort 

long, 
Ere   I  compelled   thee  from  thy 

sphere, 

I  know  not  with  what  mystic  song 
1    know   not    with   what    nightly 
tear  : 

"  But  tliou  art  here,  beneath  whose 
eyes 

My  passion  falters,  even  as  some 
J'ale  wi/ard's  taper  sinks,  and  dies, 

AViitn  to  his  spell  a  spirit  is  come. 

My  brow   is   pale  with    much  of 

pain  : 
Though  I  am  young,  my  youth  is 

gone, 
Ai.d,  shouldst  thou  leave  me  lone 

again, 
I  tLLuk  1  could  iiot  live  alono. 


"  As  some  idea,  half  divined. 
With    tumult    works   within    the 
brain 

Of  desolate  genius,  and  the  mind 
Is  vassal  t.o  imperious  pain, 

"  For  toil  hy  day,  for  tears  by  night, 
Till,    in    the    sphere    of    vision 

brought, 

Rises  the  beautiful  and  bright 
Predestined,   but   relentless 
Thought ; 

"So,   gathering  up  the  dreams  of 

years, 

Thy  love  doth  to  its  destined  seat 
Rise  sovran,    through   the   light  of 

tears — 

Achieved,   accomplish!,  and  com- 
plete ! 

"  I  fear  not  now  lest  any  hour 
Should  chill  the  lips  my  own  have 
prest  ; 

For  I  possess  thee  by  the  power 
Whereby  1  am  myself  possest. 

"  These  eyes  must  lose  their  guiding 

light  : 
These   lips   from   thine,   I  know; 

must  sever  ; 

O  looks  and  lips  may  disunite, 
But  ever  love  is  love  forever  1" 


SINCE. 

WORDS  like  to  these  were  said,  or 

dreamed 

(How  long  since  I)  on  a  night  di- 
vine, 
By  lips    from  which  such  raptura 

streamed 

I  cannot    deem    those    .Jps  aer-3 
mine. 

The  day  comes  up  above  the  roofs, 
All  sallow  from  a  night  of  rain  ; 

The  sound  of  feet,  and  wheels,  and 

hoofs 
In  the  blurred  street  begins  again  : 
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The  r.ame  old  toil— no  end — no  aim! 

The  same  vile  babble  in  ray  ears  , 
The  same  unmeaning  smiles  :  the 
same 

Most  miserable  dearth  of  tears. 

The  same  dull  sound  :  the  same  dull 

lack 

Of  lustre  in  the  level  gray  : 
It  seems  like  Yesterday  come  back 
With  his  old  things,  and  not  To- 
day. 

But  now  and  then  her  name  will  fall 
From    careless    lips    with    little 

praise, 

On  this  dry  shell,  and  shatter  all 
The  smooth  indifference   of    my 
days. 

They  chatter   of   her  —  deem    her 

light— 
The    apes  and    liars  !    they  who 

know 
As  well  to  sound  the  unfathomed 

Night 
As  her  impenetrable  woe  ! 

And  here,  where  Slander's  scorn  is 
spilt. 

And  gabbling  Folly  clucks  above 
Her  addled  eggs,  it  feels  like  guilt, 

To  know  that  far  away,  uiy  love 

Her  heart  on  every  heartless  hour 
Is  bruising,  breaking,  for  my  sake: 

While,  coiled  and  numbed,  and  void 

of  power, 
My  life  sleeps  like  a  winter  snake. 

I  know  that  at  the  mid  of  night, 
(When  she  flings  by  the  glittering 

stress 

Of  Pride,  that  mocks  the  vulgar  sight, 
And  fronts  her  chamber's  loneli- 
ness, ) 

SLe  breaks  in  tears,  and,  overthrown 
With  sorrowing,  weeps  the  night 
away, 

Till  back  to  his  unlovely  throne 
Returns  the  unrelenting  day. 


All    treachery    could    devise    hath 

wrought 
Against   us  : — letters   robbed   and 

read  : 
Snares     hid     in     smiles  :     betrayal 

bought : 
And  lies  imputed  to  the  dead. 

I  will  arise,  and  go  to  her, 

And  save  her  in  her  own  despite  • 
For  in  my  breast  begins  to  stir 

A  pulse  of  its  old  power  and  might. 

They  cannot  so  have  slandered  me 
But  what,  I  know,  if  1  should  call 

And  stretch  my  ;inns  to  her,  that  she 
Would  rush  into  them,  spite  of  all. 

In    Life's    great    lazar-house,   each 

breath 

We  breathe  may  bring  or  spread 

the  pest  ;  [death 

And,   woman,   eacli   may   catch  his 

From    those   that   lean   upon   his 

breast. 

I  know  how  tender  friends  of  me 
Have  talked  with  broken  hint,  and 

glance  : 

— The  choicest  flowers  of  calumny, 
That  seem,   like  weeds,  to  spring 
from  chance  ; — 

That  small,  small,  imperceptible 
Small  talk,  which  cuts  like  pow- 
dered glass 

Ground  i:i  Tophana — none  can  tell 
Where  lurks  the  power  the  poison 
has  ! 

I   may  be   worse   than   they   would 

prove, 
(Who    knows    the  worst  of    any 

man  ?  ) 
Cut,    right  or  wrong,  be    sure    ni> 

love 
Is  not  what  they  conceive,  or  can. 

Nor  do  I  question  what  thoti  art, 
Nor   what  thy   life,   in    great    or 

small, 

Thou  art,  I  know,  what  all  my  heart 
Must  beat  or  break  for.     That  is 
all 
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Msr    love,  —  my    chosen,  —  but  not 

mine  !  I  send 
My  whole  heart  to  thee  in  these 

words  I  write  ; 
So  let  the  blotted  lines,  my  soul's 

sole  friend, 

Lie  upon  thine,  and  there  be  blest 
at  night. 

This  flower,   whose  bruised  purple 

blood  will  stain 
The  page  now  wet  with  the  hot 

tears  that  fall — 

(Indeed,  indeed,  I    struggle  to    re- 
strain 

This  weakness,  but  the  tears  come, 
spite  of  all  ! ) 

I  plucked  it  from  the  branch  you 

used  to  praise, 
The  branch  that  hides  the    ^all. 

I  tend  your  flowers. 
I  keep  the  patlis  we  paced  in  happier 

days. 

How  long  ago  they  seem,  those 
pleasant  hours. 

The  white  laburnum's  out.      Your 

judas-tree 

Begins  to  shed  those  crimson  buds 

of  his.  [ously 

The  nightingales  sing — ah,  too  joy- 

Who  says  those  birds  are  sad  ?    I 

think  there  is 

That  in  the  books  we  read,  which 

deeper  wrings 
My  heart,  so  they  lie  dusty  on  the 

shelf. 
Ah  me,  I   meant  to  speak  of  other 

things 

Less  sad.    In  vain  1  they  bring  me 
to  myself. 

I  know  your  patience.    And  I  would 

not  cast 
New  shade  on  days  so  dark  as 

yours  are  grown 
By  weak  and  wild  repining  for  the 

past, 

Since  it,  is  past  forever,  O  mine 
own  I 


For  hard  enough  the  daily  cross  yon 

bear, 

Without  that  deeper  pain  reflec- 
tion brings  ; 

And  all  too  sore  the  fretfnl  house- 
hold care, 

Free  of  the  contrast  of  remembered 
things. 

But  ah  !    it  little   profits,  that  we 

thrust 
For  all  that's  said,  what  both  must 

fell,  unnamed. 

Better  to  face  it  boldly,  as  we  must, 
Than  feel  it  in  the  silence,  and  be 
shamed. 

Irene,   I  have   loved  you,  as    men 

love 

Light,  music,  odor,  beauty,  love  it- 
self !— 

Whatever  is  apart  from,  and  above 
Those  daily  needs  which  deal  with 
dust  and  pelf. 

And  I  had  been  content,  without  one 

thought 
Our  guardian   angels   could  have 

blusht  to  know, 

So  to  have  lived  and  died,  demand- 
ing nought 

Save,  living  dying,  to  have  loved 
you  so. 

My  youth  was  orphaned,  and  my  age 

will  be 
Childless.    I  have  no  sister.    None, 

to  steal 
One  stray  thought  from  the  many 

thoughts  of  thee, 

Which    are  the    source    of    all  1 
think  and  feel. 

My  wildest  wish  was  vassal  to  tin 

will  : 
My  haughtiest  hope,  a  pensiot?*! 

on  thy  smile, 
Which  did  with  light  my  barren  be 

ing  fill, 

As  moonlight  glorifies  some  desert 
isle. 
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I  never  thought  to  know    what  I 

have  known, — 
The  rapture,  dear,  of  being  loved 

by  you  : 
I  never  thought,  within  my  heart,  to 

own 

One  wish  so  blest  that  you  t>hould 
share  it  too  : 

Nor  ever  did   I  deem,  contemplat- 
ing 
The  many  sorrows  hi  this  place  of 

pain, 
So  strange  a  sorrow  to  my  life  could 

cling, 

As,  being  thus  loved,  to  be  beloved 
in  vain. 

But    now    we  know  the  best,   the 

worst.     We  have 
Interred,  and  prematurely,  and  un- 
known, 
Our  youth,  our  hearts,  our  hopes,  in 

one  small  grave, 

Whence   we    must    wander,  wid- 
owed, to  our  own. 

And  if  we  comfort  not  each  other, 

what 
Shall  comfort  us,  in  the  dark  days 

to  come  ? 
Not  the  light  laughter  of  the  world, 

and  not 

The  faces  and  the  firelight  of  fond 
home. 

And  BO  I  write  to  you  ;  and  write, 

and  write, 
For  the  mere  sake  of  writing  to 

jon,  dear. 
What  can  I  tell  you,  that  you  know 

not  ?     Night 

Is   deepening    through    the    rosy 
atmosphere 

About  the  lonely  casement  of  this 

room, 
Which  you  have  left  familiar  with 

the  grace 
That  grows  where  you  have  been. 

And  on  the  gloom 
I  almost  fancy  1  can  see  your  face. 


Not  pale   with   pain,   a:id   tears  re- 
strained for  me, 
As   when  I  last  beheld  it  ;  but    is 

first, 

A  dream  of  rapture  and  of  poesy, 
Upon    my    youth,   like   dawn    on 
dark,  it  burst. 

Perchance  I  shall  not  ever  see  ig:<in 
That    face.     I   know   that  1    sha'l1 

never  see 

Its  radiant  beauty  as  I  saw  it  then. 
Save    by    this    lonely     lamp     of 
memory, 

With  childhood's  starry  graces  linger- 
ing yet 

I'  the  rosy  orient  of  young  woman- 
hood ; 
And  eyes  like  woodland  violets  nowly 

wet  ; 

A_ad  lips  that  left  their  meaning 
in  my  blood  ! 

I  will  not  say  to  you  what  I  might 

say 
To   one   less   worthily   loved,  less 

worthy  love. 
I  will  not  say  .  .  .  "Forget  the  past. 

Be  gay. 

And  let   the  all  ill- judging  world 
approve 

"  Light  in  your  eyes,  and  laughter 

on  your  lip." 
I  will   not  say  ...  "  Dissolve  in 

thought  forever 

Our  sorrowful,   but  sucred,  fellow- 
ship." 

For  that   would    be,   to   bid  you, 
dear,  dissever 

Your  nature  from  its  nobler  heritage    ] 
[h  consolations  registered  in  hea-   | 

veil, 
For  griefs  this  world  is  barren  to  a»- 

suage, 

And  hopes  to  which,  on  earth,  nt> 
home  is  given. 

But  I  would  whisper,  what  forever- 
more 

My  own  heart   whispors  through 
the  wakeful  night,  .  .  . 


IN  ITALY. 


199 


"This  grief  is  bu1.  a  shadow,  flung 

before, 

Fr">ra   soino    refulgent    substance 
out  uf  sight." 

\VLersfo/c  it  happens,  in  this  riddling 

world. 
That,  where  sin  came  not,  sorrow- 

yet  should  l>e  ; 
Why  heaven's  most  hurtful  thunder* 

should  be  hurled 
At  what  seems  noblest  in  human- 


And  we  are  punished  for  our  purest 

deeds. 
And    chastened    for    our  holiest 

thoughts  ;  .  .  .  alas  ! 
There  is  no  reason  found  in  all  the 

creeds, 

Why  these  things  are,  nor  whence 
they  come  to  pass. 

But  in  the  heart  of  man,  a  secret 

voice 
There  is.  which   speaks,  and  will 

not  be  restrained, 
Which  cries  to  Grief  ....  "Weep 

on,  while  I  rejoice, 
Knowing  that,  somewhere,  all  will 
be  explained." 

I  will  not  cant  that  commonplace  of 

friends, 
Which  never  yet  hath  dried  one 

mourner's  tears, 
Nor  say   that  grief's  slow  wisdom 

makes  amends 

For  broken  hearts  and  desolated 
vears. 

For  wh     would  barter  all  he  hopes 

fror.i  life, 

To  be  a  little  wiser  than  his  kind  ? 
Who  arm  his  nature  for  continued 

strife, 

Where  aK  he  seeks  for  hath  been 
left  beL  jid  ? 

B_it  I  would  say,  O  pure  and  perfect 

pearl 

Which  1  have  dived  so  deep  in  life 
to  find. 


Locked  in  my  heart  thou  IlesL    The 

wave  may  curl, 

The    wind    may   wail    abore    us. 
Wave  and  wind, 

What  are  their  storm  and  strife  to 

me  and  you  ? 
No  strife  can  mar  the  pure  heart's 

inmost  calm. 
This  life  of  ours,  what  is  it  ?  A  verv 

f  e  .v 

Soon-ended  years,  and  then, — the 
ceaseless  psalin, 

And    the    eternal    sabbath    of    the 

soul  ! 
Hush  !  .  .  .  .  while  I  write,  from 

the  dim  Carmine 

The  midnight  angelus  begins  to  roll, 
And  lloat  athwart  the  darkness  up 
to  me. 

My  messenger  (a    man  by  danger 

tried) 

Waits  in  the  courts  below  ;    and 

ere  our  star  [died. 

Upon  the  forehead  of  the  dawn  hath 

Belove'd  one,  this  letter  will  be  far 

Athwart  the  mountain,  and  the  misti 

to  you. 
I  know  each  robber  hamlet.     I 

know  all 
This     mountain    people.      I    hare 

friends,  both  true 
And  trusted,  sworn  to  aid  whate'er 
befall. 

I  have  a  bark  npon  the  giilf.    And  I, 
If  to  my  heart  J  yielded  in  this 

hour, 

Might  say  ...  "  Sweet  fellow-suf- 
ferer, let  us  fly  1 

1  know  a  little  isle  Which  doth  em- 
bower 

A  home  where  exiled  angels  might 

forbear 
Awhile  to  mourn  for  paradise  "  . . 

But  no  1 
Never,  whate'er  fate  now  may -bring 

us,  dear, 
Shalt  thou  reproach  me  for  that 

only  woe 
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Which  even  love  is  powerless  to  con" 

sole  ; 
Which  dwells  where  duty  dies  : 

and  haunts  the  tomb 
Of  lifo' s  abandoned  purpose  in  the 

soul ; 

And  leaves  to  hope,  in  heaven  it- 
self, no  room. 

Man  cannot  make,  but  may  ennoble, 

fate, 
By  nobly  bearing  it.     So  let  us 

trust. 

Not  to  ourselves,  but  Goi\,  and  calm- 
ly wait 

Love's  orient,  out  of  darkness  and 
of  dust. 

Farewell,  and  yet  again  farewell,  and 

yet 
Never  farewell, — if  farewell  mean 

to  fare 

Alone  and  disunited.     Love  hath  set 
Our  days,  in  music,  to  the  self- 
same air  ; 

And  I  shall  feel,  wherever  we  may 

be, 
Even  though  in  absence  and  an 

alien  clime, 
The  sbadow  of   the    sunniness    of 

thee, 

Hovering,  in  patience,  through  a 
clouded  time. 

Farewell  !    The  dawn  is  rising,  and 

the  light 

Is  making,  in  the  east,  a  faint  en- 
deavor 
To  illuminate  the  mountain  peaks. 

Good-night. 

Thine  own,  and  only  thine,  my 
love,  forever. 


(  OXDEMNED  ONES. 

ABOVE  thy  child  I  saw  thee  bend, 
Where  in  that  silent  room  we  sat 

apart. 

I  watched  the  involuntary  tear  de- 
scend ; 


The  firelight  was  not  all  so  dim,  my 

friend, 
But  I  could  read  thy  heart. 

Yet  when,  in  that  familiar  room, 
I«strove,  so  moveless  in  my  place, 
To  look  with  comfort  in  thy  face, 
That  child's  young  smile  was  all  that 

I  could  see 
Ever  between  us  in  the  thoughtful 

gloom, — 

Ever  between  thyself  and  me, — 
With  its  bewildering  grace. 

Life  is  not  what  it  might  have  been, 

Nor  are  we  what  we  would  ! 

And   we   must  meet   with    smiling 

mien, 

And  part  in  careless  mood, 
Knowing  that  each  retains  unseen, 
In  cells  of  sense  subdued, 
A  little  lurking  secret  of  the  blood — 
A    little    serpent  -  secret    rankling 

keen — < 
That  makes  the  heart  its  food. 

Yet  is  there  much  for  grateful  tears, 

if  sad  ones, 
And  Hope's  young  orphans  Memory 

mothers  yet ; 
So  let  them  go,  the  sunny  days  we 

had  once, 
Our  night  hath  stars  that  will  not 

ever  set. 
And  in  our  hearts  are  harps,  albeit 

not  glad  ones, 
Yet  not    all  unmelodious,  through 

whose  strings 

The  night-winds  murmur  their  fa- 
miliar things, 
Unto   a  kindred   sadness  :    the  sea 

brings 
The    spirits    of   its    solitude,   with 

winga 

Folden  about  the  music  of  its  lyre, 
Thrilled  with  deep  duals  by  sublime 

desire, 
Which  never   can  attain,  yet  ever 

must  aspire, 
And  glorify  regret. 
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What  might  have  been,  I  know,  is 

not  :        • 

What  must  be,  must  be  borne  : 
But,  all  !  what  hath  been  will  not 

be  forgot, 
Never,  oh  !   never,  in  the  years  to 

follow  ! 
Though  all  their  summers  light  a 

waste  forlorn, 

7 3t  shall  there  be  (hid  from  the  care- 
less swallow 
And  sheltered  from  the  bleak  wind 

in  the  thorn) 
In  Memory's  mournful  but  beloved 

hollow, 
One  dear  green  spot  I 

Hope,  the  high  will  of  Heaven 

To  help  us  bath  not  given, 

But  more  than  unto  most  of  consola- 
tion : 

Since  heart  from  heart  may  borrow 

Healing  for  deep  heart-sorrow, 

And  draw  from  yesterday,  to  soothe 
to-morrow, 

The  sad,  sweet  divination 

Of  that  unuttered  sympathy,  which 
is 

Love's  sorceress,  and  for  Love's  dear 
sake, 

About  us  both  such  spells  doth 
make, 

As  none  can  .see,  and  none  can 
break, 

A  ud  none  restrain  ; — a  secret  pain 

(Jlaspt  to  a  secret  bliss. 

A  tone,  a  touch, 
A  little  look,  may  be  so  much  ! 
Those  moments  brief,  nor  often, 
When,    leaning     laden     breast     to 

breast, 
Pale  cheek  to  cheek,  lifj,  long  re- 

prest, 
May  gush  with  tears  that  leave  half 

blest 

The  want  of  bliss  they  soften. 
The  little  glance  across  the  crowd, 
None  else  can  read,  wherein  there 

lies 
A  life  of  love  ?.t  once  avowed — 


The  embrace  of  pining  eyes.  .  .  . 
So  little  more  had  made  earth  heav- 
en, 
That  hope  to  help  us  was  not  given  1 


THE  STORM. 

BOTH  hollow  and  hill  were  dumb  as 

death, 
While    the     skies    were     silently 

changing  form  ; 
And    the    dread    forecast  of  the 

thunder-storm 

Made  the  crouched  land  hold  in  its 
breath. 

But  the  monstrous  vapor  as  yet  was 

unriven 
That   was   breeding  the  thunder 

and  lightning  and  rain  ; 
And  the  wind  that  was  waiting  to 

ruin  the  plain 

Was  yet  fast  in  some   far  hold  of 
heaven. 

So,  in   absolute  absence  of  stir  or 

strife, 
The  red   land   lay  as    still  as    a 

drifted  leaf  : 
The  roar  of  the  thunder  had  been 

a  relief, 

To  the  calm  of  that  death-brooding 
life. 

At  the  wide-flung  casement  she  stood 

full  height, 
With  her  long  roll  ing  hair  tumbled 

all  down  her  back  ; 
And,  against  the  black  sky's  super- 
natural black. 

Her  white  neck  gleamed  scornfully 
white. 

I  could  catch  not  a  gleam   of  her 

angered  eyes 
(She    was    sullenly   watching  the 

slow  storm  roll). 
But  I  felt  they  were  drawing  down 

into  her  soul 
The  thunder  that  darkened  the  skies. 
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And  how  could  I  feign,  In  that  heart- 
less gloom, 
To    be    carelessly    reading    that 

stupid  page  ? 
What  harm,  if  1  flung  it  in  anguish 

and  rage, 
Her  book,  to  the  end  of  the  room  ? 

11  And  so,  do  we  part  thus  forever  ?  " 

...  I  said, 
"O,  speak  only  one  word,  and  I 

pardon  the  rest  !  " 
She  drew  her  white  scarf  tighter 

over  her  breast, 

But  she  never  once  turned  round 
her  head. 

"  In  this  wicked  old  world  is  there 

naught  to  disdain  ? 
Or  " —  I    groaned  —  "  are     those 
dark    eyes    such     deserts    of 
blindness, 
That,  O  Woman  !  your  heart  must 

hoard  all  its  unkindness. 
For  the  man  on  whose  breast  it  hath 
lain? 

"  Leave  it  nameless,  the  grave  of  the 

grief  that  is  past ; 
Be    its  sole  sign  the  silence  we 

keep  for  its  sake. 
I  have  loved  you—  lie  still  in  my 

heart  till  it  break  : 
As  I  loved,  I  must  love  to  the  last. 

"  Speak !  the   horrible    silence    is 

stifling  my  soul." 
She  turned  on  me  at  once  all  the 

storm  in  her  eyes  ; 
And  I  heard  the  low  thunder  aloof 

in  the  skies, 
Beginning  to  mutter  and  roll. 

She  turned  —  by  the  lightning  re- 
vealed in  its  glare, 
And  the  tempest  had  clothed  her 

with  terror  :  it  clung 
To  the  folds  of  her  vaporous  gar- 
ments, and  hung 
in  the  heaps  of  her  heavy  wild  hair. 


But  one  word  broke  the  silence  ;  but 

one  ;  and  it  fell 
With  the  weight  of  a  mounta.n 

upon  me.     Next  moment 
The  fierce  levin  flashed  in  my  eyes. 

From  my  comment 
She  was  gone  when  I  turned.     Who 
can  tell 

How    I  got  to    my  home    on  the 

mountain  ?     I  know 
That  the   thunder  was  rolling,  the 

lightning  still  flashing. 
The  great   bells   were   tolling,  my 

very  brain  crashing 
In  my  head,  a  few  hours  ago  : 

Then  all  hushed.     In  the  distance 

the  blue  rain  receded  ; 
And  the  fragments  of  storm  were 

spread  out  on  the  hills  ; 
Hard  by,  from  my  lattice,  I  heard 

the  far  rills 

Leaping  down  their  rock-channels, 
wild-weeded. 

The  round,  red  moon  was  yet  low  in 

the  air.  .  .  . 
O,  I  knew  it,  foresaw  it,  and  felt 

it,  before 
I  heard  her  light  hand     on  the 

latch  of  the  door  ! 

When  it  opened  at  last, — she  was 
there. 

Childlike,  and  wistful,  and  sorrow- 
ful-eyed, 
With  the  rain  on  her  hair,  and  the 

rain  on  her  cheek  ; 
She  knelt  down,    with  her    fair 

forehead  fallen  and  meek 
In  the  light  of  the  moon  at  my  side. 

And  she  called  me  by  every  caressing  j 

old  name 
She  of  old  had  invented  and  chosen  i 

for  me  : 
She  crouched  at  iny  feet,  with  her  ] 

cheek  on  my  knee. 
Like  a  wild  thin.;  grown  suddenly 
tame. 
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In    the    world    there    are     »romen 

enough,  maids  or  mothers  ; 
Yet,  in  multiplied  millions,  1  never 

should  find 
The  symbol  of  aught  in  her  face, 

or  her  mind. 

She  has   nothing  in   common   with 
others. 

And  she  loves  me  !  This  morning  the 

earth,  pressed  beneath 
Her  light  foot,   keeps  the  print. 

'Twas  no  vision  last  night, 
For  the  lily    she   dropped,  as  she 

went,  is  yet  white 
With  the  dew  on  its  delicate  sheath  ! 


THE  VAMPIRE. 

I  FOUND  a  corpse,  with  golden  hair, 

Of  a  maiden  seven  months  dead. 
But  the  face,  with  the  death  in  it, 

still  was  fair, 
And  the  lips  with  their  love  were 

red. 

Rose  leaves  on  a  snow-drift  shed, 
Blood-drops  by  Adonis  bled, 
Doubtless  were  not  so  red. 

I  combed  her  hair  into  curls  of  gold, 
And  I  kissed  her  lips  till  her  lips 

were  warm, 
And  I  bathed  her  body  in  moonlight 

cold, 

Till  she  grew  to  a  living  form : 
Till  she  stood  up  bold  to  a  magic  of 

old, 
And     walked     to     a     muttered 

charm — 
Life-like,  without  alarm. 

And  Bhe  walks  by  me  and  she  talks 

by  me, 

Evermore,  night  and  day  ; 
For  she  loves  me  so,  that,  wherever 

I  go, 

She  follows  me  all  the  way — 
This  corpse  —  you  would  almost 

say 
There  pined  a  soul  In  the  clay. 


Her  eyes  are  so  bright  at  the  dead  of 

night 
That  they  keep  me  awake  with 

dread  ; 
And  my  life-blood  failg  in  my  veins, 

and  pales 

At  the  sight  of  her  lips  so  red  : 
For  her  face  is  as  white  as  the  pillow 

by  night 

Where  she  kisses  me  on  my  bed  : 
All  her  gold  hair  outspread — 
Neither  alive  nor  dead. 

I  would  that  this  woman's  head 
Were  less  golden  about  the  hair  : 

I  would  her  lips  were  less  red, 
And  her  face  less  deadly  fair. 
For  this  is  the  worst  to  bear — 
How  came  that  redness  there  ? 

'Tis  my  heart,  be  sure,  she  eats  for 

her  food  ; 
And  it  makes  one's  whole  flesh 

creep 
To  think  that  she  drinks  and  drain* 

my  blood 

Unawares,  when  I  am  asleep. 
How    else    could  those    red  lips 

keep 
Their  redness  so  damson-deep  ? 

There's  a  thought  like  a  serpent, 

slips 

Ever  into  my  heart  and  head, — 
There  are  plenty  of  women,  alive 

and  human, 
One  might  woo,  if  one  wished,  and 

wed — 
Women  with  hearts,  and  brains, — ay 

and  lips 
Not  DO  very  terribly  red. 

But  to  house  with  a  corpse — and  she 

so  fair, 
With  that  dun,  unearthly,   golden 

hair. 

And  those  sad,  serene,  blue  eyts, 
With  their  looks  from  who  knows 

where, 

Which  Death  has  made  so  wise, 
With  the    grave's    own    secret 
there — 


204 


THE   WANDERER. 


It   is    inoro  than    a    uiau    cau 

i«-ar  I 

It  were  Iwtter  for  me,  ere  I   came 

nigh  lior.  (.her, 

This    corpse — ere  1   looked   upon 

Ilad  they  burned  iny  body  in  tlaine 

and  fire 

With  a  sorcerer's  dishonor. 
Vor  when  the  Devil  hath  made  his 

lair, 
And  lurks  in   the  eyes  of  a  fair 

joung  woman 
(To  grieve   a  man's   8<jul   with  her 

golden  hair, 
And  break  his  heart  i*  his  heart 

be  human), 

Would  not  a  saint  despair 
To  be  saved  by  fast  or  prayer 
From  perdition  made  so  fair  ? 

CHANGE. 

SHE  5s>  unkind,  unkind  1 

On  the  windy  hill,  to-day, 

I  sat  in  the  sound  of  the  wind. 

1  knew  what  the  wind  would  say. 

It  said    ....    or   seemed   to   my 

mind  .  .  . 

The  ilowers  are  falling  away. 
The  summer,"  ...  it  said,  .... 

"  will  not  stay, 
And  Love  will  be  left  hehind." 

The  swallows  were  swinging  them- 
selves 

In  the  leaden-gray  air  aloft  ; 
Flitting  by  tens  and  twelves, 
And  returning  oft  and  oft  ; 
Like  the  thousand  thoughts  in  me, 
That  went,  and  came,  and  went, 
Not  letting  me  even  be 
Alone  with  my  discontent. 

The  hard-vext  weary  vane 
Kattled,  and  moaned  and  was  still, 
In  the  convent  over  the  plain, 
By  the  side  of  the  windy  hill. 
It  was  sad  to  hear  it  complain, 
So  fretful,  and  weak,  and  shrill, 
Again,  and  again,  and  in  vain, 
While  the  wind  was  changing  his 
will. 


I  thought  of  our  walks  last  summer 
By  ihe  convent-walls  so  green  ; 
On  the  first  kiss  stolen  from  hor, 
With  no  one  near  to  be  seen. 
I  thought  (as  we  wandered  on, 
Each  of  us  waiting  to  speak) 
How  the  daylight  left  us  alone, 
And  left  his  last  light  on  her  cheek. 

The  plain  was  as  cold  and  gray 
(With    its    villas    like    glimmering 

shells) 

As  some  north-ocean  bay. 
All  dumb  in  the  church  were  tho 

bells. 

In  the  mist,  half  a  league  away, 
Lay  the  little  white  house  where  she 

dwells. 

I  thought  of  her  face  so  bright, 
By  the  firelight  bending  low 
O'er  her  work  so  neat  and  white  ; 
Of  her  singing  so  soft  and  slow  ; 
Of  her  tender-toned  "  Good-uignt;" 
But  a  very  few  nights  ago. 

O'er  the  convent  doors,  I  could  see 
A  pale  and  sorrowful-eyed 
Madonna  looking  at  rne, 
As  when  Our  Lord  first  died. 

There  was  not  a  lizard  or  spider 
To  be  seen  on  the  broken  walls. 
The  ruts,  with  the  rain,  had  grown 

wider 

And  blacker  since  last  night's  falls. 
O'er  the  universal  dulness 
There  broke  not  a  single  beam. 
I  thought  how  my  love  at  its  fulness 
Had   changed  like    a    change  in  a 

dream. 

The  olives  were  shedding  fast 
About  me,  to  left  and  right, 
In  the  lap  of  the  scornful  blast 
Black  berries  and  leaflets  white. 
1  thought  of  the  many  romances 
One  wintry  word  can  blight  ; 
Of  the  tender  and  timorous  fancies 
By  a  cold  look  put  to  flight. 
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How  many  noble  deeds 
Strangled  perchance  at  their  birth  ! 
The  smoke  of  the  burning  we«  ds 
Came    up   with   the   steain    of    the 

earth, 

From  tho  red,  wet  ledges  of  soil, 
And  tht;  sere  vines,  row  over  row, — 
And  the  vineyard-men  at  their  toil, 
\\  ho  sang  in  the  vineyard  below. 

Last  Spring,  while  I  thought  of  her 

here, 

I  found  a  red  rose  on  the  hill. 
There  it  lies,  withered  and  sere  ! 
Let  him  trust  to  a  woman  who  will. 

I  thought  how  her  words  had  grown 

colder, 

Aid  her  fair  face  colder  still, 
From   the   hour  whose  silence  had 

told  her 
What  has  left  ms  heart-broken  and 

ill; 
And  "  Oh  !"  I  thought,  ..."  if  I 

behold  her 
Walking  there  with  him  under  the 

hill!" 

O'er  the  mist,  from  the  mournful 

city 

The  blear  lamps  gleamed  aghast, — 
— "She    has     neither    justice,    nor 

pity," 

I  thought,  .  .  .  "  all's  over  at  last," 
The  cold  eve  came.     One  star 
Through  a  ragged  gray  gap  forlorn 
Fell  down  from  some  region  afar, 
And  sickened  as  soon  as  born. 
1  thought,  ''  How  long  and  how  lone 
The  years  will  seem  to  be, 
When  the  last  of  her  looks  is  gone, 
Acd  my  heart  is  silent  in  me  !" 

One  streak  of  scornful  gold, 
in  the  cloudy  and  billowy  r-est, 
Burned  with  a  light  as  coM 
As  love  in  a  much-wronged  breast. 
I  thought  of  her  face  so  fair  ; 
Of  her  perfect  bosom  and  arm  ; 
Of  her  deep  sweet  eyes  and  hair  ; 
Of  her  breath  so  pure  and  warm  ; 


Of  her  foot  *o  fine  and  fairy 
Through   the   meadows   where    she 

would  pass  ; 

Of  the  sweep  of  her  skirts  so  airy 
And  fragrant  over  the  grass. 

I  thought  ..."  Can  I  live  without 

her 

Whatever  she  do,  or  say  ?" 
I  thought  ..."  Can  I  dare  to  doult 

her, 

Now  when  I  have  given  away 
My  whole  self,  body  and  spirit, 
To  keep,  or  to  cast  aside. 
To  dower  or  disinherit, — 
To  use  as  she  may  decide  ?  " 

The  West  was  beginning  to  close 
O'er  the  last  light  burning  there. 
I  thought  ..."  And  when  that 

goes, 
The  dark  will  be  everywhere  !  " 

Oh  !  well  is  it  hidden  from  man 
Whatever  the  Future  may  bring. 
The  bells  in  the  church  began 
On  a  sudden  to  sound  and  swing. 
The  chimes  on  the  gust  were  caught 
And  rolled  up  the  windy  height. 
I  rose,  and  returned,  and  thought  .  . 

"1      SHALL,      NOT      SEE      HEii      TO- 
NIGHT." 


A  CHAIN  TO  WEAR. 

AWAY  !    away !     The    dream    waa 

vain. 
We  meet  too  soon,  or  meet  too 

late  : 
Still  wear,  as  best    you    may,   the, 

chain 

Your  own  hands  forged  about  your 
fate, 

Who  could  not  wait  ! 

What  !  .  .  .  you  had  given  your  life 

axvay 
Before  you  found  what  most  life 

misses  ? 

Forsworn  the  bridal  dream,  you  say 
Of  that  ideal  love,  whose  kisses 
Are  rain  as  this  is  1 
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Wf-ll,  I  have  left  upon  your  mouth 
The  seal  I  know  mubt  burn  there 

yet  ; 

My  cl?.im  is  set  upon  your  youth  ; 
.My  sign  upon  your  soul  is  set  : 
Dare  you  forget  ? 

And  you  '11  haunt,  I  know,  where 

music  plays, 

Yet  find  a  pain  in  music's  tone  ; 
You  'II  blush,  of  course,  when  others 

praise 

That   beauty  scarcely   now    your 
own. 

What's  done,  is  done  ! 

For    me,    you    say,    the     world    is 

wide,  — 

Too  wide  to  find  the  grave  I  seek  ! 
Enough  !  whatever  now  betide, 
No  greater  pang  can  blanch   my 
cheek. 

Hush  !  ...  do  not  speak. 

SILENCE. 

WORDS  of  fire,  and  words  of  scorn, 
I  have  written.  Let  them  go  ! 

Words  of  love  —  heart-broken,  torn, 
With  this  strong  and  sudden  woe. 

All  my  scorn,  she  could  not  doubt, 

Was  but  love  turned  inside  out. 

Silence,  silence,  still  unstirred  ; 

Lou:;,  unbroken,  unexplained  : 
Not  one  word,  one  little  word, 

Even    to    show    her    touched    or 

pained  : 

Si!<-uce,  silence,  all  unbroken  : 
Not  a  sound,  a  sign,  a  token. 

Wfll,  let  silence  gather  round 
All  this  shattered  life  of  mine. 

fchall  I  break  it  by  a  sound  ? 
Let  it  grow,  and  be  divine  — 

Divine  as  that  Prometheus  kept 

When  foi  his  sake  the  sea-nymphs 
wept. 


Let  silence  settle,  still  and 

As  the  mist,  the  thunder-cloud, 

O'er  the  lonely  blasted  steep, 
Which    the    red    bolt    hath    not 
bowed, 


Settle,  to  drench  out  the  star, 
And  cancel  the  blue  vales  afar. 

In  this  silence  I  will  sheafhe 
The  sharp  edge  and  point  of  all 

Not  a  sigh  my  lips  shall  breathe  ; 
Not  a  groan,  whate'er  befall. 

And  let  this  sworded  silence  be 

A  fence  'twixt  prying  fools  and  me. 

Let  silence  be  about  her  name, 
And   o'er  the  things  which  onco 
have  been  : 

Let  silence  cover  up  my  shame, 
Atid  annul  that  face,  once  seen 

In  fatal  hours,  and  all  the  light 

Of  those  eyes  extinguish  quite. 

In  silence,  I  go  forth  alone 

O'er  the  solemn  mystery 
Of  the  deeds  winch,  to  be  done, 

Yet  undone  in  the  future  lie. 
I  peer  in  Time's  high  nests,  and  there 
Espy  the  callow  brood  of  Care, 

The  fledgeless  nurselings  of  II egret, 
With  beaks  forever  stretched  for 
food  : 

But  why  should  I  forecount  as  yet 
The  ravage  of  that  vulture  brood  / 

O'er  all  these  things  let  silence  stay, 

And  lie,  like  snow,  along  my  way. 

Let  silence  in  this  outraged  heart 
Abide,  and  seal  these  lips  forever; 

Let  silence  dwell  with  me  apart 
Beside  the  ever-babbling  river 

Of  that  loud  life  in  towns,  that  runs 

Blind  to  the  changes  of  nhe  suns. 

Ah  !  from  what  most  mournful  star, 
Wasting  down  on  evening's  edge, 

Or  what  Darren  isle  afar 

Flung  by  on  some  bare  ocean  ledge, 

fame  the  wicked  hag  to  us, 

Th:it  changed  the  fairy  revel  thus  ? 

There  were  sounds  from  sweet  gui- 
tars 

Once,  and   lights  from  lamps  of 
amber ; 
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Both  went  up  among  the  stars 
From    iii.Miy   a  perfumed    palaeo- 

chambc-r  : 

Suddenly  the  place  seemed  dead  ; 
Light  and  music  both  were  tied. 

Darkness  in  each  perfumed  chamber; 
f    Darkness,  silence,  in  the  stars  ; 
I'arkness  on  the  lamps  of  amber  ; 

hilence  in  the  sweet  guitars  : 
l>arkness,  silence,  evermore 

Guard   empty  chamber,  moveless 
door. 


NEWS. 

NEWB,   news,   news,    my    gossiping 

friends ! 

I  have  wonderful  news  to  tell. 
A   lady,  by    me,    her    compliments 

sends  ; 
And  this  is  the  news  from  Ilell  : 

The  Devil  is  dead.   lie  died  resigned, 
Though     somewhat     opprest     by 

cares  ; 
But  his  wife,  my  friends,  is  a  woman 

of  mind, 
And  looks  after  her  lord's  affairs. 

I  have   just   come  back   from    that 

wonderful  place, 
And  kist  hands  with   the  Queen 

down  there  ; 
Bat  I  cannot  describe  Her  Majesty's 

face. 
It  has  filled  me  so  with  despair. 

The  place  is  not  what  you  might 

suppose : 

It  is  worse  in  some  respects. 
But  all  that  I  heard   there,  I  must 

not  disclose, 
For  the  lady  that  told  me  objects. 

The  laws  of  the  land  are  not  Salique. 

But  the  King  never  difs.  <>f  course  ; 

The  new  Queen  is  young,  and  prutty. 

and  chic, 

There  are  women,  I  think,  that  are 
worse. 


But  however  that  be,  one  thing  1 

know, 

And  this  I  am  free  to  tell  ; 
The  Devil,  my  friends,  is  a  woman, 

just  now  ; 
'Tis  a  woman  that  reigns  in  Hell. 

COUNT  EINALDO  RINALDI. 

'Tis  a  dark-purple,  moonlighted  mill- 

night : 

There  is  music  about  on  the  air. 
And,  where,  through  the  water,  fall 

Hashing 

The  oars  of  each  gay  gondolier, 
The  lamp-lighted  ripples  are  dashing, 

In  the  musical  moonlighted  air. 
To  the  music,  iu  merriment  ;  wash- 
ing, 
And  splashing,  the  black  marble 

stair 
That  leads  to  the  last  garden -terrace, 

"\Vhere  many  a  gay  cavalier 
And  many  a  lady  yet  loiter, 
Round  the  Palace  in  festival  there. 

'Tis  a  terrace  all  paven  mosaic, — 

Black  marble,  and  green  malachite; 

Round  an  .ancient  Venetian  Palace, 

Where  the  windows  with  lampions 

are  bright. 
'Tis  an  evening  of  gala  and  festival, 

Music,  and  passion,  and  light. 
There   is   love   in   the  nightingales' 

throats, 

That  sing  in  the  garden  so  well  : 
There  is  love  in  the  face  of  the  moon  : 
There  is  love  in  the  wann  Hnguid 

glances 
Of    the   dancers  adown  the  diao 

dances : 

There  is  love  in  the  low  languid  notes 
That  rise  into  rapture,  and  swell, 
From  viol,  and  flute,  and  bassoon. 

The  tree  that  bends  down  o'er  the 

w  Hter 

So  black,  is  a  black  cypress-tree. 
And    the    statue,    there,   under   the 

terrace, 
Mnemosyne's  statue  inupt  be. 
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There  comes  a  lilack  gondola  slowly 
To  the  Palace  in  festival  there  : 

And  the  Count  Rinal<l<>  Kinaldi 
Has  niouted  the  black  marble  stair. 

There  was  nothing  but  darkness,  and 

midnight, 
And   tempest,  and   storm,  m  the 

breast 

Of  the  Count  Rinaldo  Riualdi, 
As  his  foot  o'er  the  black  marble 

prest : — 

The  glimmering  black  marble  stair 
Where  the  weed  in  the  green  ooze 

is  clinging, 

That  leads  to  the  garden  so  fair, 
Where  the  nightingales  softly  are 

singing,— 
Where   the   minstrels  new  music 

are  stringing, 
And  the  dancers  for  dancing  prepare. 

There  rustles  a  robe  of  white  satin  : 
There's  a  footstep  falls  light  by  the 

stair  : 

There  rustles  a  robe  of  white  satin  : 
There's  a  gleaming  of  soft  golden 

hair  : 

And  the  Lady  Irene  Ricasoli 
Stands     near     the     cypress  -  tree 

there, — 

Near  Mnemosyne's  statue  so  fair, — 
The  Lady  Irene  Kieasoh, 

With  the  light  in  her  long  golden 
hair. 

And  the  nightingales  softly  are  sing 
ing  |  air; 

In   the  mellow  and  moonlighted 
And   the   minstrete    their   viols   are 

stringing  ; 

And  the  dancers  for  dancing  pre 
pare. 

'*  Siora,"  the  Count  said  unto  her, 
"  The  shafts  of  ill-fortune  pursue 

me  : 

riio  old  grief  crows  newer  nnd  newer, 
The  old  pangs  are  never  at  rest ; 
And  the  foes  that  have  sworn  to 

undo  me 

Have  left    m«    no   peace    in    my 
breast.. 


They  have  slandered,  and  wronged, 

and  maligned  me  : 
Though  they  broke  not  my  sword 

in  iny  hand, 

They  have  broken  rny  heart  in  my 
bosom  |;i;:mncd. 

And    sorrow   my   youth     has   un 
But  I  love  you,  Irene,  Irene, 
With  such  love  as  the   wretchc 

alone 

Can  feel  from  the  desert  within  them 
Which    only  the  wretched    have 

known  ! 

And  the  heart  of  Rinaldo  Rinaldi 
Dreads,  Lady,  no  frown  but  your 

own. 
To  others  be  all  that  you  are,  love — 

A  lady  more  lovely  than  most  ; 
To  me — be  a  fountain,  a  star,  love, 

That  lights  to  his  haver,  the  lost ; 
A  shrine  that  with  tender  devotion, 
The  mariner  kneeling,  doth  deck 
With  the  dank  weeds  yet  dripping 

from  ocean, 

And  the  last  jewel  saved  from  the 
wreck. 

"  None  heeds  us,  belove'd  Irene  ! 

None  will  mark  if  we  linger  or  fly. 
Amid  all  the  mad  masks  in  yon  revel, 

There  is  not  an  ear  or  an  eye, — 
Not    one, — that    will    ga/.e    or   will 
listen  ; 

And,  save  the  small  star  in  the  sky 
Which,   to   light   us,  so   softly  doth 
glisten, 

There  is  none  will  pursue  us,  Irene. 

O  love  me,  O  save  me,  1  die  ! 
I  am  thine,  O  be  mine,  O  belove'd  ! 

"  Fly  with  me,  Irene,  Irene  ! 

The  moon  drops  :  the  morning  ; 

near, 
My  gondola  waits  by  the  garden 

And  fleet  is  my  own  gondolier  ! " 
What  the  Lady  Irene  Kicasoli, 

Hy  Mnemosyne's  statue  in  stone, 
Where  she  leaned,  'neath  the  black 
cypress-tree, 

To  the,  Count  Rinaldo  Rinaldi 

Replied  then,  it  never  was  known, 
A. ml  known,  uow,  it  never  will  be. 
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But  the  moon  hnth  been  melted  in 


And  the  lamps  in  the  windows  are 

dead  : 
And  the  g;iy  caval'ers  from  the  ter- 

race, 
And  the  ladies  they  laughed  with, 

are  fled  ; 

in  1  ih*  music  is  husht  in  the  viols  : 
And  the   minstrels,  and  dancers, 

are  gone  ; 

And   the   nightingales    now   in  the 

garden,  [one  : 

From  singing  have  ceased,  one  by 

But  the  Count  Rinaldo  Rinaldi 

Still  stands,  where  he  last  stood, 

alone, 
'Neath   the  black  cypress-tree,  near 

the  water, 
By  Mnemosyne's  statue  in  stone. 

O'er  his  spirit  was  silence  and  mid- 

night, 
In  his  breast  was  the  calm  of  de- 

spair. 
He  took,  with  a  smile,  from  a  casket 

A  single  soft  curl  of  gold  hair,  — 
A  wavy  warm  curl  of  gold  hair, 
And  into   the   black-bosomed  water 
He  flung  it  athwart  the  black  stair. 
The  skies  they  were  changing  above 

him  ; 

The  dawn,  it  came  cold  on  the  air; 

He  drew  from  his  bosom  a  kerchief  — 

"Would,"  he  sighed,  "that  her 

face  was  less  fair  ! 
That  her  face  was  less  hopelessly 

fair." 

And  folding  the  kerchief,  he  covered 
The  eyes  of  Mnemosyne  there. 

THE   LAST  MESSAGE. 

FLING  the  lattice  open, 

And  the  music  plain  you'll  hear  ; 
Lean  out  oi'  the  window, 

And  you'll  see  the  lamplight  clew. 

There,  you  see  the  palace 
Where  the  bridal  is  to-night. 

You  may  shut  th«-  'vindi.w. 
Come  here,  to  the  light. 
1.1 


Take  this  portrait  with  you, 
Look  well  before  you  go. 

She  can  scarce  be  altered 
Since  a  year  ago. 

Women's  hearts  chance  lightly, 
(Truth  both  trite  and  olden  1) 

But  blue  eyes  remain  blue  ; 
Golden  hair  stays  golden. 

Once  I  knew  two  sisters  : 

One  was  dark  and  grave 
As  the  tomb  ;  one  radiant 

And  changeful  as  the  wave. 

Now  away,  friend,  quickly  I 

Mix  among  the  masks  : 
Say  you  are  the  bride's  friend, 

If  the  bridegroom  asks. 

If  the  bride  have  dark  hair, 

And  an  olive  brow, 
Give  her  this  gold  bracelet  ; — 

Come  and  let  me  know. 

If  the  bride  have  bright  hair, 

And  a  brow  of  snow, 
In  the  great  canal  there 

Quick  the  portrait  throw  : 

And  you'll  merely  give  her 

This  poor  faded  flower. 
Thanks  I  now  leave  your  stylet 

With  me  for  an  hour. 

You're  my  friend  :  whatever 

I  ask  you  now  to  do, 
If  the  case  were  altered, 

I  would  do  for  you. 

And  you'll  promise  me,  my  mother 
Shall  never  miss  her  son, 

If  anything  should  happen 
Before  the  night  is  done. 


VENICE. 

TITK  sylphs  and  ondines, 

And  the  sea-kings  and  queens. 
Long  ago,  long  ago,  on  the  waves 
built  a  city, 

As  lovely  as  seems 

To  .some  bard,  in  his  dreams, 
TlK:  soul  df  his  latest  love-ditty. 
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Long  ago,  long  ago, — ah  1  that  was 

long  ago 
Thick  as  gems  on  the  chalices 

Kings  keep  for  treasure. 
Were  the  temples  and  palaces 

In  this  city  of  pleasure  ; 
And  the  night  broke  out  shining 
With  lamps  and  with  festival, 
O'er    the    squares,    o'er    the 

streets  ; 

And  the  soft  sea  went,  pining 
With  love,  through  the  musical, 
Musical   bridges,  and   marble 

retreats 
Of  this  city  of  wonder,  where  dwelt 

the  ondines, 
Long  ago,  and  the  sylphs,  and  the 

sea-kings  and  queens, 
— Ah  !  that  was  long  ago  I 
But  the  sylphs  and  ondines, 
And  the  sea-kings  and  queens 

Are  fled  under  the  waves  : 
And  I  glide,  and  I  glide 
Up  the  glimmering  tide 

Through  a  city  of  graves. 
Here  will  I  bury  my  heart, 
Wrapt  in  the  dream  it  dream- 
ed ; 

One  grave  more  to  the  many  I 
One  grave  as  silent  as  any  ; 
Sculptured  about  with  art, — 
For  a  palace  this  tomb  once 

seemed. 

Light  lips  have  laughed  there, 
Bright  eyes  have  beamed. 
Revel  and  dance  ; 
Lady  and  lover  I 
Pleasure  hath  quaffed  there  : 
Beauty  hath  gleamed, 
Love  wooed  Romance. 

Now  all  is  over  I 
And  I  glide,  and  I  glide 
Up  the  glimmering  tide, 
'Mid  foruib  silently  passing,  as  silent 

MS  any, 

Here,  'mid  the  waves, 
In  this  city  of  graves, 
To  bury  my  heart — oiic  grave  more 
to  the  many  1 


ON  THE  SEA. 

OME  !  hreathe  thou  soft,  01  blow 

thou  bold, 

Thy  coming  be  it  kind  or  cold, 
Thou  soul  of    the  heedless    ocean 

wind  ; — 
Little  I  rt-de  and  little  I  reck, 
Though   the  mast  be  snapt  on  the 

mizzen-deck, 
So  thou  blow  her  last  kiss  from  my 

neck, 
And  her  memory  from  my  mind  I 

Comrades  around  the  mast, 
The  welkin  is  o'ereast  : 
One  watch  is  wellnigh  past — 
Out  of  sight  of  shore  at  last  I 

Fade  fast,  thou  falling  shore, 
With  that  fair  false  face  of  yore, 
And  the  love,  and  the  life,  now  o'er! 
What  she  sought,  that  let  her  have — 
The  praise  of  traitor  and  knavo, 
The  simper  of  coward  and  slave, 
And    the    worm    that    clings    and 

stings — 
The  knowledge  of  nobler  things. 

But  here  shall  the  mighty  sea 
Make  moan  with  my  heart  in  me, 
And  her  name  be  torn 
By  the  winds  in  scorn, 
In  whose  march  we  are  moving  free. 
I  ain  free,  I  am  free,  I  am  free  ! 
Hark  I  how  the  wild  waves  roar  ! 
Hark  !  how  the  wild  winds  rave  I 
Courage,  true  hearts  and  brave, 
Whom  Fate  can  anlict  no  more  ! 

Comrades,  the  night  is  long. 

I  will  sing  you  an  ancient  song 

Of  a  tale  that  was  told 

In  the  days  of  old, 

Of  a  Baron  blithe  and  strong, — 

High  heart  and  bosom  bold, 

To  strive  for  the  right  with  wrong  ! 

"  Who  left  his  ca.stied  home, 

When  the  Cross  was  raised  in  Rome, 

And  swore,  on  his  sword 

To  fight  for  the  Lord, 

And  the  banners  of  Christendom. 

To  die  or  to  overcome  1 
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"  IT  hauberk  of  mail,  and  helmet  of 

steel, 
And    armor  of  proof  from  head  to 

heel, 
O,  what  is  the  wound  which  he  shal 

feel  ? 
And  where  the  foe  that  shall  make 

him  reel  ? 
Trus  knight  on  whose  crest  the  cross 

doth  shine  ! 
They  buckled  his  harness,  brought 

him  his  steed — 
A  stallion  black  of  the  land's  best 

breed — 

Belted  his  spurs,  and  bade  him  God- 
speed 

'Mid  the  1'aynim  in  Palestine. 
But  the  wife  that  he  loved,  when  she 

poured  him  up 

A  last  deep  health  in  her  golden  cup, 
Put  poison  into  the  wine. 

"  So  he  rode  till  the  land  he  loved 
grew  dim, 

And  that  poison  began  to  work  in 
him, 

A  true  knight  chanting  his  Chris- 
tian hymn, 

With  the  cross  on  his  gallant  crest. 

Eastward,  aye,  from  the  waning 
west, 

Towan1.  the  land  where  the  bones  of 
the  Saviour  rest. 

And  the  Battle  of  God  is  to  win  : 

With  his  young  wife's  picture  upon 
his  breast, 

And  her  poisoned  wine  within. 

"  Alas  !  poor  knight,  poor  knight  ! 
He  carries  the  foe  he  cannot  right 
In  his  own  true  breast  shut  up. 
He  fchall  die  or  ever  he  fight  for  the 

Lord, 
And  his  heart  be  broken  before  his 

sword. 
Be  hath  pledged  his  life 


To  a  faithless  wife, 

In  the  wine  of  a  poisoned  «nrp  I " 

Comrade,  thy  hand  in  mine  I 
Pledge  me  in  our  last  wine, 
While  all  is  dark  on  the  brine. 
My  friend,  I  reck  not  now 
If  the  wild  night-wind  should  bio1* 
Our  bark  beyond  the  poles  : — 
To  drift  through  fire  or  snow, 
Out  of  reach  of  all  we  know — 
Cold  heart,  and  narrow  brow, 
Smooth  faces,  sordid  souls  1 
Lost,  like  some  pale  crew 
From  Ophir,  in  golden  galleys, 
On  a  witch's  island  !  who 

i  Wander  the  tamarisk  alleys, 
Where  the  heaven  is  blue, 

I  And  the  ocean  too, 
That  murmurs  among  the  valley/ 
"  Perisht  with  all  on  board  !  " 
So  runs  the  vagrant  fame — 
Thy  wife  weds  another  lord, 
My  children  forget  my  name, 
While  we  count  new  stars  by  night. 
Each  wander.0  out  of  sight 
Till   the   beard   on  his   chin   grows 

white 
And  scant  grew  the  curls  on    bis 

head. 

One  paces  thr  placid  hours 
In  dim  enchanted  bowers, 
By  a  soft-eyed  Panther  led 
To  a  magical  milk-white  bed 
Of  deep,  pale  poison-flowers. 
With  ruined  gods  one  dwells, 

•  In  caverns  among  the  fells, 
Where,    with     desolate     arms    out- 
spread, 

A  single  tree  stands  dead, 
Smitten  by  savage  spells, 
And  striking  a  silent  dread 
From  its  black  and  blighted  head 
Through     the     horrible,    hoj-elest, 

sultry  dells 
Of  Elephanta,  the  Red. 
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"PREXSUS IX 
I 

;     Tfs  toil  must  help  ns  to  forget. 
•        In  strife,  they  say,  g:ief  iinds  re- 
pose. 
Wei,    there's  the  game  !    I  throw 

the  stakes  : — 

A  life  of  war,  a  world  of  foes, 
A    heart    that    triumphs     while    it 

breaks. 
Some  day  I  too,  perchance,  may 

lose 
This  shade  which  memory  o'er  me 

throws, 
And  laugh  as  others  laugh,  (who 

knows? ) 
But  ah,  'twill  not  be  yet  ! 

How  many  years  since  she  and  T 
Walked  that  old  terrace,  haml-in- 

hand  ! 
Just  one  star  in  the  rosy  sky, 

And  silence  on  the  summer  land. 
And  she  ?  .  .  . 

I  think  I  hear  her  sing 
That  song, — the   last  of    all   our 

songs. 
How  all  comes  back  ! — thing  after 

thing. 

The  old  life  o'er  me  throngs  I 
Put  I  must  to  the  palace  go  ; 

The  ambassador's  to-morrow  : 
Here's   little    time    for    thought,   I 

know, 

And  little  more  for  sorrow. 
Already  in  the  porte-cochere 
The  carriage  sounds  .  .  .  my  hat 

and  gloves  ! 
I  hear  my  friend's  foot  on  the  stair, — 

How  joyously  it  moves  ! 
He  must  have  done  some  wicked 

thing 

To  make  him  tread  so  light  : 
f  r  is  it  only  that  the  king 
Adirire-l  his  wife  last  night? 
re  U:lk  of  nations  by  the  way, 


And  praise  the  Nuncio's  manners, 
And  end  with  something  fine  to  say 

About  the  "allied  banners." 
'Tis  well  to  mix  with  all  conditions 

Of  men  in  every  station  : 
I  sup  to-morrow  with  musicians, 

Upon  the  invitation 
Of  my  clever  friend,  the  journalist, 

Who  writes  the  reading  plays 
Which  no  one  reads  ;  a  socialist 

Most  social  in  his  ways. 
But  I  am  sick  of  all  the  din 

That's  made  in  praising  Verdi, 
Who  only  know  a  violin 

Is  not  a  hurdy-gurdy. 

Hen:  oft,  while  on  a  nerveless  hand 

An  aching  brow  reclining. 
Through  this  tall  window  where  I 

stand, 

I  see  the  great  town  shining. 
Hard    by,    the     restless     Boulevart 

ro.irs, 
Heard  all  the  night  through,  even 

in  dreaming  : 

While  from  its  hundred  open  doors 
The  many-headed  Life  is  stream- 
ing, [fares 
Upon   the   world's   wide   thorough- 

My  lot  is  cast.     So  be  it  ! 
Each  on  his  back  his  burthen  bears. 
And    feels,   though    he  may  not 

see  it. 
ify  life  is  not  more  hard  than  theirs 

Who  toil  on  either  side  : 
They  cry  for  quiet  in  their  prayers, 
And  it  is  still  denied. 

But  sometimes,  when  I  stand  alone, 

Life  pauses. — now  and  then  : 
And  in  the  distance  dies  the  moan 

Of  miserable  men. 
As  in  a  dream  (how  strange  !)  I  seem 

To  be  lapsing,  slowly,  slowly, 
From   noise   and  strife,  to  a  stiller 
life, 

Where  all  is  husht  and  holy 
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All,  love  !  our  way's  in   a  stranger 

land. 

We  may  not  rest  together. 
For  an  Angel  takes  me  by  tlic  hand. 
And    leads    me    .    .    .    whither  ? 
whither? 

A  L'EXTRESOL. 

ONE  circle  of  all  its  golden  hours 
The    flitting    hand   of    the  Time- 
niece  there, 
In   its   close  white  bower  of   china 

flowers, 
Hath  rounded  unaware  : 

While  the  firelight,  flung  from  the 

flickering  wall 

On  the  large  and  limpid  mirror  be- 
hind, 
Hath  reddened  and  darkened  down 

o'er  all, 
As  the  tire  itself  declined. 

Something  of  pleasure  and  something 

of  pain 
There  lived  in  that  slaking  light. 

What  is  it  ? 

Fares  I  never  shall  look  at  again, 
1  n  places  you  never  will  visit, 

Revealed  themselves  in  each  falter- 
ing ember, 
While,   under  a  palely  wavering 

flame, 

Half  of  the  years  life  aches  to  re- 
member 

Reappeared,    and    died    as    they 
came. 

To  its  dark  Forever  an  hour  hath 

gone 

Since  either  you  or  I  have  spoken: 
Kach  of  us  might  have  been  sitting 

alone 
In  a  silence  so  unbroken. 

I  never  shall  know  what  made  me 

look  up 
(In  this   cushioned  chair  so  soft 

and  dfop, 
By  the  table  where,  over  the  empty 

cup,  1  was  leaning,  half  asleep) 


To  catch  a  gleam  on  the  picture  up 

there 
Of    the    saint    in  the  wildcrnesi 

under  the  oak  ; 
And  a  light  on  the  brow  of  thebronz* 

Voltaire. 
Like  the  ghost  of  a  cynical  joke. 

To  mark,  in  each  violet  velvet  fold 
Of   the   curtains  that  fall   'twix) 
room  and  room, 

The  dip  and  dance  of  the  manifold 
Shadows  of  rosy  gloom. 

O'er    the    Rembrandt    there  —  the 

Caracci  here — 
Flutter    warmly    the    ruddy    and 

wavering  hues  ; 
And  St.  Anthony  over  his  book  has 

a  leer 

At   the    little  French  beauty    by 
Greuze. 

There, — the  Leda,  weighed  over  hex 

white  swan's  back, 
By  the  weight  of  her  passionate 

kiss,  ere  it  falls  ; 
O'er  the    ebony  cabinet,  glittering 

black 
Through  its  ivory  cups  and  balls  : 

Your  scissors  and  thimble,  and  work 

laid  away, 

Wiih  its  silks,  in  the  scented  rose- 
wood box  ; 
The  journals,  that  tell  truth  every 

day. 
And  that  novel  of  Paul  de  Rock's: 

The  flowers  in  the  vase,  with  their 

bells  shut  close 
In  a  dream  of  the  far  green  fielcs 

where  they  grew  ; 
The  cards  of  the  visiting  people  ana 

shows 

In  that  bowl  with  the  sea  green 
hue. 

Your  shawl,  with  a  queenly  droop  of 

it.s  own, 

Hanging  over  the  arm  of  tl  c  crim- 
son chair : 
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And,   last,— yourself,    as    silent    as 

stone, 
In  a  glow  of  the  firelight  there  ! 

I  thought  you  were  reading  all  this 

time. 
And  was  it  some  wonderful  page 

of  your  book 
Telling  of   love,  with  its  glory  and 

crime, 

That  has  left  you  that  sorrowful 
look? 

For  a  tear  from  those  dark,  deep, 

humid  orbs 
'Neath  their  lashes,  so  long,  and 

soft,  and  sleek, 
All  the  light  in  your  lustrous  eyes 

absorbs, 
As  it  trembles  over  your  cheek. 

Were  you  thinking  how  we,  sitting 

side  by  side, 
Might  be  dreaming  miles  and  miles 

apart  ? 
Or  if  lips  could  meet  over  a  gulf  so 

wide 
As  separates  heart  from  heart  ? 

Ah,  well  !  when  time  is  flown,  how 

it  fled 

It  is  better  neither  to  ask  nor  tell. 
Leave  the  dead   moments  to  bury 

their  dead. 
Let  us  kiss  and  break  the  spell ! 

Come,  arm  in  arm,  to  the  window 

here  ; 
Draw  by  the  thick  curtain,  and  see 

how,  to-night, 

In  the  clear  and  frosty  atmosphere, 
The  lamps  are  burning  bright. 

All  night,  and  forever,  in  yon  great 

town, 
The  heaving  Boulevart  flares  and 

roars  ; 
And  the   streaming  Life  flows  up 

and  down 
From  its  hundred  open  doors. 


Il  is  scarcely  sc  cold,  but  I  and  you, 
With  never  a  friend  to  find  us  out, 

May  stare  at  the  shops  for  a  moineLt 

or  two. 
And  wander  awhile  about. 

For  when   in   the    crowd  we  have 

taken  our  place, 
{ — Just    two    more    lives    to    tha 

mighty  street  there  !) 
Knowing  no  single  form  or  face 
Of  the  men  and  women  we  meet 
there, — 

Knowing,  and  known  of,  none  in  the 

whole 
Of  that  crowd  all  round,  but  our 

two  selves  only, 

We  shall  grow  nearer,  soul  to  soul, 
Until  we  feel  less  lonely. 

Here  are  your  bonnet  and  gloves, 

dear.     There, — 
How  stately  you  look  in  that  long 

rich  shawl  ! 

Put  back  your  beautiful  golden  hair, 
That  never  a  curl  may  fall. 

Stand  in  the  firelight ...  so,  ...  as 

you  were, — 
O  my  fieart,  how  fearfully  like  her 

she  seemed  ! 

Hide  me  up  from  my  own  despair, 
And    the    ghost    of    a    dream    I 
dreamed  ! 


TERRA  INCOGNITA, 

How  sweet  it  is  to  sit  beside  her, 

When    the    hour    brings    nougtt 

that's  better  ! 
All  day  in  my  thoughts  to  hide  her, 

And,  with  fancies  free  from  fetter, 
Half  remember,  half  forget  her. 

Just  to  find  her  out  by  limes 

In  my  mind,  among  sweet  fancies 

Laid  away  : 

In  the  fall  of  mournful  rhymes  ; 

In  a  dream  of  distant  climes  ; 
In  the  sights  a  lonely  man  sees 
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Well  !  there  in  our  front^row  box  we 

sat, 
Together,  my  bride-betrot  lied  and 

1  ! 

My  sa/e  was  fixed  on  my  opera-bat, 
And  hers  on  tlie  stage  hard  by. 


both  were  silent,  and  both  were 

sad. 
Like  a  qnoen,  she  leaned  011  her 

full  white  arm, 
With  that  regal,   indolent  air    she 

had  ; 
So  confident  of  her  charm  I 

I  have  not  a  doubt  she  was  thinking 

then 
Of  her  former  lord,  good  soul  that 

he  was  ! 
Who  died  the  richest  and  roundest 

of  men, 
The  Marquis  of  Carabas. 

I  hope  that,  to  get  to  the  kingdom  of 

heaven, 
Through  a  needle's  eye  he  had  not 

to  pass. 
I  wish  him  well,  for  the  jointure 

given 
To  iny  lady  of  Carabas. 

Meanwhile,  I   was  thinking  of  my 

first  love, 
As  I  had   not  been  thinking  of 

aught  for  years, 
Till   over  my  eyes  there  began  to 

move 
Something  that  felt  like  tears. 

I  thought  of  the  dress  that  she  wore 

last  time, 
When  we  stood,  'neath  the  cypress- 

trees,  together, 

Ji*  that  lost  land,  in  that  soft  clime, 
io  the  crimson  evening  weather  : 

Of  that  muslin  dress  (for  the  eve  was 

hot), 
And  her  warm  white  neck  in  its 

golden  chain, 
And  her  full,  soft  hair,  just  tied  in  a 

knot, 
And  falling  loose  again  : 


And  the  jasmin-flower  In  her  fair 

voting  breast  : 
(O  the  faint,  sweet  smell  of  that 

Jasmin-flower  !) 
And  the  one  bird   singing  alone  to 

his  nest  : 
And  the  one  Btar  over  the  tower. 

I  thought  of  our  little  quarrels  and 

strife  ; 
And  the  letter  that  brought  me 

back  my  ring. 
And  it  all  seemed  then,  in  the  waste 

of  life, 
Such  a  very  little  thing  I 

For  I  thought  of  her  grave  below  the 

hill, 
Which    the    sentinel  cypress-tree 

stands  over. 
And  I  thought  ..."  were  she  only 

living  still, 

How  I  could  forgive  her,  and  love 
her!" 

And  I  swear,  as  I  thought  of  her 

thus,  in  that  hour, 
And  of  how,  after  all,  old  things 

were  best, 

That  I  smelt  the  smell  of  that  jas- 
min-flower, 

Which  she  used  to  wear  in  her 
breast. 

It  smelt  so  faint,  and  it  smelt  BO 

sweet, 
It  made  me  creep,  and  it  made  mo 

cold! 
Like  the  scent  that  steals  from  the 

crumbling  sheet 
Where  a  mummy  is  half  unrolled. 

And  I  turned  and  looked.    She  wai 

sitting  there 
In  a  dim  box,  over  the  stage  ;  and 

drest 
In  that  muslin  dress,  with  that  full 

soft  hair, 
And  that  jasmin  in  her  breast  I 

I  was  here  :  and  she  was  there  : 
And  the  glittering  horehoe  curved 
between : — 
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From  my  bride-betrothed,  with  her 

raven  hair. 

And     her     sumptuous,     scornful 
mieu. 

To   my  early   love,    with   her    eyes 

downcast. 
And   over   her  primrose  face  the 

shade, 
lu  short,  from  the  Future  hack  to 

the  Past) 
There  was  but  a  step  to  he  made. 

T<>  my  early  love   from   my  future 

bride 
One   moment  I   looked.     Then  I 

stole  to  the  door, 
I  traversed  the  passage  ;   and  down 

at  her  side, 
I  was  sitting,  a  moment  more. 

My  thinking  of  her,  or  the  music's 

strain, 
Or  something  which  never  will  be 

exprest, 
Had  brought  her  back  from  the  grave 

again, 
With  the  jasmin  in  her  lireast. 

She  is  not  dead,  and  she  is  not  wed ! 
But  she  loves  me  now,  and  she 

loved  me  then  ! 
And   the  very  first  word   that  her 

sweet  lips  said, 
My  heart  grew  youthful  again. 

The  Marchioness  there,  of  Carahas, 
She  is  wealthy,   and   young,   and 

handsome  still, 
And  but  for  her  .  .  .  well,  we'll  let 

that  pass. 
She    may    marry    whomever   she 

•will. 

\  it  I  will  marry  my  own  first  love, 
With  her  primrose  face  :  for  old 

things  are  best, 
A  nd  the  flower  in  her  bosom,  I  prize 

it  above 
The  brooch  in  my  lady's  breast. 

The  world   is   filled  with  folly  and 

sin. 

And  Love  mast  cling  where  it  can, 
I  say  : 


Km-  Beauty  is  easy  enough  to  win  ; 
But  oiie  isn't  loved  every  day. 

And  I  think,  in  the  lives  of  most  wo- 
men and  men. 
There's  a  moment  when  all  would 

go  smooth  and  even. 
If  only  the  dead  could  lind  out  when 
To  come  back,  and  be  forgiven. 

But   O   the    smell   of   that    jasmin- 

tlower  ! 

And  ()  that  music  !  and  O  the  way 
That  voice  rang  out  from  the  donjon 

tower 

S<n\  ti  scordar  di  me, 
J\Ton  ti  scordar  di  me  ! 


PROGRESS. 

WHEN  Liberty  lives  loud  on  every 

lip, 

But  Freedom  moans, 
Trampled   by   Nations  \\hose   faint 

foot-falls  slip 
Round  bloody  thrones  ; 
When,  here  and  there,  in  dungeon 

and  in  thrall, 
Or  exile  pale, 
Like  torches  dying  at  a  funeral, 

Brave  natures  fail  : 
When  Truth,  the  armed  archangel, 

stretches  wide 
God  tromp  in  vain, 
And  the  world,  drowsing,  turns  up- 
on its  side 
To  drowse  again  ; 

O  Man,  whose  course  hath  called  it- 
self sublime 
Since  it  began, 
What  art  thou  in  such  dying  age  at 

time, 
As  man  to  man  ? 

When  Love's  last  wrong  hath  been 

forgotten  coldly, 
As  First  Love's  face  : 
And,  like  ;•.  rat  that  comes  to  wanton 

b(  Idly 
in  some  lone  place, 
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Once  festal. — in  the  realm  of  light 

ami  laughter 
Grim  Uoubt  appears  : 
Whilst      wcinl     suggestions      from 

Death's  vague  Hereafter, 
O'er  ruined  years, 
Creep,  dart   and  darker,  with  new 

dread  to  mutter 
Through  Life's  long  shade, 
Yet  n  .ike  no  more  in  the  chill  breast 

the  flutter 

Which  once  they  made  : 
Whether  it  he, — that  all  doth  at  the 

grave 

Round  to  its  term, 
That  nothing  lives  in  that  last  dark- 
ness, save 
The  little  worm,- 
Or  whether  the  tired  spirit  prolong 

its  course 

Through  realms  unseen, — 
Secure,  that  unknown  world  cannot 

he  worse 

Than  this  hath  been  ; 
Then  when  through  Thought's  gold 

chain,  so  frail  and  slender, 
No  link  will  meet  ; 
When    all    the     broken    harps    of 

Language  render 
No  sound  that's  sweet  : 
When,   like    torn  books,   sad    days 

weigh  down  each  other 
I'  the  dusty  shelf  ; 
O  Man,  what  art  thou,  O  my  friend, 

my  brother. 
Even  to  thyself  ? 


THE  PORTRAIT. 

If  rDxiGHT  past !    Not  a  sound  of 

aught 
Through  the  silent  house,  but  the 

wind  at  his  prayers. 
I  sat  by  the  dying  fire,  and  thought 
Ol  the  dear  dead  woman  up  stairs. 

A  night  of  tears  !  for  the  gusty  rain 
Had  ceased,  but  the  eaves  were 
dripping  yet  ; 


And    the    moon    looked    forth,    as 

though  MI  pain, 
With  her  face  all  white  and  wet  : 

Nobody  with  me,  1117  watch  to  keep 
But  the  friend  of  my  bosom,  the 
man  I  love  : 

And  grief  had  sent  him  fast  to  sle'-p 
In  the  chamber  up  above. 

Nobody  else,  in  the  country  place 
All  round,  that  knew  of  my   loss 

beside, 

But  the  good  young  Priest  with  the 

Raphael-face,  [died. 

Who    confessed  h«r    when    she 

That  good  young  Priest  is  of  gentle 

nerve, 

And  my  grief  had  moved  him  be- 
yond control ; 
For  his  lip  grew  white,  as  I  could 

observe, 
When  he  speeded  her  parting  soul 

I  sat  by  the  dreary  hearth  alone  : 
I  thought  of  the  pleasant  days  of 
yore  : 

I  said  "  the  staff  of  my  life  is  gone: 
The  woman  I  loved  is  no  more. 

"  On  her  cold,  dead  bosom  my  por- 
trait lies, 
Which  next  to  her  heart  she  used 

to  wear — 
Haunting  it  o'er  with  her   tender 

eyes 
When  my  own  face  was  not  there. 

"  It  is  set  all  round  with  rubies  red, 
And  pearls  which  a  Peri  might 

have  kept. 
For  each  ruby  there,  my  heart  hath 

bled  : 

For    each    pearl,  my    eyes    have 
wept." 

And  I  said — "  the  thing  is  precious 

to  me  : 
They  will  bury  her  soon  in  the 

churchyard  clay  ; 
It  lies  on  her  heart,  and  lost  nrist 

be, 
If  I  do  not  take  it  away." 
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I    lighted  my  lamp    at  the    dying 

tlame, 
And    crept    up    the    stairs  that 

creaked  for  fright, 
Till   into   the  chamber   of  death   I 

came, 
Where  she  lay  all  in  white. 

Th9  moon  shone  over  her  winding- 
sheet. 
There,  stark  she  lay  on  her  carven 

bed  : 

Seven  burning  tapers  about  her  feet, 
And  seven  about  her  head. 

As  I  stretched  my  hand,  I  held  my 

breatli  ; 
I  turned  as  I  drew  the  curtains 

apart : 
I    dared  not  look  on  the  face  of 

death  : 
I  knew  where  to  find  her  heart, 

1  thought,  at  first,  as  my  touch  fell 

there, 
It  had  warmed  that  heart  to  life, 

with  love  ; 
For  the  thing  I  touched  was  warm, 

I  swear, 
And  I  could  feel  it  move. 

Twas  the  hand  of   a  man,  that  was 

moving  slow 
O'er  the  heart  of  the  dead, — from 

the  other  side  ; 
And  at  once  the  sweat  broke  over 

my  brow, 

"  Who  is  robbing  the  corpse  ?  "  I 
cried. 

Opposite  me  by  the  tapers'  light, 
-    The  friend  of  my  bosom,  the  man 

1  loved, 
Stood   over   the   corpse    and   all  as 

white, 
And  neither  of  us  moved. 

"  What  do  you  liore,  my  friend  ?  " 

.  .  .  The  man 
Looked  first  at  me,   and  then  at 

the  (load. 
"  There    is    a    portrait    here,"    he 

began  ; 
"  Theru  ia.     It  is  mine,"  I  said. 


Said  the  friend  of  my  bosom,  "  yours 

no  doubt, 

The  portrait  was,  till  a  month  ago, 
When  this  suffering  angel  took  that 

out. 
And  placed  mine  there,  I  know." 

"  This  woman,  she  loved  me   well, 

said  1. 
"  A  month   ago,"  said  my   friend 

to  me  ; 
"  And  in   your  throat,"  J  groaned, 

"  you  lie  !  " 
He  answered  ..."  let  us  see." 

"Enough  !"  I  returned,    "let  the 

dead  decide  : 
And    whose    soever  the  portrait 

prove, 
His  shall   it  be,  when  the  cause  is 

tried, 

Where    Death     is     arraigned     by 
Love." 

We  found  the  portrait  there,  in  its 

place  : 

We  opened  it,  by  the  tapers'  shine: 
The  gems  were  all   unchanged  :  the 

face 
Was — neither  his  nor  mine. 

"  One  nail  drives  out  another,   at 

least  ! 
The   face  of  the  portrait  there,"  I 

cried, 
"  Is  our  friend's,  the  Raphael-faced 

young  Priest, 

Who     confessed   her    when     she 
died." 

The  setting  is  all  of  rubies  rod, 
And    pearls   which  a  Peri   might 

have  kept. 
For  each  ruby  there  my  heart  hath 

bled  : 

For  each  pearl  my  eyes  have  wept. 


ASTARTE. 

WHEX  the  latest  strife  is  lost,  and  alJ 

is  done  with, 

Ere  we  slumber  in  the   spirit  and 
the  brain. 
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We  drowse  hack,  in  dreams,  to  days 

that  life  begun  with, 
And  their  tender  light  returns  to 
us  again. 

I  have  cast  away  the  tangle  and  the 

torment 
Of  the  cords  that  bound  my  life  up 

in  a  mesh  : 
And  the  pulse  begins  to   throb   that 

long  lay  dormant 

'Neath    their   pressure  ;   and   the 
old  wounds  bleed  afresh. 

I  am  touched  again  with  shades  of 

early  sadness, 
Like    the    summer-cloud's     light 

shadow  in  my  hair  : 
I  am  thrilled   again  with  breaths   of 

boyish  gladness, 

Like  the  scent  of  some  last  prim- 
rose on  the  <tir. 

And  again  she  comes,  with  all  her 

iileni  graces 
The  lost  woman  of  my  youth,  yet 

unpossest  : 
And  her  cold   face    so    unlike   the 

other  faces 

Of  the  women  whose  dead  lips  I 
since  have  prest. 

The  motion  and  the  fragrance  of  her 

garments 
Seem  about  me,  all  the  day  long, 

in  the  room  : 
And  her  face,  with  its  bewildering 

old  endearments 

Comes     at     night     between     the 
curtains,  in  the  gloom. 

When  vain  dreams  are  stirred  with 

sighing,  near  the  morning, 
To  my  own   her  phantom  lips  I 

feel  approach  : 
And  her  smile,  at  eve,  breaks   o'er 

me  without  warning 
From   his    speechless,   pale,   per- 
petual reproach. 

When  Life's  dawning  glimmer  yet 

had  all  the  tint  there 
Of  the  orient,  iu  the  freshness  of 
the  grass, 


(Ah,   what    feet    since   then    have 
trodden  out  the  print  there  !) 
Did  her  soft,  her  silent  footsteps 
fall,  and  pass. 

They  fell  lightly,  as  the    lew  'alls, 

'mid  ungathered 
Meadow  -  flowers  ;     and     lightlj 

lingered  with  the  dew. 
But  the   dew  is  gone,  the  grass  te 

dried  and  withered, 
And  the   traces    of    those    steps 
have  faded  too. 

Other  footsteps  fall  about  me, — faint, 

uncertain, 
In  the  shadow  of  the  world,  as  it 

recedes  : 

Other  forms  peer  through  the  half- 
uplifted  curtain 

Of  that  mystery  which  hangs  be- 
hind the  creeds. 


What  is  gone,  is  gone  forever.     And 

new  fashions 

May  replace  old  forms  which  noth- 
ing can  restore  : 

But  I   turn  from   sighing  back  de- 
parted passions 

With  that  pining  at  the  bosom  as 
of  yore. 

I  remember  to  have  murmured, morn 

and  even, 
"  Though  the  Earth  dispart  these 

Earthlies,  face  from  face, 
Yet  the  Ileavenlies  shall  surely  join 

in  Ileaven, 

For  the   spirit  hath  no  bonds  in 
time  or  space. 

"Where  it  listeth,  there  it  bloweth  ; 

all  existence 
Is    its    region  ;    and    it  houseth, 

where  it  will. 

I  shall  feel  her  through  immeasur- 
able distance, 

And  grow  nearer  and  bo  gathered 
to  her  still 
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"  If  I  fail  to  find  her  out  by  her  gold 

tresses. 
Brows,  and   breast    and  lips,  and 

l.incuage  of  sweet  strains. 
I  shall  know  her  by  the   traces   of 

dead  kisse-. 

Ami  that  portion  of  myself  which 
she  retains." 

But  my  being  is  confused  with  new 

experience, 
And  changed  to  something  other 

than  it  was  ; 
And  the  Future  with  the  Past  is  set 

at  variance  ; 

And  Life  falters  with  the  burthens 
which  it  has. 

Earth's  old  sins  press  fast  behind  me, 

weakly  wailing  : 
Faint  before  me  lleets  the  good  I 

have  not  done  : 
And  my  search  for  her  may  still  be 

unavailing 

'Mid  the  spirits  that  are  passed  be- 
yond the  sun. 


AT  HOME  DURING  THE  BALL. 

'Tis  hard  upon  the  dawn,  and  yet 
She  comes  not  from  the  Ball. 

The   night  is   cold,  and  bleak,  and 

wet, 
And  the  snow  lies  over  all. 

I   praised   her   with   her    diamonds 

on  : — 

And,  as  she  went,  she  smiled. 
And   yet    I   sighed,    when  she   was 

gone, 
Above  our  sleeping  child. 

And  all  night  long,  as  soft  and  slow 

As  falls  the  falling  rain, 
'1  be  thoughts  of  days  gone  long  ago 

Have  tilled  my  heart  again. 

Once  more  I   bear  the   Rhine   rush 
down. 

(1  hear  it  in  my  mind  !) 
O'ice  more,  about  the  sleeping  town, 

The  lamps  wink  In  the  wind. 


The  narrow,  silent  street  I  pass  : 
The  house  stands  o'er  the  river  : 

A  liiibt  is  at  the  casement-glass, 
That  leads  my  soul  forever. 

I  feel  my  way  along  the  gloom, 
Stair  after  stair,  1  push  the  door 

I  find  no  change  within  the  room, 
And  all  things  as  of  yore. 

One  little  room  was  all  we  had 
For  Juno  and  for  December. 

The  world  is  svide,  but  O  how  sad 
It  seems,  svheu  I  remember  ! 

The  cage  with  the  canary-bird 
Hangs  in  the  window  still  : 

The  small  red  rose-tree  is  not  stirred 
Upon  the  window-sill. 

Wide  open  her  piano  stands  ; 

— That  song  I  made  to  ease 
A  passing  pain  while  her  soft  hands 

Went  faintly  o'er  the  keys  ! 

The    fire    within    the    stove   burns 
down  ; 

The  light  is  dying  fast. 
How  dear  is  all  it  shines  upon, 

That  firelight  of  the  Past  ! 

No  sound  !  the  drowsy  Dutch-clock 

ticks, 

O,  how  should  I  forget 

The  slender  ebon  crucifix, 

That  by  her  bed  is  set  ? 

Her  little  bed  is  white  as  snow, — 
How  dear  that  little  b.-,|  ! 

Sweet  dreams  about  the  curtains  go 
And  whisper  round  her  head. 

That  gentle  head  sleeps  o'er  her  ana 
— Sleeps  all  its  soft  brown  hair  : 

And  those  dear  clothes,  of  hers,  ye 

warm, 
Droop  open  on  the  chair. 

Vet  warm  the  snowy  petticoat  I 

The  dainty  corset  too  ! 
How    warm    the    ribbon   from   hex 
throat. 

And  warm  each  littlo  shoe  I 
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Lie  soft,  dear  arm  upon  the  pillow  ! 

Sleep,  foolish  little  head  ! 
Ah,  well  she  hleeps  !  I  know  the  wil- 
low 

That  curtains  her  cold  bed. — 

Sine"  last  I  trod  that  silent  street 

'Tis  many  a  year  ago  : 
And,  if  I  there  could  set  my  feet 

OP  :e  more,  I  do  not  know 

[f  I  should  find  it  where  it  was, 
That  house  upon  the  river  : 

But  the  light  that  lit  the  casement- 
glass 
I  know  is  dark  forever. 

Hark  !   wheels  below,  .  .  .  my  lady's 

knock  ! 

— Farewell,  the  old  romance  ! — 
Well,   dear,  you're   late, — past  four 

o'clock  ! — 
How  often  did  you  dance  ? 

Not  cooler  from  the  crowning  waltz, 
She  takes  my  half  the  pillow. — 

Well, — well  ! — the  women  free  from 

faults 
Have  beds  below  the  willow  I 


AT  HOME  AFTER  THE  BALL. 

THK  clocks  are  Calling  Three 

Across  the  silent  floors. 
The  fire  in  the  library 

Dies  out  ;  through  the  open  doors 
The  red  empty  room  you  may  see. 

In  the  oursery,  up  stairs, 
nhe  child  had  gone  to  sleep, 

Half-way  'twixt  dreams  and  prayers, 
When  the  hall-door  made  him  leap 

To  its  thunders  unawares. 

Like  love  in  a  worldly  breast, 
Alone  in  my  lady's  chamber, 

Tin-  lamp  burns  low,  aupprest 
'Mid  satins  of  broidored  amber, 

Where  she  stands,  half  uudrest  : 
15 


Her  bosom  all  unlaced  : 

Her  cheeks  with  a  bright  red  stop: 
Her  long  dark  hair  displaced, 

Down  streaming,  heeded  not, 
From  her  white  throat  to  her  waist  : 

She  stands  up  her  full  height, 
With  her  ball-dress  slipping  dowi 

her, 

And  her  eyes  as  fixed  and  bright 
As  the  diamond  stars  that  crown 

lior, — 
An  awful,  beautiful  sight. 

Beautiful,  yes  .  .  .  with  her  hair 
So  wild,  and  her  cheeks  so  tlusht  ! 

Awful,  yes  .  .  .   for  there 

In  her  beauty  she  stands  husht 

By  the  pomp  of  her  own  despair  I 

And  fixt  there,  without  doubt, 
Face  to  face  with  her  own  sorrow 

She  will  stand,  till,  from  without, 
The  light  of  the  neighboring  mor- 
row 

Creeps  in,  and  finds  her  out. 

With  last  night's  music  pealing 
Youth's  dirges  in  her  ears  : 

With  last  night's  lamps  revealing, 
In  the  enamels  of  old  years, 

The  face  of  each  dead  feeling. 

Ay.  Madam,  here  alone 

You  may  think,  till  your  heart  ia 

broken, 
Of  the  love  that  is  dead  and  done, 

Of  the  days  that,  with  no  token, 
Forevermore  are  gone. — 

Weep  if  you  can,  beseech  you  ! 

There's  no  one  by  to  curb  you  : 
Your  child's  cry  cannot  reach  j^'i  : 

Your  lord  will  not  disturb  you  : 
Weep  !  .  .  .  what  can  weeping  teach 
you  ? 

Your  tears  are  dead  In  yon. 

"  What  harm,   where    all    things 

change," 
You  say,  "if  we  change  too  ? 

— The  old  still  suunny  Grange  I 
Ah,  that's  far  off  i'  the  dew. 
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"  Were  those  not  pleasant  hours, 

Ere  I  was  what  1  am  ? 
My  garden  of  fresh  llowc-rs  ! 

My  milk-white  weanling  lamb  I 
JJy  bii^ht  laburnum  bowers  ! 

"The  orchard  walls  so  trim  I 
The  redbreast  in  the  thorn  I 

Die  twilight  soft  and  dim  ! 
The  child's  heart  !  eve  and  morn, 

So  rich  with  thoughts  of  Aim  /  " 

Hush  !  your  weanling  lamb  is  dead: 
Your  garden  trodden  over. 

They  have  broken  the  farm  shed  : 
They  have  buried  your  h'rst  lover 

With  the  grass  above  his  head. 

Has  the  Past,  then,  so  much  power, 
You  dare  take  not  liom  the  shelf 

That  Iwok  with  the  dry  flower, 
Lest  it  make  you  hang  yourself 

For  being  yourself  for  an  hour  ? 

Why  can't  you  let  thought  be 

For  even  a  little  while  ? 
There's  nought  in  memory 

Can  bring  you  back  the  smile 
Those  lips  have  lost.     Just  see, 

Here  what  a  costly  gem 

To-night  in  your  hair  you  wore — 
Pearls  on  a  diamond  stem  ! 

When  sweet  things  are  no  more, 
Better  not  think  of  them. 

Are  you  saved  by  pangs  that  pained 

you, 

Is  there  comfort  in  all  it  cost  you, 
B*i\re  the  world  had  gained  you, 

lisfore  that  God  had  lost  you, 
'Or  your  soul   had   quite  d'isdained 
you? 

For  your  soul  (and  this  is  worst 
To  bear,  as  you  well  know) 

Has  been  watching  you,  from  fin>t, 
As  sadly  as  God  could  do  ; 

And  yourself  yourself  have  curst. 

Talk  of  the  flames  of  Hell  I 

We  fuel  ourselves,  I  conceive, 
The  fire  the  Fiend  lighttj.     Well, 


Believe  or  disbelieve, 
We  know  more  than  we  tell  1 

Surely  you  need  repose  ! 

To-morrow  again — the  I'all. 
And  you  must  revive  the  rose 

in  your  cheek,  to  bloom  for  all 
Not  go  ?  .  .  .  why  the  whole  wurU 
goes. 

To  bed  !  to  bed  !     'Tis  sad 
To  find  that  Fancy's  wings 

Have  lost  the  hues  they  had. 
In  thinking  of  these  things 

Some  women  have  gone  mad. 

AU  CAFE  »  *  *. 

A  PARTY  of  friends,  all  light-hearted 

and  gay, 
At  a  certain   French  cafe',  where 

everyone  goes, 
Are  met,  in  a  well-curtained  warm 

cabinet, 

Overlooking  a  sln-e:  there,  which 
every  one  knows. 

The   guests    are,   three   ladies   well 

known  and  admired  : 
One  adorns  the  Lyrique  ;  one  .  .  . 

I  oft  have  beheld  her 
At  the    Vaudeville,  with   raptures  ; 

the  third  lives  retired 
lt  Dans  8€8  meubles"  .  .  .  (we  all 
know  her  house)  .  .  .   Uue  de 
Uelder. 

Besides    these    is    a    fourth  ...  a 

young  Englishman,  lately 
Presented  the  round  of  the  clubs 

in  the  town. 

A   taciturn   Anglican    coldness    se- 
dately 

Invests  him:  unthawed  by  Clar 
isse,  lie  sits  down. 

But  little  he  speaks,  and  but  rarely 

he  shares 
In  the  laughter  around  him  ;   hit) 

smiles  are  but  f «  *'  ; 
There's  a  sneer  in  theiook  that  his 

countenance  w  ears 
In  repose;  and  fatigue  in  the  eyes' 
weary  blue. 
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The  rest  are  three  Frenchmen.  Three 

Frenchmen  (thank  heaven  !) 
Are  but  rarely  morose,  with  Cham- 
pagne and  Bordeaux  : 
And  their  wit,   and  their  laughter, 

suffices  to  leaven 
With  mirth  their  mute  guest's  ira- 
itatiou  uf  snow. 

Fh-3  dinner  is  done :  the  Lafitte  in 

ils  Basket, 
The  Champagne  in  its  cooler,  is 

passed  in  gay  haste  ; 
Whatever  you  wish  for,  you  have  hut 

to  ask  it  : 
Here   are   coffee,   cigars,   and    li- 
queurs to  your  taste. 

And  forth  from  the  bottles  the  corks 

fly;  and  chilly, 
The  bright  wine,  in  bubbling  and 

blushing,  confounds 
Its  warmth   with    the    ice    that    it 

seethes  round  ;  and  shrilly 
(Till  stifled  by  kisses)  the  laughter 
resounds, 

Strike,  strike  the  piano,  beat  loud  at 

the  wall  ! 

Let  wealthy  old  Lycus  with  jeal- 
ousy groan 
Next  door,  while  fair  Clitoris  responds 

to  the  call, 

Too  fair  to  be  supping  with  Lycus 
alone  !  * 

Clarisse,  with  a  smile,  has  subsided, 
upprest, 

Half,  perhaps,  by  Champagne  .  .  . 
half,  perhaps,  \>y  affection, — 
In  the  arms  of  the  taciturn,  cold, 
English  guest, 

With,  just  rising  athwart  her  im- 
perial complexion, 

One  tinge  that  young  Evian  himself 

have  kist 

From  the  fairest  of  Maenads  that 
danced  in  his  troop  ; 

*  "  Audeat  Invidus 

Dementem  strepitum  Lycua 
Et  viclrui  seiii  noil  habilij  Lyco." 

HOEACE. 


And  her  deep  hair,  unloosed  from  its 

sump;  nous  twist, 

Overshowering  her  throat  and  hei 
bosom  a-droop. 

The     soft    snowy   throat,    and    the 

round,  dimpled  chin, 
Upturned  from  the  arm-fold  wher< 

hangs  the  ricli  head  ! 
And  the  warm  lips  apart,  while  the 

white  lips  begin 

To  close  over  the  dark  languid  eyes 
which  they  shade  ! 


And  next  to  Clarisse  (with  her 

hair  all  wet 
From  the  wine,  in  whose  blush  its 

faint  fire-fly  gold 
She  was  steeping  just  now),  the  blue- 

eyad  Juliette 

Is  murmuring  her  witty  bad  things 
to  Arnold. 

Cries  Arnold  to  the  dumb  English 

guest  ..."  Mon  ami, 
What's  the  matter  ?  .  .  .  you  can't 
sing  .  .  .  well,  speak,  then,  at 
least  : 
More  grave,  had  a  man  seen  a  ghost, 

could  he  be  ? 

J/(U\s  qucl  drole  de  farceur  !  .  . 
comine  II  a  le  via  trixte  /  " 

And  says  Charles  to  Eugene  (vainly 

seeking  to  borrow 
Ideas  from   a  yawn  ..."  At  the 

club  there  are  three  of  us 
With  the  Duke,  and   we  play  Jans 

quenet  till  to-morrow  : 
I  am  off  on  the  spur  .  .  ,  what 
say  you.  f  .  .  .  will  you  be  *f 
us?" 

"  Mon  enfant,  tu  me  boudes  —  tu  me 

boudes,  cheri," 
Sighs  the  soft  Celestine  on  the 

breast  of  Eugene  ; 
"  Ah  bah  !  ne  mefais  paspospr,  men 

amie," 

Laughs  her  lover,  and  lifts  to  his 
lips  —  the  Champagne. 
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And  loud  from  the  bottles  the  corks 

fly  ;  and  chilly 
The  wine  gurgles  up   to   its    fine 

crystal  bounds. 
While  Charles  rolls  his  paper  cigars 

round,  how  shrilly 
(Till  kist  out)  the  laughter  of  Juli- 
ette resounds  ! 

3tr.k<>,  strike  the  piano!  heat  loud  at 

the  wall  ! 

Les.  wealthy  old  Lycus  \nth  jeal- 
ousy groan 
Next  door,  while  fair  Chloris  responds 

to  the  call, 

Too  fair  to  be  supping  with  Lycus 
alone. 

There  is  Celestine  singing,  and  Eu- 
gene is  swearing. — 
In  the  midst  of  the  laughter,  the 

oaths,  and  the  songs, 
Falls    a    knock    at   the    door ;    but 

there's  nobody  hearing  : 
Each,  uninterrupted,  the  revel  pro- 
longs. 

Baid  I  ...  "nobody  hearing?"  one 

only  ; — the  guest, 
The  morose  English  stranger,  so 

dull  to  the  charms 
Of  Clarisse,  and  Juliette,  Celestine, 

and  the  rest  ; 

Who  sits,  cold  as  a  stone,  with  a 
girl  in  his  arms. 

Once,  twice,  and  throe  times,  he  has 

heard  it  repeated  ; 
And  louder,  and  fiercer,  each  time 

the  sound  falls. 
And  ^is  cheek  is  death  pale,  'mid 

the  jthers  so  heated  ; 
There's  a  step  at  the  door,  too,  his 
fancy  recalls. 

And  \  e  rises  .  .  .  (just  so  an  automa- 

t«  n  rises, — 
Sot/:    man    of    mechanics    made 

up, — that  must  move 
In   the   way  that  the  wheel  moves 

within  him  ; — there  lies  his 
Sole  path  fixt  before  him,   below 
and  above). 


lie  rises  .  .  .  and.  scarcely  a  glance 

casting    >n  her, 
Flings  from  him  the  beauty  asleep 

on  his  shoulder  ; 
Charles  springs  to  his  feet  ;  Eugene 

mutters  of  honor  ; 
Uut  there's  that    in    the  stranger 
that  awes  each  beholder. 

For  the  hue  on  his  cheek,  it  is  whiter 

than  whiteness  : 
The  hair  creeps  on  his  head  like  & 

strange  living  thing. 
The  lamp  o'er  the  table  has  lust  half 

its  brightness  ; 

Juliette  cannot   laugh  ;   Celestine 
cannot  sing. 

lie  has  opened  the  door  in  a  silence 

unbroken  : 
And  the  ga/.e  of  all  eyes  where  he 

stands  is  fixt  wholly  : 
Not  a  hand  is  there   raised  ;   not  a 

word  is  there  spoken  : 
He  has  opened  the  door  ;  .  .  .  and 
there  comes  through  it  slowly 

A  woman,  as  pale  as  a  dame  on  a 

tombstone, 
With    desolate   violet   eyes,   open 

wide  ; 
Iler  look,  as  she  turns  it,  turns  all 

in  the  room  stone  : 
She   sits   down   on    the   sofa,    the 
stranger  beside. 

Her  hair  it  is  yellow,  as  moonlight 

on  water 
Which   stones   in  some  eddy  tor 

ment  into  waves  ; 
Her  lips  are  as  red  as  new  blood  spill 

in  slaughter  ; 

Her  cheek  like  a  ghost's  seen  bj 
night  o'er  the  graves. 

Her  place  by  the  taciturn  guest  sho 

has  taken  ; 
And  the  glass  at  her  side  she  has 

filled  with  Champagne. 
As  she  bows  o'er  the  board,  all  the 

revellers  awaken. 
She  has  pledged  her  mute  friend 
and  she  hils  up  again. 
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Clarisse    lias    awaked  ;    and    with 

shrieks  leaves  the  table. 
Juliette  wakes,  and  faints  in  the 

arms  of  Arnold. 
And  Charles  and  Eugene,  with  what 

speed  they  are  ahle, 
Are  oil'  to  the  cluh,  where  this  tale 
shall  be  told. 

'destine  for  her  brougham,  on  the 

stairs,  svas  appealing, 
With  hysterical  subs,  to  the  surly 

concierye, 
When   a  ray  through   the   doorway 

stole  to  her,  revealing 
A  sight  that  soon  changed  her  ap- 
peal to  "id  vierye." 

All  the   light-hearted   friends  from 

the  chamber  are  tied  : 
And  the  cafe'  itself  has  grown  si- 
lent by  this. 
From  the  dark  street  helow,  you  can 

scarce  hear  a  tread,' 
Save  the  Gendarme's,  who  reigns 
there  as  gloomy  as  Dis. 

The  shadow  of  night  is  beginning  to 

Hit : 

Through  the  gray  window  shim- 
mers the  motionless  town. 
The  ghost  and  the  stranger,  together 

they  sit 

Side  by  side  at  the  table — the  place 
is  their  own. 

They  nod  and  change  glances,  that 

pale  man  and  woman  ; 
For  they  both  are  well  known  to 

each  other  :  and  then 
Some  ghosts  have  a  look  that's  so 

horribly  human, 

In  the  street  yon  niiuht  meet  them, 
and  take  them  for  men. 

"  Thou  art  changed,  my  beloved !  and 

the  lines  have  grown  stronger, 

And  the  curls  have  grown  scauler, 

that  meet  on  thy  brow. 
Ah,  faithless  !  and  dost  thou  remem- 
ber no  longer 

The  hour  of  our  passion,  the  words 
of  thy  vow  ? 


"Thy  kiss,  on  my  lips  it  is  burning 

forever  ! 
I  cannot  sleep  calm,  for  my  bed  is 

so  cold. 
Embrace  me  !  close  .  .  .  closer  . .  .  O 

let  us  part  never, 

And  let  all  be  again  as  it  once  was 
of  old!" 

So   she    murmurs   repiuigly  ever. 

Her  breath 
Lifts  his  hair  like  a  night-wind  in 

winter.     And  he  ... 
"  Thy  hand.  O  Irene,  is  icy  as  death, 
But  thy  face  is  unchanged  in  its 
beauty  to  me." 

"  Tis  so  cold,  my  beloved  one,  down 

there,  and  so  drear." 
"Ah,    thy    sweet    voice,    Irene, 
sounds  hollow  and  strange  !" 
"'Tis  the  chills  of  the  grave  that 

have  changed  it,  I  fear  : 
But  the  voice  of  my  heart  there's 
no  chill  that  can  change." 

"Ha  !  thy  pale  cheek  is  flusht  with 

a  heat  like  my  own. 
Is  it  breath,  is   it  tiame,  on  thy 

lips  that  is  burning  ? 
Ha  !  thy  heart  flutters   wild,  as   of 

old,  'ueath  thy  zone. 
And  those  cold  eyes  of  thine  fill 
with  passionate  yearning." 

Thus,  embracing  each  other,  they 

bend  and  they  waver, 
And,  laughing  and  weeping,  con- 
verse.    The  pale  ghost, 
As  the  wine  warms  the  grave- worm 

within  her,  grown  braver, 
Fills   her  glass  to  the  brim,  and 
proposes  a  toast. 

"  Here's  a  health  to  the  glow-worm, 

Death's  sober  lamplighter, 
That  saves  from  the  darkness  be- 
low the  gravestone 
The  tomb's  pallid  pictures  .  .  .  the 

sadder  the  brighter  ; 
Shapes  of  beauty  each  stony-eyed 
corpse  there  hath  known  : 
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Mere  r-rtgh  sketches  of  life,  where 

a  glimpse  goes  for  all, 
Which  Iho  Master  keeps  (all  the 

rest  let  the  world  have  !) 
ut  though  only  rough-scrawled  ou 

the  blank  charnel  wall, 
Is  their  truth  the  less  sharp,  that 

'tis  sheathed  in  the  grave  ? 

"  here's  to  Love  .  .  .  the  prime  pas- 
sion .  .  .  the    harp    that   we 
sung  to 
In  the  orient  of  youth,  hi  the  days 

pure  of  pain  ; 
The  cup  that  we   quaffed   in  :   the 

stirrup  we  sprung  to, 
So    light,    ere    the    journey    was 
made — and  in  vain  ! 

"  O  the  life  that  we  lived  once  !  the 

heauty  so  fair  once  ! 
Let  them  go  !  wherefore  weep  for 

what  tears  could  not  save  ? 
What  old    trick  sets   us   aping  the 

fools  that  we  were  once, 
And  tickles  our  brains  even  under 
the  grave  ? 

"  There's    a    small    stinging  worm 

which  the  grave  ever  breeds 
From  the  folds  of  the  shroud  that 

around  us  is  spread  : 
There's   a   little   blind  maggot  that 

revels  and  feeds 

On  the  life  of  the  living,  the  sleep 
of  the  dead. 

"To  our  friends  !  .  .  .  "     But  the 

full  flood  of  dawn  through  the 

pane, 
Having   slowly  rolled    down    the 

huge  street  there  unheard 
(While  the  great,  new,  blue  sky,  o'er 

the  white  Madeleine 
Was  wide  opening  itself),  from  her 

lip  washed  the  word  ; 

Washed  her  face  faint  and  fainter  ; 

while,  dimmer  and  dimmer, 
In  its  seat,  the  pale  form  flickered 
out  like  a  (lame, 


As  broader,  and  brighter,  and  fuller, 

the  glimmer 

Of  day  through  the  heat-clouded 
window  became. 

And  the  day  mounts  apace.     St.ine 

one  opens  the  door. 
In  ehullles  a  waiter  with  sleepy 

red  eyes : 
lie  stares  at  the  cushions  flung  loose 

on  the  floor, 

On  the   bottles,   the   glasses,    the 
plates,  with  surprise. 

Stranger  still  !  he  sees  seated  a  man 

at  the  table, 
With  his  head  on  his  hands  :  in  a 

slumber  he  seems, 
So  wild,  and  so  strange,  he  no  longer 

is  able 

In  silence  to    thrid  through  the 
path  of  his  dreams. 

For  he  moans,  and  he  matters  :  he 

moves  and  he  motions  : 
To  the  dream  that  he  dreams  o'ei 

his  wine-cup  he  pledges. 
And  his  sighs  sound,  through  sleep, 
like  spent  winds  over  ocean's 
Last  verge,  where  the  world  hides 
its  outermost  edges. 

The  gas-lamp  falls  sick  in  the  tube  : 

and  so,  dying, 
To  the  fumes  of  spilt  wine,  ar.J 

cigars  but  half  smoked, 
Adds   the   stench   of   its   last  gasp ; 

chairs  broken  are  lying 
All  about  o'er  the  carpet  stained 
littered,  anil  soaked. 

A    touch    starts    the    sleeper,     lie 

wakes.     It  is  day. 
And  the  beam  that  dispe'js  all  th« 

phantoms  of  night 
Through  the  rooms  sends  its  kindly 

and  comforting  ray  : 
Th<  streets  are  new-peopled  :  the 
.nor j>  ing  is  bright. 
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Ant  thfi  city's  so  fair  !  and  the  dawn 

breaks  so  brightly  ! 
WUh  gay  flowers   in  the  market, 

gay  girls  in  the  street. 
Whate'er    the   strange    beings   that 

visit  us  nightly, 

When    Paris    awakes,    from    her 
smile  they  retreat. 

I  myself  have,  at  morning,  behoid 

them  departing  ; 
Some  in  masks,  and  in  dominos, 

footing  it  on  ; 
Some  like  imps,  some  like  fairies  ; 

at  cockcrow  all  starting, 
And  speedily  flitting  from  sight 
one  by  one. 

And    that   wonderful    night-flower, 

Memory,  that,  teariul, 
Unbosoms  to  darkness  her  heart 

full  of  dew, 
Folds  her  leaves  round  again,  and 

from  day  shrinks  up  fearful 
In  the  cleft  of  her  ruin,  the  shade 
of  her  yew. 

This  broad    daylight    life's  strange 

enough  :  and  wherever 
We  wander,  or  walk  ;  in  the  club, 

in  the  streets ; 
Not  a  straw  on  the  ground  is  too 

trivial  to  sever 

Each  man  in  the  crowd  from  the 
others  he  meets. 

Each  walks  with  a  spy  or  a  jailor  be- 
hind him 
(Some  word  he  has  spoken,  some 

deed  lie  has  done)  : 
And  the  step,  now  and  then,  quick- 
ens, just  to  remind  him, 
In  the  crowd,  in  the  s>\n,  that  he 
is  not  alone. 

Ezt  'tis  hard,  when   by  lamplight, 

'niid  laughter  ar  1  songs  too, 
T>  >se  return, ...  re  have  buried, 
and  mourned    or,  and  prayed 
for, 
And  done  with  .  .  .  and,  free  of  the 

gnve  it  belongs  to, 
Some  rVrrMrinks  your  health  in 
tL'  v/»*  you  have  paid  for. 


Wreathe  the  rose,  O  Young  Man  ; 

pour  the  wine.  What  thou  hast 

That  enjoy   all   the   days   of    thy 

youth.     Spare  thou  naught. 
Yet  beware  !  ...  at  the  board  sits  <* 

ghost — 'tis  the  Past  ; 
In  thy  heart  lurks  a  weird  necro- 
mancer— 'tis  Thought. 


THE  CHESS-BOARD. 

Mv  little  love,  do  you  remember, 

Ere  we  were  grown  so  sadly  wise, 
Those  evenings  in  the  bleak  Decem- 
ber, 
Curtained    warm    from    the   snowy 

weather, 

\Vhen   you   ami   I   played   chess  to- 
gether, 

Checkmated  by  each  other's  eyes  ? 

Ah.  still  I  see  your  soft  white  hand 

Hovering    warm    o'er    Queen    and 

Knight. 
Brave    Pawns    in    valiant    battle 

stand. 

The  double  Castles  guard  the  wings  : 
The  Bishop,  bent  on  distant  things, 
Moves,  sidling  through  the  fight. 
Our  fingers    touch;    our  glances 

meet, 

And  falter  ;  falls  your  golden  hair 
Against  my  cheek  ;  your  bosom 

sweet 
Is  heaving.    Down  the  field,  your 

Queen 

Rides  slow  her  soldiery  all  between, 
And  checks  me  unaware. 
Ah  me  !  the  little  battle's  done, 
Disperst  is  all  its  chivalry  ; 
Full  many  a  move,  since  then,  ha\e 

we 
'Mid     Life's     perplexing     checker 

made, 
And    many  a    game  with  Fortune 

played, — 

What  is  it  we  have  won  ? 
This,  this  at  least— if  this  alone  ;— • 
That  never,  never,  never  more, 
As  in  these  old  still  nights  of  yoie 
(Ere  we  were  grown  so  sadly  wise], 


THE  WANDERER. 


Can  you  and  I  shut  out  the  skips, 
Shut    out    the    world,    and    wintry 

weather, 
And,  eyes  exchanging  warmth  with 

eyes, 

'lay  si  less,  as  then  we  played,  to- 
gether I 


SONG. 

IK  Sorrow  have  taught  me  anything, 

She  hath  taught  me  to  weep  for 

you  ; 

And  if  Falsehood  have  left  me  a  tear 
to  shed 

For  Truth,  these  tears  are  true. 
If  the  one  star  left  by  the  morning 

Be  dear  to  the  dying  night, 
If  the  late  lone  rose  of  October 

Be  sweetest  to  scent  and  sight, 
If  the  last  of  the  leaves  in  December 

Be  dear  to  the  desolate  tree, 
Remember,  beloved,  O  remember 

How  dear  is  your  beauty  to  me  ! 

And  more  dear  than  the  gold,  is  the 

silver 
Grief  hath    sown    in    that  hair's 

yung  gold  : 

And  lovelier  than  youth  is  the  lan- 
guage 
Of  the  thoughts  that  have  made 

youth  old  ; 

We  must  love,  and  unlove,  and  for- 
get, dear — 

Fashion  and  shatter  the  spell 
Of  how  many  a  love  in  a  life,  dear — 
Ere  life  learns  to  love  once  and 

love  well. 
Then   what    matters   it,   yesterday's 

sorrow  ? 

Since  I  have  outlived  it — see  ! 
And  what  matter   the  cares  of   to- 
morrow, 

Since  you,  dear,  will  share  them 
with  me  ? 

To  love  it  is  hard,  and  'tis  harder 

Perchance  u>  be  loved  again  : 
But  you'll  love  m^,  I  know,  now  I 
love  you.— 


What  I  seek  I  am  patient  to  gain. 
To  the  tears  1  have  shed,  and  regret 

not, 

What  matter  a  few  more  tears  ? 
Or  a  few  days'  wailing  longer, 

To  one  that  has  waited  for  years  ? 
Uush  !  lay  your  head  on  my  breast, 

there. 
Not  a  word  !  .  .  .  while  I  weep  for 

your  sake, 

Sleep,  and  forget  me,  and  rest  there  : 
My  heart  will  wait  warm  till  you 

wake. 

For — if  Sorrow  have  taught  me  any- 
thing [you  ; 
She  hath  taught    rne  to  weep  for 
And  if  Falsehood  have  left  me  a  tear 

to  shed 
For  Truth,  these  tears  are  true  ! 

THE  LAST  KEMONSTKAXCE. 

YES  !  I  am  worse  than  thou  didst 

once  believe  me. 
Worse  than  thou  deem'st  me  now 

I  cannot  be — 
But  say  "the  Fiend's  no  blacker," 

.  .  .  canst  thou  leave  me  ? 
Where  wilt  thou  flee  ? 

Where  wilt  thou  bear  the  relics  of 

the  days 
Squandered  round  this  dethroned 

love  of  thine  ? 
Hast  thou  the  silver  and  the  gold  to 

raise 
A  new  God's  shrine? 

Thy  check  hath   lost  its  roundness 

and  ils  bloom  : 
Who  will  forgive  those  signs  whera 

tears  have  fed 
On  thy  once  lustrous  eyes, — save  he 

for  whi  in 
Those  tears  were  shed  ? 

Know  I  not  every  grief  whose  course 

hath  sown 
Lines  on   thy  brow,  and  silver  in 

thy  hair  ? 
Will  new  love  learn  the  language, 

mine  alone 
Ilath  graven  there  ? 
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Despite  the  blemisht  beauty  of  thy 

brow, 
Thou  wouldst  be  lovely,  couldst 

tliou  love  again  ; 
For  Love  renews  the  Beautiful  :  but 

thou 
JJast  only  pain. 

How  wilt  thou  bear  from  pity  to  im- 
plore 
What  once  those  eyes  from  rapture 

could  command  ? 
How  wilt  thou  stretch — who  wast  a 

Queen  of  yore — 
A  suppliant's  hand  ? 

Even  were  thy  heart  content  from 

love  to  ask 
No   more   than   needs  to   keep  it 

from  the  chill, 

Hast  thou  the  strength  to  recom- 
mence the  task 
Of  pardoning  still  ? 

Wilt  thou  to  one,  exacting  all  that  I 
Have  lost  the  right  to  ask  for,  still 

extend 
Forgiveness  on  forgiveness,  with  that 

sigh 
That  dreads  the  end  ? 

Ah,  if  thy  heart  can  pardon  yet,  why 

yet 
Should  not  its  latest  pardon  be  for 

me? 
For  who  will  bend,  the  boon  he  seeks 

to  get, 
On  lowlier  knee  ? 

Where  wilt  thou  find  the  unworthier 

heart  than  mine, 
That  it  may  be  more  grateful,  or 

more  lowly  ? 

To  whom  else,  pardoning  much,  be- 
come divine 
By  pardoning  wholly  ? 

Hath  not  thy  forehead  paled  beneath 

my  kiss  ? 
And  through  thy  life  have  I  not 

writ  my  name  ? 
Hath  not  my  soul  signed  thine  ?  .  .  . 

I  gave  thee  bliss, 
If  I  gave  shame  : 


The  shame,   but  not   the   blias. 

where'er  tliou  goest, 
Will   haunt  thee   yet  :   to  me   no 

shame  thou  hast  : 
To  me  alone,   what  now  thou  art, 

thou  knowest 
By  what  thou  wast 

What  other  hand  will  heip  .hy  !:nar1 

to  swell 
To  raptures  mine   first  taught  it 

ho\v  to  feel  ? 

Or  from  the  unchorded  liarp  and  va- 
cant shell 
New  notes  reveal  ? 

Ah,  by  my  dark  and  sullen  nature 

nurst,' 
And  rocked    by  passion   on   this 

stormy  heart, 
Be  mine  the  last,  as  thou  wert  mine 

the  first  ! 
We  dare  not  part  I 

At  best  a  fallen  Angel  to  mankind, 
To  me  be  still  the  beraph  I    have 

dared 
To  show  my  hell  to,  and  whose  love 

resigned 
Its  pain  hath  shared. 

If,  faring  on  together,  I  have  fed 
Thy   lips    on   poisons,    they  were 

sweet  at  least, 

Nor  couldst  thou  thrive  where  ho- 
lier Love  hath  spread 
His  simpler  feast. 

Change  would  be  death.     Could  sev- 
erance from  my  side 
Bring  thee  repose,  I  would    not 

bid  then  stay. 
My  love  should  meet,  as  calm.y  aa 

my  pride, 
That  parting  day. 

It  may  not  be  :  for  thou  couldst  not 

forget  me, — 
Not  that  my  own  is  more  than 

other  natures. 
But   that  'tis   different  :    and    thou 

wouldst  regret  me 
'Mid  purer  creatures. 
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Then,  if  love's  first  ideal  now  grows 

wan, 
And  thou  wilt  love  again, — again 

love  me, 

For  what  I  ain  : — no  hero,  but  a  man 
Still  loving  thee. 

SORCERY. 

TO  . 

YOU'RE  a  milk-white  Panther  : 

I'm  a  Genius  of  the  air. 
You're  a  Princess  once  enchanted  ; 

That  Is  why  you  seem  so  fair. 

For  a  crime  nntold,  unwritten, 
That  was  done  an  age  ago, 

I  have  lost  my  wings,  and  wander 
In  the  wilderness  below. 

In  a  dream  too  long  indulged, 

In  a  Palace  by  the  sea, 
Vou  were  changed  to  what  you  are 

By  a  muttered  sorcery. 

Your  name  came  on  my  lips 
When  I  first  looked  in  your  eyes  : 

At  my  feet  you  fawned,  you  knew 

me 
In  despite  of  all  disguise. 

The  black  elephants  of  Delhi 
Are  the  wisest  of  their  kind, 

And  the  libbards  of  Soumatra 
Are  full  of  eyes  behind  : 

But  they  guessed  not,  they  divined 

not, 

They  believed  me  of  the  earth, 
When  I  walked  among  them,  mourn- 
ing 
For  the  region  of  my  birth. 

Till  I  found  you  in  the  moonlight. 

Then  at  once  1  knew  it  all. 
You  were  sleeping  in  the  sand  here, 

But  you  wakened  to  my  call. 

I  knew  why,  in  your  slumber, 
You  were  moaning  piteouely  : 

You  hoard  a  bound  of  harping  ' 
From  a  Palace  by  the  sea. 


Through  the  wilderness  together 
We  must  wander  everywhere, 

Till  we  find  the  magic  berry 
That  shall  make  us  what  we  were. 

'Tis  a  berry  sweet  and  b'tter, 
1  have  heard  ;  there  is  but  one  ; 

On  a  tall  tree,  by  a  fountain, 
In  the  desert  all  alone. 

When  at  last  'tis  found  and  eaten, 
We  shall  both  be  what  we  were  ; 

You,  a  Princess  of  the  water, 
I,  a  Genius  of  the  air. 

See  !  the  Occident  is  .flaring 
Far  behind  us  in  the  skies, 

And  our  shadows  float  before  us. 
Night  is  coming  forth.     Arise  I 


ADIEU,    MIGNOXXE,    MA 
BELLE, 

ADIEU,   Mignonne,   ma  belle  .  . 

when  you  are  gone, 
Vague  thoughts  of  you  will  wan- 
der, searching  love 
Through   this  dim   heart  :   through 

this  dim  room,  Mignonne, 
Vague   fragrance  from  your  hair 
and  dress  will  move. 

How  will    you  think  of  this  poor 

heart  to-morrow, 
This  poor  fond  heart  with  all  its 

joy  in  you  ? 
Which  you   were  fain    to  lean  on, 

once,  in  sorrow, 

Though    now  you  bid  it  such 
light  adieu. 

You'll  sing  perchance  .  .  .  "I  passed 

a  night  of  dreams 
Once,  in  an  old  inn's  old  worm- 
eaten  bed, 
Passing    on    life's    highway.     How 

strange  it  seems, 

That  never  more  I  there  shall  lean 
my  head  ! " 
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Adieu,  Mignonne,  adieu,  Mignonne, 

31  u  belle  ! 
A)  ,  little  witch,  our  greeting  was 

so  gay, 
Our  love   so   painless,    who'd  have 

thought  "  Farewell " 
Could  ever   be  so  sad   a   word  to 
say? 

I  leave  a  thousand  fond  farewells 

with  yr  a  : 
Some  /or  jour  red  wet  lips,  which 

weie  so  sweet  : 
Some  for  youi  darling  eyes,  so  dear, 

so  blue 

Some    for    ~our    wicked,   wanton 
little  fe-  i : 

But  for  jorf  little  heart,  not  yet 

awaL* ;. — 
What  c?'i  I  leave  your  liule  heart, 

Mi<  lonne  ? 
It  seems    K>  fast  asleep,  I  fear  to 

bre  k 

The  po   -thing's  slumber.     Let  it 
rtil  sleep  on  ! 


TO  MIGNONNE. 

AT  T  i   ning,  from  the  sunlight 
I '-.)    .1  miss  your  sunny  face, 

Lear  i  .g,  laughing,  on  my  shoulder 
\ti  ^  its  can-less  infant  grace  ; 
And  your  hand  there, 

With  its  rosy,  inside  color. 
And  the  sparkle  of  its  rings  ; 

And  your  soul  from  this  old  chamber 
iTssed  in  fifty  little  things, 
When  I  stand  there. 

And  the  roses  in  the  garden 
Droop  stupid  all  the  day, — 

'.   -;d,  thirsty  mouths  wide  open, 
With  not  a  word  to  say  ! 
Their  last  meaning 

Is  all  faded,  like  a  fragrance, 

From  the  languishing  late  flowers, 
With    your  feet,  your    slow    white 

movements, 

And  your  face,  in  silent  hours, 
O'tr  them  leaning;. 


And,  in  long,  cool  summer  evenings, 
I  shall  never  see  you,  drest 

In  those  pale  violet  colors 
Which  suit  your  sweet  face  host. 
Here's  your  glove,  child, 

Soiled  and  empty,  as  you  left  it, 
Yet  your  hand's  warmth  seems  to 

stay 

In  it  still,  as  though  oiis  moment 
You  had  drawn  your  haul  away  ; 
Like  your  love,  child, 

Which  still  stays  about  my  fancy. 

See  this  little,  silken  boot. — 
What  a  plaything  !  was  there  ever 

Such  a  slight  and  slender  foot  ? 
Is  it  strange  now 

How  that,  when  your  lips  are  nearest 
To  the  lips  they  feed  upon 

For  a  summer  time,  till  bees  sleep, 
On  a  sudden  you  are  gone  ? 
What  new  change  now 

Sets  you  sighing  .  .  .  eyes  uplifted 

To  the  starry  night  above  ? 
"God  is  great  .  .  .  the  soul's  im- 
mortal .  .  . 

Must  we  die,  though  I  ...  Do  you 
love? 
One  kiss  more,  then  : 

"  Life  might  end  now  ! "  .  .  .  And 

next  moment 

With  those  wicked  little  feet, 
You  have  vanished, — like  a  Fairy 
From  a  fountain  in  the  heat, 
And  all's  o'er,  then. 

Well,    no    matter  !  .  .  .  hearts    are 

breaking 

Every  day,  but  not  for  you, 
Little  wanton,  ever  making 
Chains    of    rose,  to    break    theii 
through. 
1  would  mourn  you, 

But  your  red  smile  was  too  warm, 

Sweet, 

And  your  little  heart  too  cold, 
And  your  blue  eyes  too  blue  merely, 
For  a  strong,  sad  man  to  scold, 
Weep,  or  scorn,  you. 
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For  that  smile's  s>oft,  transient  sun- 
shine 

At  my  hearth,  when  it  was  chill, 
I  shall  never  do  your  name  wroi.-g, 
But  think  kindly  of  you  still  ; 
And  each  mumeut 

.)f  your  pretty  infant  angers, 
(Who  could  help  but  smile  at .  .   . 

when 
Those   small  feet  would  stamp  our 

love  out  ?) 

Why,  I  pass  them  now,  as  then, 
Without  comment. 

Only,  here,  when  I  am  searching 
For  the  hook  I  cannot  find. 

I  must  sometimes  pass  your  boudoir, 
Howsoever  disinclined  ; 

And  must  meet  there 

The  gold  bird-cage  in  the  window, 

Where  no  bird  is  singing  now  ; 
Tin-  small  sofa  and  the  footstool, 
Where   I   miss  .  .  .  J.   know    not 
how  .  .  . 

Your  young  feet  there, 

Silken-soft  in  eacli  quaint  slipper  ; 

And  the  jewelled  writing-case, 
Where   you  never  more   will   write 

now  ; 

And  the  vision  of  your  face, 
Just  turned  to  me  : — 

I  would  save  this,  if  I  could,  child, 
But  that's  alL    ...  September's 

here  ! 

I  must  write  a  book  :  read  twenty  : 
Learn  a  language  .  .  .  what's  to 
fear? 

Who  grows  gloomy 
Being  free  to  work,  as  I  am  ? 

Vet  these  autumn  nights  are  cold, 
low  I  wonder  how  you'll  pass  them! 
Ah,  .  .  .  could  all  be  as  of  old  1 
But  'tis  best  so. 

All  good  things  must  go  for  better, 

As  the  primrose  for  the  rose. 
Is  love  free  ?  why  so  is  life,  too  ! 
Holds  the  grave  fast  ?  .  .  .  I  sup- 
pose 
Things  must  rest  so. 


COMPENSATION. 

WTIKN  the  days  are  silent  all 
Till  the  ill-car  iigh:  falls  ; 

And  the  nights  pass  with  the  pall 
Of  Love's  funerals  ; 

When    the    heart  is   weighed   with 
years  ; 

And  the  eyes  too  weak  for  tears  ; 

And  life  like  death  appears  ; 

Is  it  naught.  O  soul  of  mine, 
To  hear  \   the  windy  Hack 

A  voii-e  with  a  song  divine 
Calling  thy  footsteps  back 

To  the  land  thou  lovest  best. 

Toward  the  Garden  in  the  West 

Where  thou  hast  once  been  blest  ? 

Is  it  naught,  O  aching  brow, 

To  feel  in  the  dark  hour, 
Which  came,  though  called,  so  slow, 

And,  though  loathed,  yet  linger* 

slower, 

A  hand  upon  thy  pain, 
Lovingly  laid  again. 
Smoothing  the  rullled  brain  ? 

O  love,  my  own  and  only  ! 

The  seraphs  shall  not  see 
By  my  looks  that  life  was  lonely  ; 

But  that  'twas  blest  by  thee. 
If  few  lives  have  been  more  lone 
Few  have  more  rapture  known, 
Than  mine  and  thine,  my  own  ! 

When  the  lamp  burns  dim  and  dim- 
mer ; 

And  the  curtain  close  is  drawn  : 
And  the  twilight  seems  to  glimmer 

With  a  supernatural  dawn  ; 
And  the  <;»'niu«*  at  the  door 
Turns  the  torch  down  to  the  fl x>r, 
Till  the  world  is  seen  no  more  ; 

In  the  doubt,  the  dark,  the  fear, 

'Mid  the  spirits  come  to  take  thee 
Shall  mine  to  thine  be  near, 
And   my   kiss   the   firsi  to   wuk« 

thee. 

Meanwhile,  in  life's  December, 
On  the  wind  that  strews  the  ember, 
Shall  a  voice  still  moan  .  .  .  "  Re- 
member !" 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  PETER 
BONSAKD. 


'KtfS  QfE  MA  SAIXCTE 
ANQEL&TTE." 

OKHK  is  the  wood  that  freshened  to 

her  song  ; 
See  here,  the  flowers  that  keep  her 

footprints  yet  ; 
Where,     all     aloue,    my    saintly 

Angelette 

Went  wandering,  with  her  maiden 
thoughts,  along. 

Here  is  the  little  rivulet  where  she 

stopped; 
And   here  the  greenness    of   the 

grass  shows  where 
She  lingered  through  it,  searching 

hen:  and  there 

Those    daisies   dear,   which   in  her 
breast  she  dropped. 

Here  did  she  sing,  and  here  she 

wept,  and  here 
Her  smile  came  back  ;  and  here  I 

seem  to  hear 
Those  faint  half-words  with  which 

my  thoughts  are  rife  ; 
Here;  did  she  sit  ;  here,  childlike, 

did  she  dance, 
Io  some  vague  impulse  of  her  own 

romance  — 
Ah,   Love,   ou  all    these  thoughts, 

winds  out  my  life  ! 

1  CACHE  POUR  CETTE  XUICT." 

HIDE,  for  a  night,  thy  horn,  good 

Moon  !    Fair  Fortune 
For  this  shall  keep  Endyuiion  ever 

prest 
Deep-dreaming,  amorous,  on  thine 

argent  breast, 

N*3T  ever  shall  enchanter  thee  impor- 
tune. 

JJs.  eful  tc  me  the  day  ;  most  sweet 

the  night  ! 

I  fear  the  myriad  meddling  eyes  of 
day  ; 


But  courage    comes  with    night. 

Close,  close,  I  pray, 
Your  curtains,  dear  dark  skies,  on 
my  delight ! 

Thou  too,  thou  Moon,  thou  too  hast 

felt  love's  power  ! 
Pan,  with  a  white  fleece,  won  thee 

for  an  hour  ; 
And  you,  sidereal  Signs  in  yonder 

blue, 

Favor  the  fire  to  which  my  hcait  is 

moved. 
Forget  not,  Signs,  the  greater  part 

of  you 
Was  only  set  in  heaveu  for  having 

loved  ! 


"  PA  GE,  S  U  T  MO  Y." 

FOLLOW,  my  Page,  where  the  given 

grass  embosoms 
The  enaiuelled  Season's  t're.shest- 

fallen  dew  ; 
Then   home,  and   my  still   house 

with  handfuls  strew 
Of  frail-lived  April's  newliest  nur- 
tured blossoms. 

Take  from  the  wall  now,  my  song- 

tune'd  Lyre  ; 
Here  will  I  sit  and  charm  out  the 

sweet  pain 
Of  a  dark  eye  whose  light  hath 

burned  my  brain, 
The  unloving  loveliness  of  my  desire ! 

And    here    my  ink,   and    here  my 

papers,  place  : — 
A  hundred  leaves  of  white,  whereon 

to  trace 
A    hundred    words    of    desultory 

woe — 
Words  which  shall  last,  like  graven 

diamonds,  sure  ; — 
That,  some  day  hence,  a  future 

race  may  know 
And   ponder  on  the   pain    which  1 

endure. 
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"LKS  KSS1CES  SO  AT  A  CERES."' 

CKKKS  liath  her  harvest  sweet : 
C'hlora's  is  the  young  green  grass  : 

\V(ic,is  fur  Fauns  with  cloven  feet: 
His  green  iaiiri-l  riici-l)iis  has  : 

Minerva  lias  her  ( Hive-tree  : 

And  the  Tine's  for  Cybele. 

weet  sounds  are  for  Zephyr's  wings  : 
Sweet  fruit  for  Pomona's  bosom  : 

For  the  Nymphs  are  crystal  springs 
And  for  Flora  hud  and  blossom  : 

But  sighs  and  tears,  and  sad  ideas, 

These  alone  are  Cytherea's. 

-  MA  DOUCE  JOUVEXCE." 

MY  sweet  yomh  now  is  all  done  ; 
The   strength   and    the   beauty   ara 

gone. 
The  tooth  now  is  black,  and  the 

head  now  is  white, 
And  the  nerves  now  are  loosed  :  in 

the  veins 

Only  water  (not  blood  now)  remains, 
Where  the  pulse  beat  of  old  with 

delight. 


Adieu,  O  my  lyre,  O  adiou. 

You  sweet    .vonien,   my   lost   loves, 

ami  you 
Each  dead  passion  !  .  .  .  The  end 

cm-pet  h  Higher. 
Not  one  pastime  of  youth  has  kept 

pace 
With  my  age.     Naught  remains   in 

their  place 
But  the  bed,  and  the  cup,  and  the 

fire. 

My  head  is  confused  with  low  fears, 
And  sickness,  and  too  many  years  , 

Some  care  in  each  corner  I  meet — 
And,  wherever  1  linger  or  go, 
1  turn  back,  and  look  after,  to  know 

If  the  Death  be  still  dogging  my 
feet : — 

Dogging  me  down  the  dark  stair, 
Which  windeth,  I  cannot  tell  where, 

To  some  Pluto  that  opens  forever 
ITis  cave  to  all  coiners — Alas  ! 
IIow  easily  down  it  all  pass, 

And    return  from  it — never,   all, 
never  1 


BOOK    III.  — IN    ENGLAND. 


THE  ALOE. 

A    BTKAXOKR    sent    from    burning 

lands, 
In  realms  where  buzz  and  mutter 

yet 
Old  gods,  with  hundred  heads  and 

hands, 
On  Jewell  id  thrones  of  jet, — 

(Old  gods  as  old  as  Time  itself,) 
And,  in  a  hot  and  level  calm, 

Rt»:line  o'er  many  a  sandy  shelf 
Dusk  forms  beneath  the  palm, — 

To  Lady  Eve,  who  dwells  beside 
The    river-meads,    and    oak-trees 
tall, 


Whose  dewy  shades  encircle  wide 
Her  old  Baronial  11  all, 

An  Indian    plant  with   leaves  like 

horn, 

And,  all  along  its  stubborn  spir,e, 
Mere  humps,  with  angry  spike  and 

thorn 
Armed  like  the  porcupine. 

In  midst  of  which  one  sullen  bud 
Surveyed    the    world,    with   head 

aslant, 
High -throned,  and  looking  like  the 

god 
Of  this  strange  Indian  plant. 
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A  stubborn  plant,  from  looking  cross 
It  seemed   no  kindness  could  re- 
trieve ! 

But  for  his  sake  whose  gift  it  was 
It  pleased  the  Lady  Eve. 

She  set  it  on  the  terraced  walk, 
\    Within     her     o\vti     fair    garden- 
ground  ; 

And  every  morn  and  eve  its  stalk 
Was  duly  watered  round. 

And  every  eve  and  morn,  the  while 
She  tended  this  uncourteous  tiling. 

I  stood    beside    her, — watched    her 

smile, 
And  often  heard  her  sing. 

The  roses  I  at  times  would  twist 
To  deck  her  hair,  she  oft  forgot ; 

Bnt  never  that  dark  aloe  missed 
The  daily  watering-pot. 

She  seemed  so  gay, — I  felt  so  sad, — 
Her  laugh  but  made  me  frown  the 
more  : 

For  each  light  word  of  hers  I  had 
Some  sharp  reply  in  store. 

ITntil  she  laughed  .  .  .  "This  aloe 

shows 
A     kindlier     nature     than     your 

own"  .  .  . 
Ah,  Eve,  you  little  dreamed  what 

foes 
The  plant  and  I  had  grown  ! 

At  last,  one  summer  night,  when  all 
The  garden-flowers  were  dreaming 

still, 

And  still  the  old  Baronial  Hall, 
The  oak-trees  on  the  hill, 

A  loud  and  sudden  sound  there 
stirred, 

As  when  a  thunder-cloud  is  torn  ; 
Such  thunder-claps  are  only  heard 

When  little  gods  are  born. 

The  echo  went  from  place  to  place, 
And  wakened  every  early  sleeper. 

Some  said  that  poachers  in  the  chase 
Had  slain  a  buck — or  keeper. 


Some  hinted  burglars  at  the  door  : 
Some    questioned    if    it    had   not 

lightened  : 
While   all    the  maids,  as  each  one 

swore, 

From  their  seven  wits  were  fright- 
ened. 

The  peacocks  screamed,  and  every 

rook 

Upon  the  elms  at  roost  did  cav  : 
Each  inmate  straight  the  house  for- 
sook : 

They    searched — and,    last, — they 
saw 

That  sullen  bud  to  flower  had  burst 
Upon      the     sharp  -  leaved     aloe 

there ; — 
A  wondrous    flower,  whose    breath 

disperst 
Rich  odors  on  the  air. 

A  flower,  colossal — dazzling  white, 
And  fair  as  is  a  Sphinx's  face, 

Turned  broadly  to  the  moon  by  night 
From  some  vast  temple's  base. 

Yes,  Eve  !  your  aloe  paid  the  pains 
With  which  its  sullen  growth  you 
num. 

But  ah  !  my  nature  yet  remains 
As  churlish  as  at  first. 

And   yet,   and   yet — it    might    have 

proved 

Not  all  unworth  your  heart's  ap- 
proving. 

Ah,  ha<l  I  only  been  beloved, — 
( Beloved  as  I  was  loving  !) 

I  might  have  been  .  .  .  how  much, 
how  much, 

I  am  not  now,  and  shall  not  be! 
One  gentle  look,  one  tender  touch, 

Had  done  so  much  for  me  ! 

I  too,  perchance,  if  kindly  tended, 
Had   roused   the  napping  genera- 
tion, 
With  something  novel,  strange,  and 

splendid, 
Deserving  admiration  : 
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For   all   the  while  there  grew,  and 

grow 

A    germ, — a   bud,  within  ray  bo- 
som • 
No  flower,  fair  Eve  ! — for,  thanks  to 

you, 
It  never  came  to  blossom. 

"MEDIO  DE  FONTE  LEPO- 
RUM  SURGIT  AMARI  ALI- 
QULD." 

LUCKETIUS. 

WE    walked    about    at    Hampton 

Court, 

Alone  in  sunny  weather, 
And  talked — half  earnest,  and  half 

sport, 
Linked  arm  in  arm  together. 

I  pressed  her  hand  upon  the  steps. 

Its  warmest  light  the  sky  lent. 
She  sought  the  shade :   I  sought  her 
lips  : 

We  kissed  :  and  then  were  silent. 

Clare   thought,  no   doubt,  of  many 
things. 

Besides  the  kiss  I  stole  there  : — 
The  sun,  in  sunny  founts  in  rinirs, 

The  bliss  of  soul  with  soul  there, 

The  bonnet,  fresh  from  France,  she 
wore, 

My  praise  of  how  she  wore  it, 
The  arms  above  the  carven  dour, 

The  orange-trees  before  it ; — 

But  I  could  only  think,  as,  mute 
I  watched  her  happy  smile  there, 

With  rising  pain,  of  this  curst  buot, 
That    pinched    me  all  the  while 
there. 

THE  DEATH  OF  KING  HAOON. 

IT  was  Odin  that  whispered  in  Viu- 

g"lf, 
"Go   forth  to  the    heath   by  the 

sea  ; 

Find  Hacon  before  the  moon  rises, 
And  bid  him  to  supper  with  me." 


They  go  forth  to   choose  from  the 

Piiucus 

Of   Yngvon,  and   summons  from 
fight 

A  man  \vho  must  perish  in  battle, 
And  sup  where   the  gods  sup  to- 
night. 

Leaning  over  her  brazen  spear,  Gon 

dula 
Thus    bespake    her    companions, 

"  The  feast 
Of  the  gods  shall,  in  Vingolf,  this 

evening, 

O  ye  Daughters  of  War,   be  in- 
creast. 

"  For  Odin  hath  beckoned  unto  me, 
For  Odin  hath  whispered  me  forth, 

To  bid  to  his  supper  King  II aeon 
With  the  half  of  the  hosts  of  the 
North." 

Their  horses  gleamed  white  through 

the  vapor  : 
In   the  moonlight   their  corselets 

did  shine  : 

As  they  wavered  aiid  whispered  to- 
gether, 

And   fashioned   their   solemn  de- 
sign. 

Flacon    heard    thorn    discoursing  — 

"  Why  has  I  them 
Thus   disposed    of    the    battle  so 

BOOH  ? 

O,  were  we  not  worthy  of  conquest? 
Lo  !    we   die   by   the  rise   of  the 
moon." 

"  It  is  not  the  moon  that  is  rising. 
But  the  glory   which    penetrate 

death, 

When  heroes  to  Odin  are  summoned 
Rise,    Hacon,    and   stand   on    the 
heath  ! 

"  It  is  we."  she  replied,  "  that  have 

given 
To  thy  pasture  the  flower  of  the 

fight, 

It  is  we,  it  is  we  that  have  scatter«d 
Thine  enemies  yonder  in  flight. 
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f  (vine   now,    let  us   push   on   our  j 

horses 
Over  yonder  green  worlds  in  the 

east, 
Whore  the  great  gods  are  gathered 

together, 
.And  the  tables  are  piled  for  the 

feaet. 

{1  Betimes  to  give  notice  to  Odin, 
Who  waits  in  his  sovran  ahodes, 

Tl.at  the  King  to  his  palace  is  com- 
ing 
This  evening  to  visit  the  gods." 

Odin   rose  when  he  heard   it,   and 

with  him 
Rose   the  gods,   every  god  to  his 

feet. 

He  beckoned  Ilentioder  and  Brago, 
They  came  to  him,  each  from  his 
seat. 

"  Go  forth,  O  my  sons,  to  King  Ha- 

con, 
And  meet  him  and  greet  him  from 

all, 

A  King  that  we  know  by  his  valor 
Is  coming  to-night  to  our  hall." 

Then     faintly     King     Hacon      ap- 
proaches, 

Arriving  from  battle,  and  sore 
With    the    wounds    that  yet  bleed 

through  his  armor 
Bedabbled  and  dripping  with  gore. 

His  visage  is  pallid  and  awful 
Wit]i  the  awe  and  the  pallor  of 

dea*±. 

Like  thsJiODB  that  at  midnight  arises 

Where  the  battle  lies  strewn  on  the 

heath. 

T(  fr '  m  spake  Hermoder  and  Brago. 
'  We   meet   thee   and   greet  thee 

from  all, 
To  the  gods  thou  art  known  by  thy 

valor, 

And  they  bid  thee  a  guest  to  their 
hall. 
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"Come  hither,  come   hither,   King 

II  aeon, 
And  join  those  eight  brothers  of 

thine, 

lYho  already,  awaiting  thy  coming, 
With  the  gods  in  Walhala  recline. 

'And  loosen,  O  Hacon,  thy  corselet. 
For  thy  wounds  are  yet  ghastly  to 

see. 

Jo  pom  ale  in  the  circle  of  heroes, 
Aiid  drink,  for  the  gods  drink  to 
thee." 

But  lie  answered,  the  hero,  "  I  never 
Will  part  with  the  armor  1  wear. 

Shall  a  warrior  stand  before  Odin 
Unshamed,    without   helmet    and 
spear  ?  " 

Black  Fenris,  the  wolf,  the  destroyer. 
Shall  arise  and  break  loose  from  his 
chain 

Before  that  a  hero  like  Hacon 
Shall  stand  in  the  battle  again. 


"CARPE  DIEM." 

HORACE. 

TO-MORROW  is  a  day  too  far 
To  trust,  whate'er  the  day  be. 

We  know,  a  little,  what  we  are, 
But  who  knows  what  he  may  be  ? 

The  oak  that  on  the  mountain  fjrows 

A  goodly  ship  may  be. 
Next  year  ;  but  it  is  as  well  (who 
knows  ?) 

May  be  a  gallows-tree. 

'Tis  God  made  man,  no  doubt, — no 
Chance  : 

He  made  us,  great  and  small  : 
But,  being  made,  'tis  Circumstance 

That  finishes  us  all. 

The  Author  of  this  world's  great  plan 
The  same  results  will  draw 

From  human  life,  however  man 
May  keep,  or  break,  His  law 
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The  Artist  to  his  Art  doth  look  ; 

And  Art's  great  laws  exact 
That   those   portrayed    in    Nature's 
Book, 

Sh  u!  1  fre.=ly  move  and  act. 

The  moral  of  the  Trork  unchanged 
.Endures  eternally, 
YT'jwt'fir  by  human  wills  arranged 
T'ie  work's  details  may  be. 

"(Jive  us  tin's  day  our  daily  bread, 
The  ni'irrow  shall  take  heed 

Unto  itself."     The  Master  said 
No  more.    No  more  we  need. 

To-morrow  cannot  make  or  mar 
To-day,  whate'er  the  day  be  : 

Nor  can  the  men  which  now  we  are 
Foresee  the  men  we  may  be. 

THE  FOUNT  OF  TRUTH. 

IT  was  the  place  by  legends  told. 

I  road  the  tale  when  yet  a  child. 
The  castle  on  the  mountain  hold, 

The  woodland  in  the  wild. 

The  wrecks  of  unremembered  days 
Were  heaped  around.     It  was  the 

hour 
When  bold  men  fear,  and  timorous 

fays 
Grow  bold,  and  know  their  power. 

The  month  was  in  the  downward 

year. 
The  breath  of  Autumn  chilled  the 

sky  : 

And  ivialess  leaves,  too  early  sere, 
Muttered  and  eddied  by. 

ft  seemed  that  I  was  wending  hack 
Among  the  ruins  of  my  youth, 

Al'-ng  a  wild  night-haunted  track 
To  "seek  the  Fount  of  Truth. 

The  Fount  of  Truth,— that  wondrous 

fount  I 

Its  solemn  sound  I  seem  to  hear 
Wind -borne     adown    the    clouded 

mount, 
Desolate,  cold,  and  clear. 


By  clews  long  lost,  and  found  again 
I  know   not  how,  my   course   was 

led 
Through  lands  remote  from  living 

men. 
As  life  is  from  the  dead. 

Yet  up  that  wild  road,   here  a?  rt 

there. 

Large  awful  footprints  did  I  meei : 
Footprints   of  gods  perchance  they 

were, 
Prints — not  of  human  feet. 

The  mandrake  underneath  my  foot 
Gave  forth  a  shriek  of  angry  pain. 

I  heard  the  roar  of  some  wild  brutt 
Prowling  the  windy  plain. 

I  reached  the  gate.     I  blew  with 

power 

A  blast  upon  the  darkness  wide. 
"  Who  art  thou  ?  "  from  the  gloomy 

tower 
The  sullen  warder  cried. 

"  A  Pilgrim  to  the  Fount  of  Truth." 
lie  laughed   a  laugh  of   scornful 

spleen. 
"Art  thou   not  from  the  Land   of 

Youth  ? 
Report  where  thou  hast  been." 

"  The  Land  of  Youth  !    an  alien 

race 
There,     in    my    old    dominions, 

reign  ; 
And,  with  them,  one    n  whose  fal?« 

face 
I  will  not  gaze  again. 

"  From  to  and  fro  the  world  I  come, 
Where  1  have  fared  as  exiles  fare, 

Mocked  by  I  lie  memories  of  home 
And  homeless  everywhere. 

"  The     snake     that     slid     through 

Paradise 
Yet   on   my   pathway  slides    and 

slips  : 

The  apple  plucked  in  Eden  twice 
Is  yet  upon  my  lips. 
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"  I  can  report  the  world  is  still 
Where  it  hath  been  since  it  began: 

And  Wisdom,  with  b.-wildered  will, 
Is  stiil  the  same  sick  man, 

"  Whom   yet  the   self-same   visions 
\  fool. 

TLe   self-saine  nightmares   haunt 

and  scare. 

Folly  still  breeds  the  Public  Fool, 
Knowledge  increaseth  care  : 

"Joy  hath  his  tears,  and  Grief  her 

smile  ; 

And  still  both  tears  and  smiles  de- 
ceive. 

And  in  the  Valley  of  the  Nile 
I  hear— and  I  believe — 

"  The    Fiend    and   Michael,   as    of 

yore, 
Yet  wage  the  ancient  war  :  but 

how 

This  strife  will  end  at  last,  is  more 
Thau  our  new  sages  know." 

I  heard  the  gate  behind  me  close. 

It  closed  with  a  reluctant  wail. 
Roused  by  the   sound   from   her   re- 
pose 

Started  the  Porteress  pale  : 

In  pity,  or  in  scorn  ..."  Forbear, 
Madam,"  she   cried,    .    .    .    "  thy 
search  for  Truth. 

The  curl  is  in  thy  careless  hair. 
Return  to  Love  and  Youth. 

*"  What  lured  thee  here,  through  dark, 

and  doubt, 
The     many  -  pe  tilled     prize     to 

win  ?"  — 
"  The  dearth"  ...  I  said  ...  "of 

all  without, 
The  thirst  of  all  within. 

"  Age  comes  not  with  the  wrinkled 
brow 

But  earlier,  with  the  ravaged  heart 
Full  oft  hath  fallen  the  winter  snow 

Since  Love  from  iue  did  part. 


"  Long  in  dry  places,  void  of  cheer, 
Long    have     I     roamed.       These 
features  scan  : 

[f  magic  lore  be  thine,  look  here, 
Behold  the  Talisman  !  " 

I  crossed  the  court.  The  blcoil- 
hound  bayed 

Behind  me  from  the  outer  wall. 
The  drowsy  grooms  my  call  obeyed 

And  lit  the  haunted  hall. 

They   brought  me  horse,  and  lance, 

and  helm, 
They   bound   the  buckler  on  inj 

breast, 
Spread  the  weird  chart  of  that  wild 

realm, 
And  armed  me  for  the  quest. 

Uprose  the  Giant  of  the  Keep. 
"Rash     fool,   ride    on  !"  .  .  .    1 

heard  him  say, 
"The  night  is  late,"  the  heights  art 

steep, 
And  Truth  is  far  away  ! " 

And  ..."  Far  away  ! "    .    .    .  tin 

echoes  fell 

Behind  as  from  that  grisly  hold 
I  turned.     No  tongue   of  man   maj 

tell 
What  mine  must  leave  untold. 

The  Fount  of  Truth,— that  wondrout 
fount ! 

Far  off  1  heard  its  waters  play. 
But  ere  I  scaled  the  solemn  mount, 

Dawn  broke.     The  trivial  day 

To  its  accustomed  course  flowed 
back, 

And  all  the  glamour  faded  rouird. 
Is  it  forever  lost, — that  track  ? 

Or — was  it  never  found  '? 


MIDGES. 

SUE   is   talking  testhetics,  the   oca 

clever  creature  ! 

Upon  Man,  and  his  functions,  sLe- 
speaks  #ith  a  smile. 
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Her  ideas  arc  divine  upon  Art,  upon 

N  at  ure, 

The  sublime,  the  Heroic,  and  Mr. 
Carlyle. 

1  no  more  am  found  worthy  to  join 

in  the  talk,  now  ; 
So  1  follow  with  my  surreptitious 

cigar  ; 
WMle  she  leads  our  poetical  friend 

up  the  walk,  now, 
Who     quotes    Wordsworth     and 
praises  her  "  Thouykts  on   a 
Star." 

Meanwhile,    there     is    dancing    in 

yonder  green  bower 
A  swarm  of  young  midges.     They 

dance  high  and  low. 
'Tis  a  sweet  little  species  that  lives 

but  one  hour, 

And  the  eldest  was  born  half  an 
hour  ago. 

One  impulsive  young  midge  I  hear 

ardently  pouring 

In  the  ears  of  a  shy  little  wanton 

in  gauze,  [adoring  : 

His   eternal  devotion  ;  his   ceaseless 

Which  shall  last  till  the  Universe 

breaks  from  its  laws  : 

A!  is  passion  is  not,  he  declares,  the 

mere  fever 
Of  a  rapturous  moment.    It  knows 

no  control  : 
It  will  burn   in   his   breast   through 

existence  forever. 
Immutably   fixed  in  the  deeps   of 
the  soul  ! 

She  wavers  :  she  flutters  : .  .  .  male 

midges  are  fickle  : 
Dare  she  trust  him  her  future  ?  .  .  . 

she  asks  with  a  sigh  : 
He  inplores,  .  .  .  and  a  tear  is  be- 
ginning to  trickle  : 
She   is   weak  :  they  embrace,  and 
.  .  .  the  lovers  pass  by. 

While  they  pass  me,  down  here  on  a 

rose  leaf  has  lighted 
A  pale  midge,  his  feelers  all  droop- 
ing and  torn  : 


His  existence  is  withered  ;  its  future 

is  blighted  : 

His  hopes  are   betrayed  :  and  his 
breast  is  forlorn. 

By   the   midge  his   heart  trusted  his 

heart  is  deceived,  now, 
In  the  virtue  of  midges  no  more  he 

believes  : 
From    love    in    its   falsehood,   onco 

wildly  believed,  now 
He  will  bury  his   desolate   life   in 
the  leaves. 

His  friends  would  console  him   .  .  . 

the  noblest  and  sagest 
Of  midges  have  held  that  a  niidge 

lives  again. 
In  Eternity,  they  say,  the  strife  then 

now  wagest 

With  sorrow  shall  cease  .  .  .  but 
their  words  are  in  vain  ! 

Can  Eternity  bring  back  the  seconds 

now  wasted 
In  hopeless  desire  ?  or  restore  to 

his  breast 
The  belief  he  has  lost,  with  the  bliw 

he  once  tasted, 

Embracing    the    midge   that   his 
being  loved  best  ? 

His  friends  would  console  him  .  .  . 

life  yet  is  before  him  ; 
Many   hundred   long    seconds  he 

still  has  to  live  : 
In   the   state  yet  a    mighty    career 

spreads  before  him  : 
Let  him  seek  in  the  great  world  <  f 
action  to  strive  ! 

There   is  Fame  !   there's  Ambition  . 

and,  grander  than  either, 
There   is  Fret-don  !  .  .  .  the   pro- 
gress     and    march     of     the 
race  !  .  .  . 
But  to  Freedom  his  breast  beats  no 

longer,  and  neither 
Ambition  nor  action  her  loss  can 
replace. 
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If  thn  time  had    been  bpent   in   ac- 
quiring esthetics 
I  have  squandered  in  learning  this 

language  of  midges, 
There  might,  for  my  friend  in  her 

peripatetics, 

Have  been  now  two  asses  to  help 
o'er  the  bridges. 

As  it  is,   ...   I'll  report  her  the 

whole  conversation. 
It  would  have  been  longer  ;  but, 

somehow  or  other 
(In  the  midst  of  that  misanthrope's 

long  lamentation), 
A  midge  in  my  right  eye  became  a 
young  mother. 

Since  my  friend  is  so  clever,  I'll  ask 

her  to  tell  me 
Why  the  least  living  thing  (a  mere 

midge  in  the  egg  !) 
Can  make  a  man's  tears  flow,  as  now 

it  befell  me  .  .  . 

O  you  dear  clever  woman,  explain 
it,  I  beg  1 


THE  LAST  TIME  THAT  I  MET 
LADY  RUTH. 

THERE    are    some    things  hard  to 

understand. 
O  help   me,  iny  God,  to  trust  hi 

thee  ! 
But   I  never    shall  forget  her  soft 

white  hand, 
And  her  eyec  when  she  looked  at 

me- 
lt is  hard  to  pray  the  very  same 

prayer 
Which  once  at  our  mother's  knee 

we  prayed — 
When,  where  we  trusted  our  whole 

heart,  there 
Our  trust  hath  been  betrayed. 

I  swear  that  the  milk-white  muslin 

so  light 

On  her  virgin  breast,  whore  it  lay 
demure, 


Seemed  to    be    v>ucht   to  a  purer 

white 
By  the  touch  of  a  breast  so  pure. 

I  deemed  her  the    one  thing    un- 

defiled 
By  the  air  we  breathe,  in  a  world 

of  sin  : 
The    truest,   the    tenderest,   purest 

child 
A  man  ever  trusted  in  ! 

When  shf-  hbmed  me  (she,  with  her 

fair  child's  face  !) 
That  never  with  her  to  the  Church 

-  I  went 
To  partake  of  the  Gospel  of  troth 

and  grace, 
And  the  Christian  sacramtnt, 

And  I  said  I  would  go  for  her  own 

sweet  sake, 
Though  it  was  but  herself  I  should 

worship  there. 
How  that  happy  child's  face  strove 

to  take 
On  its  dimples  a  serious  air  ! 

I  remember  the  chair  she  would  set 

for  me, 
By  the  flowers  when  all  the  house 

was  gone 

To  drive  in  the  Park,  and  I  and  she 
Were  left  to  be  happy  alone. 

There  she  leaned  her  head  on  my 

knees,  my  Ruth, 
With  the  primrose  loose  in  her 

half-closed  hands  : 
And  I  told  her  tales  of  my  wander 

ing  youth 
In  the  far  fair  foreign  lauds. — 

The  last  time  I  met  her  was  here  in 

town, 
At  a  fancy  ball  at  the  Duchess  of 

D., 
On   the   stairs,  whore  her  husband 

was  handing  her  down 
— There  we  met,  and   she    talked 
to  me. 
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She,  with  pmrder  in  hair,  and  patch 

on  chin. 
And  I,  in  the   garb  of  a  pilgrim 

Priest, 
And  between  us  both,  without  and 

within, 
A  hundred  years  at  least  ! 

IV  e  talked  of  the  House,  and  the  late 

long  rains, 

And  the  crush  at  the  French  Am- 
bassador's ball, 
And  .   .  .   well,   I   have  not  blown 

out  iny  brains. 
You  see  I  can  laugh.     That  is  all. 

MATRIMONIAL  COUNSELS. 

You  ar<:  going  to  marry   my  pretty 

relation, 
My  dove-like  young  cousin,  so  soft. 

in  the  eyes, 
You   are   entering  on  life's   settled 

dissimulation, 

And,  if  you'd  be  happy,  in  season 
be  wise. 

Take  my  counsel.     The  more  that, 

in"  church,  yon  are  templed 
To  yawn  at  the   sermon,  the  more 

you'll  attend. 
The  mure  you'd  from  milliner's  bills 

be  exempted, 

The   more   on   your  wife's    little 
wishes  you'll  spend. 

You'll  be   sure,  every  Christmas,  to 

send  to  the  rector 
A  dozen  of  wine,  and  a  hamper  or 

two. 
The  more   your  wife  plagues  you, 

the  more  you'll  respect  her, 
SLe'll  be  pleasing  your  friend,  if 
she's  not  plaguing  you. 

For  women  cf  course,  like  ourselves, 

need  emotion  ; 
And    happy  the   husband,  whose 

failings  afford 
To  the  wife  of  his  heart,  such  good 

cause  for  commotion 
That  she  seeks  no  excitement,  save 
plaguing  her  lord. 


Above    all,   you'll   be    careful  that 

nothing  offends,  too,' 
Your  wife's   lady's   mail,  though 

she  give  herself  airs. 
With  the  friend  of  a  friend  It  is  well 

to  be  friends  too, 
And     especially     so,    when     .hat 
friend  lives  up  stairs. 

Under    no   provocation  you'll   evet 

avow  yourself 
A  little  put  out,  when  you're  kept 

at  the  door, 
And  you  never,  I  scarcely  need  say, 

will  allow  yourself 
To  call  your  wife's  mother  a  vulgar 
old  bore. 

However  she  dresses,  you'll   never 

suggest  to  her 
That  her  taste,  as  to  colors,  could 

scarcely  be  worse, 
Of  the  rooms  in  your  house,  you  will 

give  up  the  best  to  her, 
Ajid  you  never  will  ask  for  the 
carriage,  of  course. 

If,  at  times  with  a  doubt  on  the  soul 

and  her  future, 
Revelation   and   reason,  existence 

should  trouble  you, 
You'll  be  always   on   guard  to  keep 

carefully  mute  your 
Ideas    on    the  subject,  and  read 
Dr.  W. 

Bring  a  shawl  with  you,  home,  when 

you  come  from  the  club,  sir, 
Or  a  ring,  least    your   wife,  when 

you  meet  her,  should  pout  ; 
And  don't  fly  in  a  rage  and  bckave 

like  a  cub,  sir, 

If  you  rind  that  the  fire,  like  your 
self,  has  gone  out. 

In  eleven   good  instances   out  of  a 

dozen, 
'Tis  the  husband's  a  cur,  when  the 

wife  is  a  cat. 
She  is  meekness  itself,  my  soft-eyed 

litte  cousin, 

Lut  a  wife  has  her  rights,  and  I'd 
have  you  know  that. 
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Keep  my  counsel.     Life's   struggles 

are  brief  to  be  borne,  friend. 
In  Heaven  there's  no  marriage  nor 

giving  in  marriage. 
\Yhen     Death    comes,    think     how 
truly  your  widow  will  mourn, 
friend, 

Aud  your  worth  not  the  best  of 
ycur  friends  will  disparage  ! 


SEE-SAW. 

SHE  was  a  barlot,  and  I  was  a  thief: 
But  we    loved   each    other   beyond 

belief  : 
Sb;  "ived  in  the  garret,  and  I  in  the 

kitchen, 
A.ui  love  was  all  that  wo  both  were 

rich  in. 

Wneu  they  sent  her  at  last  to  the 
hospital, 

Both  day  and  night  ray  tears  did  fall  ; 

They  fell  so  fast  that,  to  dry  their 
grief, 

I  borrowed  my  neighbor's  handker- 
chief. 

The  world,  which,  as  it  is  brutally 

taught, 
Still  judges  the  act  in  limi  of  the 

thought, 
Found  my  hand  in  my  neighbor's 

pocket, 
And  clapped  me,  at  once,  under  chain 

and  locket. 

WThen  tha~  *sked  me  about  it,  I  told 

'vhen  plain, 
iff  it  was   that    had  turned  my 

brain  : 
How  should  I  heed  where  my  hand 

had  been, 
When   my   heart  was   droaming  of 

Celestine  ? 

Twelve  friends  were  so  struck  by  my 

w of ul  air, 
That  they  s-iutnie  abroad  for  change 

of  ill;  : 


And,  to  prove  me  the  kindness  of 
their  intent, 

They  sent  me  at  charge  of  the  Gov- 
ernment. 

When  I  came  back   again, — whom, 

think  you,  1  meet 
But    Celestiue,     here,     in    Regent 

Street  ? 

In  a  carriage  adorned  with  a  coronet, 
And  a  dress,  all  flounces,  and  lace, 

and  jet : 

For  her  carriage  drew  up  to  the 
bookseller's  door, 

Where  they  publish  those  nice  little 
books  for  the  poor  : 

I  took  off  my  hat :  and  my  face  she 
knew, 

And  gave  me — a  sermon  by  Mr.  Bel- 
lew. 

But  she  gave  me  (God  bless  her  I) 

along  with  the  book, 
Such  a  sweet  sort  of  smile,  such  a 

heavenly  look, 
That,  as  long  as  I  live,  I  shall  never 

forget 
Celestine,  iu  her  coach  with  the  earl's 

coronet. 

There's  a  game  that  men  play  at  in 

great  London -town  ; 
Whereby  some  must  go  up,  sir,  and 

some  must  go  down  : 
And,  since  the  mud  sticks  to  your 

coat  if  you  fall, 
Why.  the  strongest  among  us  keep 

close  to  the  wall. 

But  some  day,  soon  or  late,  in  my 

shoes  I  shall  stand, 
More  exalted  than  any  great  Duke 

in  the  land  ; 
A  clean  shirt  on  my  back,  and  a  rose 

in  my  coal, 
And  a  collar  conferred  by  the  Queen 

round  my  throat. 

And  I  know  that  my  Celestino  will 

not  forget 
To  be  thero,  in  her  coach  with  my 

lord's  coronet : 
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She  will  smile  to  me  then,  as  she 

smileJ  to  me  now  : 
I  shaM  nod  to  her  gayly,  and  make 
her  my  bow  ;  — 


I  rejoin  all  those  famous  old 

thieves 
Whose    deeds    have    immortalized 

Kome.  sir,  and  Greece  : 
\Vliosf    names    are    inscribed  upon 

History's  leaves, 
F-ike  my  own  on   the  books  of  the 

City  Police  :  — 

Alexander,   and   Caesar,   and    other 

•rivat  robbers, 
Who  onco  tried  to  pocket  the  whole 

universe  : 
Not  to  speak  of  our  own  parliament- 

ary jobbers, 
With  their  hands,  bless  them  all,  in 

the  popular  purse  I 


BABYLONIA. 

E.NOUOH  of  simpering  and  grimace  I 
Enough  of  damning  one's  soul  for 

nothing  ! 
Enough  of   Vacuity  trimmed   with 

lace  I 
And  Poverty  proud  of  her  purple 

clothing  1 

In  Babylon,  whene'er  there's  a  wind 
.    ( Whether  it  blow  rain,  or  whether 

it  blow  sand), 
The    weathercocks     change     their 

mighty  mind  ; 
And  the  weathercocks  are  forty 

thousand. 
Forty  thousand  weathercocks, 

Each    well-minded     to    keep    his 

I>1  ace, 
Turning  about  in  the  great  and 

small  ways  I 
Each  knows,  whatever  the  weather's 

shocks, 
That  the  wind  will  never  blow  in 

his  face  ; 

And  in  Babylon  the  wind  blows 
always. 


I  cannot  tell  how  it  may  strike  yon, 
But  it  strikes  me  now,  for  the  first 

and  last  time, 

That  there  may  be  better  things  to  do, 
Than  watching  the  weathercocks 

for  pastime. 
And  I  wish  I  were  out  of  Babylon, 

Out  of  sight  of  column  and  steeple, 
Out  of  fashion  and  form,  for  one, 
And    out    of    the    midst   of    this 

double-faced  people. 
Enough  of  catgut  1    Enough  of  the 

sight 
Of  the  dolls  it  sets  dancing  all  the 

night  ! 

For  there  is  a  notion  come  to  me, 
As  here,  in  Babylon,  I  am  lying 
That  far  away,  over  the  sea. 
And  under  another  moon  and 

star, 
Braver,   more  beautiful  beings  are 

dying 

(Dying,  not  dancing,  dying,  dying  !) 
To  a  music  nobler  far. 

Full  well  I  know  that,  before  it  came 
To    inhabit    this    feeble,    faltering 

frame, 
My  soul  was  weary  ;    and,    ever 

since  then, 
It  has  seemed  to  me,  in  the  stir 

and  bustle 
Of  this  eager  world  of  women  and 

men, 
That  my  life  was    tired    before  it 

began, 
That  even  the  child  had  fatigued  the 

man, 
And  brain  and  heart  have  djne 

their  part 
To  wear  out  sinew  and  muscle. 

Yet,  sometimes,  a  wish  has  come  to 

me, 
To  wander,  wander,  I  know  not 

where, 

Out  of  the  sight  of  all  that  I  see, 
Out  of  the  hearing  of  all  that  I 

hear ; 
Where  only  the   tawny,  bold,  will 

beast 
Roams  his  realms  ;  and  find,  at  least. 
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The  strength  which  even  the  be  as: 

finds  there, 

A  joy,  though  but  a  savage  joy  ; — 
Were   it  only  to   iiiul  the  food  I 

Tieed, 
The  scent  to  track,  and  the  force  to 

destroy, 

A::d  the  very  appetite  to  feed  ; 
j'he  bliss  of  the  sense  without  the 

thought, 
And   the   freedom,  for  once  in  my 

life',  from  aught 
That  fills  my  life  with  care. 

And    never    this    thought    hath   fio 

wildly  crost 
My    inind,     with    its    wildering, 

strange  temptation, 
As  just   when  I  was   enjoying   the 

most 
The   blessings   of    what  is   called 

Civilization  : — 
The  glossy  boot  which  tightens  the 

foot  ; 
The  club  at  which  my  friend  was 

black-balled 
(I  am  sorry,  of  course,  but  one 

must  be  exclusive)  ; 
The  yellow  kid  glove  whose  shape  I 

approve, 
And  the  journal   in  which  I  am 

kindly  called 
Whatpver's   not  libellous — only 

abusive  : 

The  ball  to  which  I  am  careful  to  go. 
Where  the  folks  are  so  cool,  and 

the  rooms  are  so  hot  ; 
The  opera,  which  shows  one  what 

music — is  not ; 

And  the  ^imper  from  Lady  .  .  .  but 
why  should  you  know  ? 

1'et,  I  am  a  part  of  the  things  I  de- 
spise, 
Since   my  life  is   bound  by  their 

common  span  : 
And  each  idler  I  meet,  in  square 

or  in  street, 
Hath   w.thin    him    what    all    that's 

without  him  belies, — 
The  miraculous,  infinite  heart  of 
man, 


With  its  countless  capabilities  ! 
The  sleekest  guest   at  the  general 

feast, 
That  at  every  sip.  as  he  sups,  says 

grace, 
Hath  in  him  a  touch  of  the  untamed 

beast ; 
And  change  of  nature  is  change  .,i 

place. 
The  judge  on   the  bench,  and   the 

scamp  at  the  dock, 
Have,  in  each  of  them,  much  tha* 

is  common  to  both  ; 
Each  is  part  of  the  parent  stock, 
And  their  difference  comes  of  their 
different  cloth. 

'Twist  the  Seven  Dials  and  Exeter 

Hall 
The  culf  that  is   fixed  is  not  so 

wide  : 
And  the  fool  that,  last  year,  at  Her 

Majesty's  Ball, 
Sickened  me  so  with  his  simper  of 

pride, 
Is  the  hero  now  heard  of,  the  first  on 

the  wall, 

With   the    bayonet-wound   in   hi* 
side. 

O,  for  the  times  which  were  (if  any 
Time  be  heroic)  heroic  indeed  ! 
When  the  men  were  few, 
Ami  the  deeds  to  do 
Were  mighty,  and  many, 

And  each  man  in  his  hand  held 

a  noble  deed. 
Xow  the  deeds  are  few, 
And  the  men  are  manj, 
And  each  man  has,  at  most,  but 
a  noble  need. 

Blind  fool  ! .  .  .  I  know  that  all  acte  J 

time 
By  that  which  succeeds  it,  is  e?er 

received 
As  calmer,  completer,  and  more  sul>- 

lime, 

Only  because  it  is  finished  :  be- 
cause 

We    only    behold     the     thing    il 
achieved  ; 
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We  behold  not  the  thing  that  it 

was. 

F  >r,  while  it  stands  whole  and  im- 
mutable, 
In   the    marble    of    memory— we, 

who  have  seen 
Vil  the  statue  before  u?, — how  can 

we  tell 
V  hat  the  men  that  have  hewn  at 

the  block  may  have  been  ? 
Th  ;ir  passion  is  merged  in  its  pas- 

sionlessness  ; 
Their  strife  in  its  stillness  closed 

forever  : 
fu<  ir  change    upon  change  in  its 

changelessness  ; 

Ii   its  final  achievement,  their  fe- 
verish endeavor : 
tVhi.  knows  how  sculptor  on  sculptor 

starved 
Will)  the  thought  in  the  head  by  the 

hand  uncarved  ? 

And  '\e  that  spread  out  in  its  ample 

repose  [brow, 

Tlu't    grand,    indifferent,   godlike 

Dow  ,-ainly  his  own  may  have  ached, 

who  knows, 

'Twixt  the   laurel  above  and  the 
wrinkle  below  ? 

'5o  again  lo  Babylon  I  come  back, 
Where  this  fettered  giant  of  Hu- 
man Nature 
Cramped  in  limb,  and  constrained 

in  stature, 

In  the  torture-chamber  of  Van- 
ity lies  ; 
Helpless  and  weak,  and  compelled  to 

speak 

The  things  he  must  despise. 
Tou  stars,  so  still  in  the  midnight 

blue, 
"J^hich  over  these  huddling  roofs  I 

view, 
Out  of  reach  of  this  Babylonian 

riot,— 

We  so  restless,  and  you  so  quiet, 
What  it>  difference  'twixt  us  and  you  ? 

You  each  may  have  pined  with  a 
pain  divine, 

For  aught  1  know. 


As  wildly  as  this  weak  heart,  of  mine, 
In  an  Age  ago  : 

For  whence   should  you  have  that 
stern  repose, 

Which,  here,  dwells  but  on  the  brows 

of  those 

Who  have  lived,  and  survived  life's 
fever, 

[lad  you  never  known  the  ravag 
and  fire 

Of  thac  inexpressible  Desire, 

Which  wastes  and  calcines  whatever 
is  less 

In  the  soul,  than  the  soul's  deep  con- 
sciousness 
Of  a  life  that  shall  last  forever  ? 

Doubtless,    doubtless,     again     and 

again, 
Many   a   mouth    has    starved   for 

bread 
In    a  city   whose    wharves    are 

ch< >k<>d  wiiii  corn 
And  irany  a  heart  hath  perished 

dead 

From  being  too  utterly  forlorn, 
In  a  city  whose  streets  are  choked 

with  men. 
Yet  the  bread  is  there,  could  one  find 

it  out  : 
And  there  is  a  heart  for  a  heart,  no 

doubt, 
Wherever    a    human    heart    may 

beat ; 
And  room  for  courage,  and  truth, 

and  love, 

To  move,  wherever  a  man  may  move, 
In  the  thickliest  crowded  street. 

O  Lord  of  the  soul  of  man,  whose 

will 
Made  earth  for  man,  and  man  for 

heaven, 
Help  all  thy  creatures  to  fulfil  y 

The  hopes  to  each  one  given  ! 
So  fair  tiiou  madest,  and  so  complete, 
The  little  daisies  at  our  feet  ; 
So  sound,  and  so  robust  in  heart, 
The  patient  beasts,  that  bear  their 

part 

In  this  world's  labor,  never  asking 
The  reason  of  its  ceaseless  tasking  ; 
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Hast  thou  iiiiiilts  man,  though  more 

in  kind, 

By  reason  of  liis  soul  and  mind, 
Vvt  less  in  unison  \\jdi  life, 
U}  reason  of  an  in\v;ird  strife, 
Than   Hies*?    thy  simpler  creatures, 

&:-, 
Submitted  *o  liis  use  and  care  ? 

For  these,  indeed,  appear  to  live 
To   the   full    verge   of    their  own 

power, 

Vor  ever  need  that  time  should  give 
To  life  one  space  beyond  the  hour. 
They  (1»  not  pine  for  what  is  not  ; 
Nor  quarrel  with  the  things  which 

are  ; 

Their  yesterdays  are  all  forgot  ; 
Their  morrows  are  not  feared  from 

far  : 
They  do   not  weep,  and   wail,  and 

moan, 

For  what  is  past,  or  what's  to  be, 
Or  what's  not  yet,  and  may  he 

never  ; 

They  do  not  their  own  lives  disown, 
Xor  haggle  with  eternity 
For  some  unknown  Forever. 


Ah  yet, — in  this  must  I  believe 
That  man  is  nobler  than  the  rest:— 
That,  looking  in  on  his  own  bre;u«t, 
He  measures  thus  his  strength 

and  si/.e 

With  supernatural  destinies, 
Whose  shades  o'er  all   his 

being  fall  ; 

And,  in  that  dread  comparison 
'Twixt  what  is  deemed  and  what 

is  done, 
He  can,  at  intervals,  perceive 

How  weak  he  is,  and  small. 


Therefore,  he  knows  himself  a  child, 
Set  in  this  rudimental  star. 

To  learn  the  alphabet  of  Being  • 
By  straws  dismayed,  by  toys  beguile*  1. 
Yet  conscious  of  a  home  afar  ; 

With  all  these  things  here  but  ill 

agreeing, 
Because    he    trusts,   in    manhood's 

prime, 

To  walk  in  some  celestial  clime  ; 
Sit  in  his  Father's  house  ;  ai-d  be 
The  Inmate  of  Eternity. 
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THE  HEART  AND  NATURE. 

THK  lake  is  calm  ;   and,  calm,  the 

skies 

In  yonds-  silent  sunset  glow, 
Where,    o'er   the   woodland,   home- 
ward flies 
The  solitary  crow  ; 

Tl.e  woodman  to  his  hut  is  gone  ; 

The  wood-dove  in  the  elm  is  still  ; 
The  last  sheep  drinks,  and  wanders 
on 

To  graze  at  will. 

Nor    aught    the    pensive    prospoct 

breaks,  (grass. 

Save  where  my  slow  feet  stir  the 


Or  where    the    trout   to   diamonds 

breaks 
The  lake's  pale  glass. 

No  moan  the  cushat  makes,  to  heave 
A  leaflet  round  her  windless  nest ; 

The  air  is  silent  in  the  eve  ; 
The  world's  at  rest. 

All  bright  below  ;  all  calm  above  ; 

No  sense  of  pain,  no  sign  of  wrong 
Save  in  thy  heart  of  hopeless  love, 

Toor  child  of  Song  ! 

Why  must  the  soul  through  Nature 

rove, 
At  variance  with  her  general  plan  ? 
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A  »t  rancor  to  the  Power,  whose  love 
Soothes  all  save  Man  ? 

Why   lack   the  strength  of  meaner 

en  a  tares ? 
The  wandering  sheep,  the  grazing 

kine, 

•\n-  surer  of  their  simple  natures 
Than  I  of  mine. 

For  all  their  wants  the  poorest  land 
Affords  supply  ;  they  browse  and 
I  lived  ; 

J  scarce  divine,  and  ne'er  have  found, 
What  most  I  need. 

O  God,  that  in  this  human  heart 
Hath  made  Belief  so  hard  to  grow, 

And   set   the   doubt,  the   pang,   the 

smart 
In  all  we  know — 

Why  hast  tliou,  too.  in  solemn  jest 
At  this  tormented  thinking-power, 

I7iscribed,  in  flame  on  yonder  West, 
In  hues  on  every  flower, 

Through    all    the    vast    unthinking 
sphere 

Of  mere  material  Force  without, 
Rebuke  so  vehement  and  severe 

To  the  least  doubt  ? 

And  robed  the  world  and  hung  the 

night. 
With    silent,    stern,   and    solemn 

forms  ; 
And  strown  with  sounds  of  awe  and 

might, 
The  seas  and  storms, — 

All  lacking  power  to  impart 
To  man  the  secret  he  assails, 

Bat  armed  to  crush  him,  if  his  heart 
Once  doubts  or  fails  ! 

To  make  him  feel  the  same  forlorn 
Despair  the  Fiend  hath  felt  ere 

MOW, 

In  gazing  at  the  stern  sweet  scorn 
On  Michael's  brow. 


A  QUIET  MOMENT. 

STAY    with    me,   Lady,  while    you 

may  ! 
For  life's  so  sad, — this  hour's  sc 

sweet  ; 

Ah,  Lady. — life  too  long  wi":I  stay  ; 
Too  soon  this  hour  will  fleet. 

How    fair   this    mountain's    purple 

bust, 

Alone  in  high  and  glimmering  air! 
And  see.  .  .  .  those  village  spirt-a, 

upthrust 
From  yon  dark  plain, — how  fair  ! 

How  sweet  yon  lone  and  lovely  scene, 
And  yonder  dropping  fiery  ball, 

And  eve's  sweet  spirit,  that  steals, 

unseen, 
With  darkness  over  all  I 

This  blessed  hour  is  yours,  and 
eve's  ; 

And  this  is  why  it  scorns  so  sweet 
To  lie.  as  husht  as  fallen  leaves 

In  autumn,  at  your  feet  ; 

And  watch,  awhile  released  from 
care, 

The  twilight  in  yon  quiet  skies, 
The  twilight  in  your  quiet  hair, 

The  twilight  in  your  eyes  : 

Till  in  my  soul  the  twilight  stays, 
— Eve's  twilight,  since  the  dawn's 

is  o'er  ! 
And  life's  too  well-known  worthless 

days 
Become  unknown  once  more. 

Your  face  is  no  uncommon  face  ; 

Like  it,  I  have  seen  many  a  one, 
And  may  again,  before  my  race 

Of  care  be  wholly  run. 

But    not    the    less,    those    earnest 

brows, 
And    that   pure   oval    cheek    can 

charm  ; — 

Those  eyes-  of  tender  deep  repose  ; 
That  breast,  the  heart  keeps  warm 
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Because  a  sense  of  goodness  sleeps 
In  every  sober,  soft,  brown  tress, 

That  o'er  those  brows,  uncared  for, 

kcepa 
Its  shadowj-  quietness  : 

Because  that  lip's  soft  silence  shows, 
Thoiurh  passion  it  Lath  never 

known, 
lhat    well,    to    kiss    one    kiss,    il 

knows — 
— A  woman's  holiest  one  ! 

Yours  is  the  charm  of  calm  good 

sense, 
Of  wholesome  views  of  earth  and 

heaven, 

Of  pity,  touched  with  reverence, 
To  all  things  freely  given. 

Tour  face  no  sleepless  midnight  fills. 
For  all  its  serious  sweet  endeavor; 

It  plants  no  pang,  no  rapture  thrills, 
But  ah  ! — it  pleases  ever  ! 

Not  yours  is  Cleopatra's  eye, 

And  Juliet's  tears  yon  never  knew: 

Never  will  amorous  Antony 
Kiss  kingdoms  out  for  you  ! 

Never  for  you  will  Komeo's  love, 
From   deeps   of   moonlit  musing, 

break 
To  poetry  about  the  glove 

Whose     touch    may    press    your 
cheek. 

But  ah,  in  one, — no  Antony 
Nor    Komeo    now,    nor     like    to 
these, — 

(Whom  neither  Cleopatra's  eye, 
Nor  Juliet's  tears,  could  please) 

How  well  they  luU  the  lurking  care 
\\  Jiich  else  within  the  mind  en- 
dures,— 
That  soft  white  hand,  that  soft  dark 

hair, 
And  that  soft  voice  of  yours  ! 

So.  while  you  stand,  a  fragile  form, 
With  that  close  shawl  around  you 
drawn. 

And  eve's  last  ardors  fading  warm 
Adown  thu  mountain  lawn, 


'Tis  sweet,  although  we  part  to-mor- 
row, 
And  ne'er,  the  same,  shall  meet 

again, 

Awhile,  from  old  habitual  sorrow 
To  cease  ;  to  cease  from  pain  ; 

To  feel  that,  ages  past,  the  soul 
Hath  lived — and  ages  hence  will 

live  ; 
And   taste,  in   hours  like   this,  the 

whole 
Of  all  the  years  can  give. 

Then,  Lady,  yet  one  moment  stay. 
While  your  sweet  face  makes  all 
things  sweet, 

For  ah,  the  charm  will  pass  away 
Before  again  we  meet  ! 

TSiSSSflSL 

SOFT,  soft  he  thy  sleep  in  the  land  of 

the  West, 
Fated  maiden  ! 
Fair  lie  the  flowers,  love,  and  light, 

on  thy  breast 
Passion-laden, 
In  the  place  where  thou  art,  by  the 

storm-beaten  strand 
Of  the  moaning  Atlantic, 
While,  alone  with  my  sorrow,  1  roam 

through  thy  land, 
The  beloved,  the  romantic  ! 
And  thy  faults,  child,  sleep  where  in 

those  dark  eyes  Death  closes 
All  their  doings  and  undoings  ; 
For  who  counts  the  thorns  on  last 

years  perisht  roses  ? 
Smile,  dead  rose,  in  thy  ruins  ! 
With  thy  beauty,  its  frailty  is  over. 

No  token 

Of  all  which  thou  wast  ! 
Xot  so  much  as  the  stem  whence  the 

blossom  was  broken 
Ilath  been  spared  by  the  frost. 
With  thy  lips,  and  thine  eyes,  and 

thy  long  golden  tresses, 
Cold  .  .  .  and  so  young  too  ! 
All  lost,  like  the  sweetness  which 
died  with  our  kisses, 
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On  the  lips  we  once  clung  to. 
Be  it  so  !  O  too  loved,  and  too  lovely, 

to  linger 

Where  Age  in  its  bareness 
Creeps   slowly,  and    Time  with  his 

terrible  finger 
Effaces  all  fairness. 
Thy  being  was   but  beauty,  thy  life 

only  rapture, 
And,  ere  both  were  over, 
Or  yet  one  delight  had  escaped  from 

thy  capture, 

Death  came, — thy  last  lover, 
Ajid  found  tliee,  .  .  .  no  care  on  thy 

brov,  in  thy  tresses 
Xo  silver — all  gold  there  ! 
On  thy  lips,  when  he  kissed  them, 

their  last  human  kisses 
Had  scarcely  grown  cold  there. 
Thine  was  only  earth's  joy,  not  its 

sorrow,  its  sinning, 
Its  friends  that  are  foes  too. 
O,  fair  was  thy  life  in  its  lovely  begin- 
ning, 

And  fail  in  its  close  too  ! 
But  I  ?  .  .  .  since  we  parted,  both 

mournful  and  many 
Life's  changes  have  been  to  me: 
And  of  all  the  love-garlands  Youth 

wove  me.  not  any 
Remain  that  are  green  to  me. 
O,  where  are  the  nights,  with  thy 
touch  and  thy  breath  in  them, 
Faint  with  heart-beating '? 
The-  fragrance,  the  darkness,  the  life 

and  the  death  in  them, 
— Parting  and  meeting  ? 
All  the  world  ours  in  that  hour  ! .  .  . 

O,  the  silence, 

The  moonlight,  and,  far  in  it, 
]   Jie  one  nightingale  singing  a  mile 
hence  !  |it  ! 

The  oped  window — one  star  in 
&ji?    witness    of   stolen   sweet   mo- 
ments, tmguest  of 
By  the  world  in  its  primness  ; — 
Jtt«t  one  smile  to  adore  by  the  star- 
light :  the  rest  of 
Thy  soul  in  the  dimness  ! 
(i  *.  glide  through  the  door  of  thy 
chamber,  and  sit  there, 


The  old,  faint,  uncertain 
Fragrance,  that  followed  tliee,  surelj 

will  Hit  there, — 

O'er    the   chairs, — in    the    cur- 
lain  : — 
But  tliou  ?  .  .  .  O  thou  missed,  and 

thou  mourned  one  !  O  nevr, 
Nevermore,  shall  we  rove 
Through  chain  her.  or  garden,  or  by 

the  dark  river 
Soft  lamps  burn  above  ! 

0  dead,   child,   dead,  dead — all    the 

shrunken  romance 
Of  the  dream  life  begun  with  ! 
But  thou,  love,  canst  alter  no  more — 

smile  or  glance  ; 
Thy  last  change  is  done  with. 
As  a  moon  that  is  sunken,  a  sunset 

that's  o'er, 

So  thy  face  keeps  the  semblance 
Of  the  last  look  of  love,  the  last  grace 

that  it  wore, 

In  my  mourning  remembrance. 
As  a  strain  from  the  last  of  thy  songs, 

when  wo,  parted, 
Whose  echoes  thrill  yet, 
Through  the  long  dreamless  nights 

of  sad  years,  loiieiy-liearlod, 
With  their  haunting  regret, — 
Though  nerveless  the  hand  now,  and 

shattered  the  lute  too, 
Once  vocal  for  me, 
There   floats    through    life's    ruins, 
when  all's  dark  and  mute  too, 
The  music  of  thee  ! 
Beauty,  how  brief  !     Life,  how  long  ! 

.  .  .   well,  love's  done  now  ! 
Down  the  path  fate  arranged  for 
me 

1  tread  faster,  because  I  must  tread 

it  alone  now. 
— This  is  all  that  is  changed  fc-r 

me. 
My  heart   must  have  Broken,  ere  I 

broke  the  fetter 
Thyself  didst  undo,  love. 
— Ah,    there's    many   a   purer,   and 

many  a  better, 
But  more  loved,  .  .  .  O,  how  few, 

love  ! 
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AUTUMN. 

So  now,  then,  Summer's  over — by 

degrees. 
Hark  !  'tis  the  wind  in  yon  red 

region  grieves. 

Whu  says  the  world  grows  bet- 
tor, growing  old  ? 
See  !  what  poor  trumpery  on  those 

pauper  trees, 
That  cannot  keep,  for  all  their  fine 

gold  leaves, 
Their  last  bird  from  the  cold. 


This 


Of 


poets 


is    Dame    Nature,    puckered, 

pinched,  and  sour, 

all     the     charms    her 

praised,  bereft, 
Scowling  and  scolding  (only  hear 

her,  there  !) 
Like  that  old  spiteful  Queen,  in  her 

last  hour, 
Whom  Spenser,  Shakespeare,  sung 

to  ...  nothing  left 
But  wrinkles  and  red  hair  I 


LEAFLESS  HOURS. 

THE  pale  sun,  through  the  spectral 
wood, 

Gleams  sparely,  where  I  pass  : 
My  footstep,  silent  as  my  inood, 

Falls  in  the  silent,  grass. 
Only  my  shadow  points  before  me, 

Where  I  am  moving  now  : 
Only  sad  memories  murmur  o'er  me 

From  every  leafless  bough  : 
A  lid  out  of  the  nest  of  last  year's 
Ked  breast 

I«  stolen  the  very  snow. 

ON   MY    TWENTY -FOURTH 
YEAK 


THE 


the 


night's    in     November 
winds  are  at  strife  : 
The  snow's  on  the  hill,  and  the  ice 
on  the  mere : 


The  world  to  its  winter  is  turned 

and  my  life 
To  its  twenty-foul th  year. 

The  swallows  are  flown  to  the  south 

long  ago  : 

The  roses  are  fallen  :  the  wood- 
land is  sere. 
Hope's   flown   with    the    swallows : 

Love's  rose  will  not  grow 
In  my  twenty-fourth  year. 

The  snow  on  the  threshold  :  the  cold 

at  the  heart : 
But  the  fagot  to  warm,  and  tbe 

wine-cup  to  chcor  : 
God's  help  to  look  up  to  :  and  cour- 
age to  start 
On  my  twenty-fourth  year. 

And  'tis  well  that  the  month  of  the 

roses  is  o'er  1 
The    last,   which    I    plucked    foi 

Nera?a  to  wear, 
She  gave  her   new  lover.    A  man 

should  do  more 
With  his  twenty-fourth  year 

Than  mourn  for  a  woman,  because 

she's  unkind, 
Or  pine  for  a  woman,  because  she 

is  fair. 
Ah,  I  loved  you,  Nersea  !    But  now 

.  .  .  never  mind, 
'Tis  my  twenty  fourth  year  ! 

What  a  thing  !  to  have  done  with 

the  follies  of  Youth, 
Ere  Age  brings  ITS  follies  !  .  . 

though  many  a  tear 
It  should  cost,  to  see  Love  fly  aw&y, 

and  find  Truth 
In  one's  twenty-fourth  year. 

The  Tast's  golden  valleys  are  drained. 

1  must  plant 

On  the  Future's  rough  upland  new 
harvests,  I  fear. 
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Bo,  the  plough  and  the  team  I  ... 

who  would  peri>h  of  want 
In  Ids  twenty-fourth  year  i" 

Man's  heart  is  a  well,  which  forever 

renews 

The  void  at  the  bottom,  no  sound- 
ing conn's  near  : 
And  Love  does  not  die,  though  its  | 

object  1  lose 
In  my  twenty-fourth  year. 

The  great  and  the  little  are  only  in 

name. 
The  smoke  from  my  chimney  casts 

shadows  as  drear 
On   the   heart,   as   the   smoke  from 

Vesuvius  in  flame  : 
And  iny  twenty-fourth  year, 

From  the  joys  that  have  cheered  it, 

the  cares  that  have  troubled, 
What  is  wise  to  pursue,  what  is 

we-11  to  revere, 
May  judge  all  as  fully  as  though  life 

were  doubled 
To  its  forty-eighth  year  ! 

If  the  prospect  grow  dim,  'tis  be- 
cause it  grows  wide. 
Every  loss  hath  its  gain.     So,  from 

sphere  on  to  sphere, 
Man  mounts  up  the  ladder  of  Time  : 

so  1  stride 
Up  my  twenty-fourth  year  ! 

Kxulting  ?  ...  no  ...  sorrowing  ? 

...  no  ...  witli  a  mind 
Whose  regret  chastens  hope,  whose 

faith  triumphs  oYr  tear  : 
Not  repining  :    not   confident :    no, 

but  resigned 
To  iny  twenty-fourth  year. 

JACQUELINE, 

COtTNTKSS  OF  HOLLAND  AND  11AIN- 
AULT.* 

In  it  the  twilight,  or  my  fading  sight, 
Makes  all  so  dim  around  me  ?    No, 
the  night 

*  Who  was  married  to  the  impotent  ami 
worthless  Johu  of  Brabant,  afltauoed  to 


Is  come  already.    Sec!  through  yon- 
der pane, 
Alone    in    the    gray  air,   that   star 

again — 
Which  shines  so  wan,  I  used  to  call 

it  mine 
For   its    pale    face  :    like   Countea 

Jacqueline 
Who  reigned  in  Brabant  once  .  . 

that's  years  ago. 
I   called  so   much   mine,   then  •    so 

much  seemed  so  ! 
And    see,   my  own  ! — of    all    those 

things,  my  star 
(Because    God    hung    it    theie,    in 

heaven,  so  far 
Above  the  reach  and  want  of  those 

hard  men)  [Then 

Is  all  they  have  not  taken  from  me. 
I  call  it  still  My  Star.  Why  not'? 

The  dust 
Hath  claimed   the  dust  :  no  more. 

And  moth  and  rust 
May  rot  the  throne,  the  kingly  pur 

pie  fray  : 

What  then  ?    Yon   star    saw   king- 
doms rolled  away 
Ere  mine  was  taken  from  rue.     It 

survives. 
But  think,  Beloved, — in  that  high 

life  of  lives, 

Wlien  our  souls  see  the  suns  them- 
selves burn  low- 
Before  that  Sun  of  Righteousness, — 

and  know 
What  is,  and   was,  before  the  suns 

were  lit. — 
How  love  is  all  in  all  ...  Look,  look 

at  it, 
My   star, —  God's    star, —  for    being 

God's  'tis  mine  : 
Had  it  been  man's  ...  no  matte 

.  .  .  see  it  shine — 

"good   Duke  Humphry,"  of    Gloucester, 

and  finally  wedded  to  Frank  von  lioiseieik, 
a  gentleman  of  Zealand,  in  consequence  of 
which  inarriag'!  she  lost  even  the  title  of 
('(.unless.  !She  died  at  the  age  of  thirty- 
six,  after  a  lite  of  unparalleled  adventure 
and  misfortune.  See  any  Biographical 
Dictionary,  or  any  History  of  the  .Nether- 
lands. 
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The  old  wrm   beam,  which  I  have 

watched  ere  now 
So  many  a  wretched  night,  when  this 

poor  brow 
Ached   'neath    the    sorrows    of    its 

thorny  crown. 
Its  foi'-n  .'  .  .  .  ah,  droop  not,  dear, 

those  fond  eyes  down. 
Nc  gem  ic  all  that  shattered  coro- 
net 
Was  half  so  precious    as   the   tear 

which  wet 
Just  now  this  pale  sick  forehead.    O 

uiy  own, 
My  husband,  need  was, 'that  I  should 

have  known 
Much    sorrow,  —  more    than     most 

Queens, — all  know  some, — 
Ere,  dying.  1  could  bless  thee  for  the 

home 
Far  dearer  than  the  Palace, — call  thy 

tear. 
The  costliest  gem  that  ever  sparkled 

here. 

Infold  me,  my  Belove'd.     One  more 

kiss. 
O,  I  must  go  !    'Twas  willed  I  should 

not  miss 
Life's  secret,  ere  I  left  it.     And  now 

see, — 

My  lips  touch  thine — thine  arm  en- 
circles me — 
The  secret's  found — God  beckons — 

I  must  go. 
Earth's     best    is    given. — Heaven's 

turn  is  come  to  show 
HUW  much  its  best  earth's  best  may 

yet  exceed, 
La?    earth's  should  seem  the  very 

best  indeed. 
So  wo  must  part  a  little  ;  but  not 

long. 

1  seem  to  see  it  all.     My  lands  be- 
long 
T.I  1'hilip  still  ;  but  thine  will    be 

my  grave, 
(The  only  strip  of  land  which  I  could 

save  !) 
Not  mui'h,  but  wide  enough  for  some 

few  flowers, 

17 


Thou' It  plant  there,  by  and  by,  in 

Inter  hours  : 
Duke  Humphry,  when  they  tell  him 

1  am  dead 
(And  so  young  too  !)  will  sigh,  and 

shake  his  head, 
And  if  his  wife  should  chide,  "  Poor 

Jacqueline," 
He'll  add,  "You  know  she   nevr-r 

could  be  mine." 
And  men  will  say,  when  some  one 

speaks  of  me, 

"  Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  history, 
The   life  of   that  poor  countess!" 

For  the  rest 
Will   never  know,  my  love,  how  I 

was  blest. 
Some  few   of  my  poor  Zealanders, 

perchance, 
Will  keep  kind  memories  of  me  ;  and 

in  France 

Some  minstrel  sing  my  story.     Piti- 
less John 
Will  prosper  still,  no  doubt,  as  he 

has  done, 

And  still  praise  God  with  blood  up- 
on the  Kood. 
Philip  will,  doubtless,  still  be  called 

"  The  Good." 
And  men  will  curse  and  kill :  and 

the  old  game 
Will  weary  out  new  hands:  the  lova 

of  fame 
Will  sow  new  sins  :  tliou  wilt  not  be 

renowned  : 
And  I   shall  lie   quite  quiet  under 

ground. 
My  life  is  a  torn  book.     But  at  the 

end 
A  little  page,  quite  fair,  is  saved,  my 

friend, 
Where  thou  didst  write  thy  rame. 

Xo  stain  is  there, 
Xo  blot, — from  marge  to  marge,  all 

pure — no  tear  ; — 
The  last  page,  saved  from  all,  and 

writ  by  thee, 

Which  I  shall  take  safe  up  to  Hea- 
ven with  me. 
All's  not  in  vain,  since  this  be  ao. 

Dost  grieve  ? 
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Beloved,  I  beseech  tliee  to  believe 
Although  tLis  be  the  last  page  of  my 

life, 
It  is  my  heart's  first,  only  one.    Thy 

wife, 
?5or  thoiurh  she  be,  O  thou  sole 

wealth  of  mine, 

\i  happier  than  the  Countess  Jacque- 
line ! 
And  since  my  heart  owns  thine,  say, 

— am  I  not 
A  Queen,  my  chosen,  though  by  all 

forgot  ? 
Though  all  forsake,  yet  is  not  this 

thy  hand  ? 
I,  a  lone  wanderer  in  a  darkened 

land, 
I,  a  poor  pilgrim  with  no  staff  of 

hope, 
I,  a  late  traveller  down  the  evening 

slope, 
Where  any  spark,  the  glow-worm's 

by  the  way, 
Had  been  a  light  to  bless  .  .  .  have 

I,  O  say, 
Not  found,  iJeloveM,  in  thy  tender 

eyes, 
A  light  more  sweet  than  morning's  ? 

As  there  dies 
Some  day  of  storm  all  glorious  in  its 

even, 
My  life  grows  loveliest  as  it  fades  in 

heaven. 
This  earthly  house  breaks  up.    This 

flesh  must  fade. 
So  many  shocks  of  grief  slow  breach 

have  made 
I-  the  poor  frame.    Wrongs,  insults, 

•reacheries, 
la-?*^   broken   down,  and   memory 

which  sighs 
ID     ike  a    night-wind  !    Life    was 

never  meant 

To  bear  so  much  in  such  frail  tene- 
ment. 
Why  should  we  seek  to  patch  and 

plaster  o'er 
This  shattered  roof,  cnisht  windows, 

broken  door 
The  light   already  shine*  through  ? 

Let  them  break. 


Yet  would  I  gladly  live  for  thy  dear 

sake, 
O  my  heart's  first  and  last,  if  t'-.at 

could  be  ! 
In  vain  !  .  .  .  yet  grieve  not  thou. 

I  shall  not  see 
England    again,    and    those    white 

cliffs  ;  nor  ever 
Again  those  four  gray  towers  beside 

the  river, 
And  London's  roaring  oridges:  never 

more 

Those   windows   with    *he   market- 
stalls  before, 
Where  the  red-kirtled   market-girls 

went  by 
In  the  great  square,    beneath    the 

great  gray  sky, 
In   Brussels  :  nor  in  Holland,  night 

or  day, 
Watch  those  long  lines  of  siege,  and 

fight  at  bay 

Among  my  broken  army,  in  default 
Of  Gloucester's  failing  forces  from 

Hainault : 
Nor  shall  I  pace  again  those  gardens 

green, 
With  their  dipt  alleys,  where  they 

called  me  Queen, 
In    Brabant    once.      For    all   these 

things  are  gone. 
But  thee  1  shall  behold,  my  chosen 

one, 
Though    we    should    seem    whole 

worlds  on  worlds  apart, 
Because  thou  wilt  be  ever  in  my 

heart. 
Xor  shall  I   leave  thee  wholly.      I 

shall  be 
An    evening    thought, — a    morning 

dream  to  thee, — 
A  silence  in  thy  life  when,  through 

the  night, 
The  bell  strikes,  or  the  sun,  wilfr 

sinking  light, 
Smites  all  the  empty  windows.     1 .3 

there  sprout 
Daisies,  and  dimpling  tufts  of  ^    »- 

lets,  out 
Among  the  grass  where  some  coi    je 

lies  asleep, 
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So  round  thy  life,  where  I  lie  buried 
deep, 

A   thousand    little   tender  thoughts 

shall  spring, 
A  thousand   geiule  memories  wind 

and  cling. 
O,  promise  me,  my  own,  before  my 

soul 
Is    houseless. — lot   the  great  world 

turn  and  roll 
Upon    its    way    unvext    ...     Its 

pomps,  its  powers! 
The  dust  says  to  the  dust,  .  .  .  "the 

earth  is  ours." 
I  would  not,  if  I   could,  be  Queen 

again 
For  all  the  walls  of  the  wide  world 

contain. 
Be  tliou  content  with  silence.     Who 

would  raise 
A  little  dust  and   noise   of  human 

praise, 
If  he  could  see,  in  yonder  distance 

dim,  [him? 

The  silent  eye  of  God  that  watches 
Oh  !  couldst  thou  see  all  that  1  see 

to-night 

Upon  the  brinks  of  the  great  Infi- 
nite ! 
•'  Come  out  of  her,  my  people,  lest  ye 

be 
Partakers   of  her  sins  !"  .   .  .    My 

love,  but  we 
Our  treasure  where  no  thieves  break 

in  and  steal. 
Have  stored,  I  trust.     Earth's  weal 

is  not  our  weal. 
Let   the  world  mind  its   business — 

peace  or  war, 
Ours  is  elsewhere.    Look,  look, — my 

star,  my  star  ! 
It  grows,  it  glows,  it  spreads  in  light 

unfurled  ; — 
Said    I    "my   sta~?"      No  star — a 

world — God's  world  ! 
What  hymns  adown  the.  jasper  sea 

are  rolled, 
Even  to  these  sick  pillows  1     Who 

infold 
White  wiugs  about  me  ?    Rest,  rest, 

rest  ...  I  come  ! 


0  Love  !  I  think  that  I  am  near  my 

home. 
Whence  was  that  music  ?     Was   it 

Heaven's  I  heard  ? 
Write   "  Blessed   are  the  dead  that 

die  "  the  Lord, 
Because   they   rest,''    .   .    .    because 

their  toil  is  o'er. 
The  voice  of  weeping  shall  be  heard 

no  more 

In  the  Eternal  city.     Neither  dying 
Nor  sickness,  pain  nor  SOITCTV,  nei- 
ther crying, 
For  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears. 

Rest,  rest. 
Thy  hand,   my  husband, — so— upon 

thy  breast  1 

MACROMICROS. 

IT  is  the  star  of  solitude 

Alight  in  yon  lonely  sky. 
The  sea  is  silent  in  its  mood, 

Motherlike  moaning  a  lullaby 

To  hush  the  hungering  mystery 
To  sleep  on  its  breast  subdued. 

The  night  is  alone,  and  I. 

It  is  not  the  scene  I  am  seeing, 

The  lonely  sky  and  the  sea, 
It  is  the  pathos  of  Being 

That  is  making  so  dark  in  me 
This  silent  and  solemn  hour  : — 
The  bale  of  baffled  power, 

The  wail  of  unbahMed  desire, 
The  fire  that  must  ever  devour 

The  source  by  which  it  is  tire. 

My  spirit  expands,  expands  : 
I  spread  out  my  soul  on  the  sea. 

1  feel  for  yet  unfound  lands, 

And  1  find  but  the  land  where  "Sh* 
Sitsv  with  her  sad  white  hands, 

At  her  golden  broidery, 
In  sight  of  the  sorrowful  sands, 

In  an  antique  gallery, 
Where,  ever  beside  her,  stands 

(Moodily  mimicking  me) 
The  ghost  of  a  something  her  heart 
demands 

For  a  blessing  which  cannot  be. 
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And  broider.   broider  by  night  and 

day 

The  brede  of  thy  blazing  broidery ! 
T'd    thy    beauty  "be   wholly   woven 

away 

Into  the  desolate  tapestry. 
Let  the  thread  be  scarlet,  the  gold 

bo  gay, 
Fe:  the  damp  to  dim,  and  the  moth 

to  fray  : 
Weave  in  the  azure,  and  crimson, 

and  green  ! 
Till   the  slow  threads,  needling  out 

and  in, 

To  take  a  fashion  and  form  begin  : 
Yet,  for  all  the  time  and  toil,  I  see 
The  work  is  vain,  and  will  not  be 
Like  what  it  was  meant  to  have 
beeu. 

0  woman,    woman,    with    face    so 

pale  ! 
Pale  woman,  weaving  away 

A.    frustrate    life    at    a    lifeless 

loom, 
Early  or  late,  'tis  of  little  avail 

That  thou  lightest  the  lamp  in 

the  gloom. 
Full  well,  I  see,  there  is  coming  a 

day 
When  the  work  shall  forever  rest 

incomplete. 

Fling,  fling  the  foolish  blazon  away, 
And  weave  me  a  winding-sheet  ! 

It  is  not  for  thee  ir.  this  dreary  hour, 
That  I  walk,  companionless  here 
by  the  shore. 

1  am  caught  in  the  eddy  and  whirl 

of  a  power 
Which  is  not  grief,  and  is  not  love, 

Though  it  loves  ai  d  grieves. 
Within  me,  without  me,  wherever  I 

move 
In  the   going  out  of  the  ghostly 

eves, 
And  is  changing  me  more  and 

more. 

1   am   not   mourning   for   thee,    al- 
though 

I  love  thee,  and  thou  art  lost : 
Nor  vet  for  myself,  albeit  I  know 


That  my  life  is  flawed  and  vicoet  : 
But    for    that    sightless,    sorrowing 

Soul 
That  is  feeling  blind  with  immortal 

pain, 
All  round,  for  what  it  can  never 

attain  ; 

That  prisoned,  pining,  and  passion- 
ate soul, 

So  vast,  and  yet  so  small  ; 
That  seems,  now  nothing,  now  all, 
That  moves  me  to  pity  beyond  con 

trol, 

And  repulses  pity  again. 
I  am  mourning,  since  mourn  I  must, 
With  those  patient  Powers   that 

bear, 
'Neath  the   unattainable  stars  up 

there, 

With  the  pomp-and  pall  of  funeral, 
Subject  and  yet  august, 
The  weight  of  this  world's  dust  :— 

The  ruined  giant  under  the  rock  : 
The    stricken    spirit    below    the 

ocean  : 
And  the  winged  things  wounded  of 

old  by  the  shock 
That  set  the  earth  in  motion. 

Ah  yet,  .  .  .  and  yet,  and  yet, 
If  She  were  here  with  me, 
If  she  were  here  by  the  sea, 

With  the  face  I  cannot  forget, 
Then  all  things  would  not  be 

So  fraught  with  my  own  regret. 
But  what  I  should  feel  and  see, 

And  seize  it  a!  last,  at  last. — 

The   secret  known   and   lost  in  tb.9 

past, 

To  unseal  the  Genii  that  sleep 
In  vials  long  hid  in  the  dee])  ; 

By  forgotten,  fashiouless  spells  held 
fast, 

Where  through  streets  of  the  cities 

of  coral,  aghast, 
The  sea-nymphs  wander  and  weep, 

MYSTERY. 

THE  hour  was  one  of  mystery, 
Wheu  we  were  sailing,  I  and  she, 
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Down  the  dark,  the  silent  stream, 
The  stars  above  were  pale  with  love, 
And  a  wizard  wind  did  faintly  move, 

Like  a  whisper  through  a  dream. 

Her  head  was  on  my  breast, 

Her  loving  litlle  head  ! 
Her  hand  in  mine  was  prest, 

And  not  a  word  we  said  ; 
But  round  and  round  the  night  we 

wound, 
Till  \ve  came  at  last  to  the  Isle  of 

Fays  ; 
And,  all  the  while,  from  the  magic 

isle. 

Came  that  music,  that  music  of 
other  days  I 

The  lamps  in  the  garden  gleamed. 

The  Palace  was  all  alight. 
The  sound  of  the  viols  streamed 

Through   the   windows    over    the 

night. 
We  saw  the  dancers  pass 

At  the  windows,  two  by  two. 
The  dew  was  on  the  grass, 

And  the  glow-wurm  in  the  dew. 

We  came  through  the  grass  to  the 

cypress-tree. 

We  stood  in  its  shadow,  I  and  she. 
"  Thy   face   is  pale,  thine  eyes  are 

wild. 
What    aileth    thee,    what    aileth 

thee'i"' 

"  Naught  aileth  me,"  she  murmured 

mild, 
"  Only    the    moonlight   makes    me 

pale  ; 
Tha  moonlight,  shining  through  the 

veil 
Of  this  black  cypress- tree." 

"By  yonder  moon,  whose  light  so 

BOOH 

Will  fade  upon  the  gloom, 
And  this  black  tree,  whose  mystery 

Is  mingled  with  the  tomb. — 
By  Love's  brief  moon,  and  Death's 

dark  tree, 
Lovest  thou  me  ?  " 


Upon    my   breast    she    leaned    her 
head-; 

"  By  yonder  moon  and  tree, 
I  swear  that  all  my  soul,"  she  said, 

"  Is  given  to  thee." 

"  I  know  not  what  thy  soul  may  be, 

Nor  canst  thou  make  it  mine. 
Yon  stars  may  all  be  worlds  :  for  me 

Enough  to  know  they  shine. 
Thou  art  mine  evening  star.    I  know 

At  dawn  star-distant  thou  wilt  be  ; 
I   shall   not  hear  thee    murmuring 
low  ; 

Thy  face  I  shall  not  see. 
I  love  thy  beauty  :  'twill  not  stay 
Let  it  be  all  mine  while  it  may. 

I  have  no  bliss  save  in  the  kiss 
Thou  givest  me." 

We  came  to  the  statue    carved  in 

stone, 
Over  the  fountain.     We  stood  there 

alone. 
"  What  aileth  thee,  that  thou  dost 

sigh? 

And  why  is  thy  hand  so  cold  ?" 
"  'Tis    the    fountain     that    sighs_," 

.  .  .  she  said,  "  not  I  ; 
And   the  statue,  whose  hand  thou 

dost  hold.' 

"  By  yonder  fount,  that  flows  for- 
ever, 
And    this    statue,    that    cannot 

move, — 
By  the  fountain  of  Time,  that  ceases 

never, 

And  the  fixedness  of  Love, — 
By  motion  and  immutability 
Lovest  thou  me  ?" 

"By  the  fountain  of  Time,  with  its 

ceaseless  How, 
And  the  image  of  Love  that  rests." 

sighed  she, 
"  I  love  thee,   I  s  ,vear,   come  joy, 

come  woe, 
For  eternity  !" 


262 


THE  WANDERER. 


"  Eternity  is  a  word  so  long 
That  1  cannot  spell  it  now  ; 

For  the  nightingale  is  singing  her 

song 
From  yon  pomegranate  bough. 

Let  it  mean  what  it  may — Eternity, 

If  thou  lovesl  me  now  as  I  love  thee, 

As  i  love  thee  I  " 

We     came    to    the    Palace.      We 

mounted  the  stair. 
The    groat  hall -doors    wide    open 

were. 
And  all  the  dancers  that  danced  hi 

the  hall 
Greeted  us  to  the  festival. 

There  were  ladies,  as  fair  as  fair 

might  be, 
But  not  one  of  them  all  was  as  fair 

as  she. 
There   were  knights  that  looked   at 

them  lovingly, 
But  not  one  of  them  all  was  loving 

as  I. 

Only,  each  noble  cavalier 

ilad  his   throat  red-lined   from  ear 

to  ear  ; 
'Twas    a    collar    of    merit,   I   have 

heard, 
Which  a  Queen  upon  each  had  once 

conferred. 
And  each  lovely  lady  that  oped  her 

UP 

Let  a  little  mouse's  tail  outslip  ; 
'Twas  the  fashion  there,  1  know  not 

why, 
But    fashions    are    changing    con- 

tantly. 
From  the  crescented  naphtha  lamps 

each  ray 
Streamed   into   a   still   enchanted 

bla/e  ; — 
And    forth    from    the    deep -toned 

orchestra 
That  music,  that  music   of   ether 

days  ! 

My  arm  enlaced  her  winsome  waist, 
And  down  the  dance  we  Hew  : 


We  flew,  we  raced  :    our  lips  era- 
braced  : 

And  our  breath  was  mingled  too. 
Kound,     and     round,    to    a     magic 

sound — 
(A    wizard  waltz  to    i  wizard 

air  !) 
Round  and   round,  we  whirled,  ve 

wound, 

In  a  circle  light  and  fine  : 
My  cheek   was   fanned   by   hei 

fragrant  hair, 

And  her  bosom  beat  on  mine  : 
And  all  the  while,  in  the   winding 

ways, 
That    music,   that   music  of   other 

days, 
With  its  melodies  divine  ! 

The  palace  clock  stands  in  the  hall, 
And  talks,  unheard,  of   the   l!ight 
of  time  : 

With  a  face  too  pale  for  a  festival 
It  telleth  a  tale  too  sad  for  rhyme. 

The  palace  clock,  with  a  silver  note, 
Is  chanting  the  death  of  the  hou. 
that  dies. 

"  What  aileth  thee  ?  for  I  see  float 
A  shade  into  thine  eyes." 

"  Naught  aileth    me,"    .    .    .    low 

murmured  she, 
"  I  am   faint  with  the  dance,  my 

love, 
Give    me    thine  arm  :    the    air    is 

warm  : 
Lead  me  unto  the  grove." 

We  wandered  into  the  grove.    We 

found 
A  bower  by  woodbine  woven  round. 

Upon  my    breast  she    leaned    hei 

head  : 

I  drew  her  into  the  bower  apart. 
"1  swear  to    thee,   my    love,"  she 

Mid. 
"  Thou  hast  my  heart  I " 

"  Ah,  leave  thy  little  heart  at  rest  I 
For   it   is   so    light,    I    think,    so 
light, 
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Some  wind  w  Duld  blow  it  away  to- 
night, 

If  it  were  not  safe  in  thy  breast. 
But    the    wondrous    brightness    on 

thine  hair 

Did  never  seein  more  bright  : 
And  thy  beauty  never  looked  more 

fair 

Than  thy  beauty  looks  to-night  : 
A.nd  this  dim  hour,  and   this   wild 

bower, 

Were  made  for  our  delight  : 
Here  we  will  stay,  until  the  day, 
In  yon  dark  east  grows  white." 
"  This  may  not  be,"    .    .    .    she  an- 
swered me, 

"  For  I  was  lately  wed 
With  a  diamond   ring   to  an   Ogre- 
king. 
And  I  am   his   wife,"    .    .    .    she 

said. 
"  My  husband  is  old,  but  his  crown 

is  of  gold  : 

And  he  hath  a  cruel  eye  : 
And  his  ann  is  long,  and  his  hand  is 

strong, 

And  his  body  is  seven  ells  high  : 
And   alas  !    I   fear,  if  he  found  us 

here, 
That  we  both  should  surely  die. 

"All    day    I  take    my    harp,    and 

play 

To  him  on  a  golden  string  : 
Thorough  the  weary  livelung  day 

1  play  to  him,  and  sing  : 
I  sing  to  him  till  his  white  hair 

Begins  to  curl  and  creep  : 
Ami  his  wrinkles  old  slowly  unfold, 
And   his   brows  grow  smooth   as 

sleep. 
But  at  night,  when  he  calls  for  his 

go!  fen  cup, 
Into  Kis  wine  1  pour 
A  juice  which  he  drinks  duly  up, 
Aud  sleeps  till  the  night  is  o'er. 
F  jr  one  moment  I  wait  :  I  look  at 

him  straight, 
And  tell  him  for  once  how  much 

I  detest  him  : 
\  have  no  fear  least  he  should  hear, 


The  drug  he  hath  drained  hath  so 

opprest  him. 
Then,  finger  on  lip.  away  I  slip, 

And  down  the  hills,  till  1  reach  the    a 
stream  :  [p^ar,    j 

I  call  to  thee   clear,  till  the  boat  ap-    < 
And  we  sail  together  through  dark 

and  dream. 

Ami  sweet  it  is,  in  this  Isle  of  Fays, 
To  wander  at  will  through  agarduj 

of  flowers, 
While   the   flowers  that  bloom,  and 

the  lamps  that  blaze, 

And   the  very  nightingales   seem 

ours  !  [ways 

And   sweeter  it  is,  in   the  winding 

Of  the  waltz,  while  the  music  falls 

in  showers, 
While   the   minstrel  plays,  and   the 

moment  stays, 

And   the   sweet   brief  rapture   of 
love  is  ours  1 

"But  the  night  is  far  spent  ;  and 

before  the  lirst  rent 
In  yon  dark  blue  sky  overhead, 
My  husband  will  wake,  aud  the  spell 

will  break. 

And  peril  is  near,"  .  .  .  she  said. 
"  For  if  he  should  wake,  and  not  tind 

me. 
By  bower  and  brake,  thorough  bush 

and  tree, 

lie  will  mine  to  seek  me  here  ; 
And  the  i'alace  of  Fays,  in  one  vast 

bla/.e, 

Will  sink  and  disappear  ; 
And  the  nightingales  will  die  in  the 

v  ales, 
And    all    will    be    changed     and 

drear  1 
For  the  fays  and  elves  can  take  cai 

of  themselves  : 
They  will   slip  on  their  slippers, 

and  go  : 
In  their  little  green  cloaks  they  will 

hide  in  the  oaks, 
And  the  forests   and   crakes,  for 

their  sweet  sakes, 
Will    cover    and  keep  them,  1 
know. 
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And  the  knights,  with  their  spurs, 

and  velvets  and  furs, 
Will   t;ike    oil  their  heads,   each 

one, 
And  to  horse,  and  away,  as  fast  as 

they  may, 
>ver    brook,  and    hramhle,  and 

stone  ; 
Ar.J  each  dame  of  the  house  has  a 

linle  dun  mouse, 
That  will  whisper  her  when  to  be 

gone  ; 
But   we,   my  love,  in  this  desolate 

grove, 

We  shall  he  left  alone  ; 
And  my  husband  will  find  us,  take 

UP  and  bind  us : 
In  his  cave  he  will  lock  me  up, 
And  pledge  me  for  spite  in  thy  blood 

by  night 

When  he  drains  down  his  golden 
cup." 

"  Thy  husband,  dear,  is  a  monster, 

'tis  clear, 

Hut  just  now  I  will  not  tarry 
Thy  choice  to  dispute — how  on  earth 

such  a  brute 
Thou    hadst  ever    the    fancy  to 

marry. 
For  wherefore,  meanwhile,  are   we 

two  here. 

In  a  fairy  island  under  a  spell, 
By  night,  in  a  magical  atmosphere, 

In  a  lone  enchanted  dell, 
If  we  are  to  say  and  do  no  more 
Than  is  said  and  done  by  the  dull 

daylight, 
In  that  dry   old   Avorld,  where  both 

must  ignore, 

To-morrow,    the    dream    of    to- 
night." 

lie:  bead  drooped  on  my  breast, 

Ftir  foolish  little  head  ! 
Her  lips  to  mine  were  prest. 

Never  a  word  was  said. 

If  it  were  hut  a  dream  of  the  night, 
A  dream  that  1  dreamed  in  sleep— 

Why,  then,  is  my  face  so  white, 
And  this  wound  so  red  and  deep  1 


But  whatever  it  was,  it  all  took  place 
In  a  land  where  never  your  steps 

will  go, 
Though  they  wander,  wherever  they 

will,  through  space  ; 
In  an  hour  you  never  will  know, 
Though    you    should  outlive  :he 

crow 
That  is  like  to  outlive  your  race. 

And  if  it  were  but  a  dream,  it  broke 
Too  soon,  albeit  too  late  1  wcke 
Waked  by  the  smart  of  a  ROUIK. — g 

stroke 

Which  has  so  confused  my  wits, 
That  I  cannot  remember,  and  never 

shall, 

What  was  the  close  of  that  festival, 
Xor  how  the  Palace  was  shat- 
tered to  bits  : 
For  all  that,  just  now,  I    think   I 

know, 
Is  what  is  the  force  of  an  Ogre's 

blow, 

As  my  head,  by  starts  and  fits, 
Aches  arid  throbs  ;  and,  when  1  look 

round, 
All  that  I   hear    is    the    sickening 

sound 

Of  the  nurse's  watch,  and  the  doc- 
tor's boots, 

Instead  of  the  magical  fairy  flutes ; 
And  all  that  I  see,  in  my  love's  lost 

place, 
Is  that  gin-drinking  hag,  with  her 

nut-cracker  face, 
By  the   earth's    half-burned    out 

wood  : 
And  the  only  stream  is  this  stream 

of  blood 

That  flows  from  me,  red  and  wide  : 
Yet  still  I  hear, — as  sharp  and  clear, 
In  the  horrible,  horrible  silence  out- 
side, 
The  clock  that  stands  in  the  empty 

hall, 
And  talks  to  my  soul  of  the  flight  of 

time  ; 
With  a  face  like  a  face  at  a  fu 

neral, 
Telling  a  tale  too  sad  for  rhyme  : 
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And  still  I  hear,  with  as  little  cheer. 
In  tlie  yet  more  horrible  sileuce 

inside, 
Chanted,   perchance,  by  elves   and 

fays, 
From  some  far  island,  out   of  my 

gaze, 
Where  a  house    has  fallen,  and 

some  one  has  died, 
That   music,    that    music   of    other 

days, 

\Viih  its  minstrelsy  undescried  ! 
Fur   time,    which    survivuth   every- 
thing, 
And   Memory   which   surviveth 

Time  :— 

These  two  sit  by  my  side,  and  sing, 
A  sung  too  sad  for  rhyme. 


THE  CANTICLE  OF   LOYE. 

I  ONCE  heard  an  angel,  by  night,  in 

the  sky, 
Singing  softly  a  song  to  a  deep 

golden  lute  : 
The  polestar,  the  seven  little  planets, 

and  I, 
To  the  song  that  he  sung  listened 

mute. 
For  the  song  that  he  sung  was  so 

strange  and  so  sweet, 
And   so   tender   the   tones  of  his 

lute's  golden  strings, 
That    the    Seraphs  of  Heaven   sat 

husht  at  his  feet, 

And  folded   their  heads  in  their 
wings. 

A  ml  the  song  that  he  sung  by  those 
Seraphs  up  there 

la  called  .  .  .  ."  Love."  But  the 
words,  I  had  heard  them  else- 
where. 

For,  when  I  was  last  in  the  nether- 
most Hell, 

On  a    ruck   'mid  the  sulphurous 
surges,  I  heard 

A  pale  spirit  sing  to  a  wild  hollow 
shell, 


And  his  song  was  the  same,  every 

word. 
But  so  sad  was  his  singing,  all  Hell 

to  the  sound 
Moaned,  and,  wailing,  complained 

like  a  monster  in  paiu, 
While  the  fiends  hovered  near  o'er 

the  dismal  profound, 
With  their  black  wings  wfiirheii 

down  by  the  strain. 

And  the  song  that  was  sung  by  the 
Lost  Ones  down  there 

Is  called  .  .  .  "Love."  But  the 
spirit  that  sung  was  Despair. 

When  the  moon  sets  to-night,  I  will 

go  down  to  ocean, 
Bare  my  brow  to  the  breeze,  and 

my  heart  to  its  anguish  ; 
And  sing  till  the  Siren  with  pining 

emotion 
(Unroused  in  her  sea-caves)  snail 

languish. 
And  the  Sylphs  of  the  water  shall 

crouch  at  my  feet, 
"With    tJieir  white    wistful    faces 

turned  upward  to  hear, 
And  the  soft  Salamanders  shall  float, 

in  the  heat 
Of  the  ocean  volcanoes,  more  near. 

For  the  song  I  have  learned,  all  that 

listen  shall  move  : 
But  there's  one  will  not  listen,  and 

that  one  I  love. 


TIIE  TEDLEK 

THEUE  was  a  man,  whom  you  might 

see, 
Toward    nightfall,  on  the   dusty 

track, 

Faring,  footsore  and  wearily — 
A  strong  box  on  his  back. 

A  speck  against  the  flaring  sky, 
You    saw  him   pass    the  line  o* 
dates. 

The  camel-drivers  ioitering  by 
From  Bagdadt's  dusking  gates. 
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The  merchants  from  Bassora  stared, 
And  of  his  wares  would  question 
him. 

But,  without  answer,  on  he  fared 
Into  the  evening  dim. 

Noi  only  in  the  east  :  hut  oft 

In  northern  lands  of  ice  and  snow, 

You  might  have  seen,  past  neld  and 

croft, 
That  iigure  faring  slow. 

His  cheek  was  worn  ;  his  hack  bent 

double 

Beneath  the  iron  hox  he  bore  ; 
And  in  his  walk  there  seemed  such 

trouble, 
You  saw  his  feet  were  sore. 

You  wondered  if  he  ever  had 
A  settled  home,  a  wife,  a  child  : 

You  marvelled  if  a  face  so  sad 
A i  any  time  had  smiled. 

The    cheery    housewife    oit    would 

fling 

A  pitying  alms,  as  on  he  strode, 
Where,    round   the   hearth,   a   rosy 

ring, 
Her  children's  faces  glowed  : 

In  the  dark  doorway,  oft  the  maid, 
Late-lingering  011  her  lover's  arm, 

Watched  through  the  twilight,  half 

afraid, 
That  solitary  form. 

The  traveller  hailed  him  oft,  .  .  . 

"Good  night  : 

The  town  is  far  :  the  road  is  lone  : 
God  speed  I "...   already  out  of 

sight. 
The  wayfarer  was  gone. 

But,  when  the  night  was  late  and 
still, 

And  the  last  star  of  all  had  crept 
Into  his  place  above  the  hill, 

Lie  laid  him  down  and  slept. 

His  head  on  that  strong  box  he  laid  : 
And  there,  beneath   the  star-cuJd 
skies, 

In  slumber,  I  have  h«-ard  it  said; 
Thcrs  rose  before  his  eyes 


A  lovely  dream,  a  vision  fair, 
Of  some  far-off,  forgotten  land, 

And  of  a  girl  with  golden  hair, 
And  violets  in  her  hand. 

He  sprang  to  kiss  her  ...  "Ah  ! 

once  more 
Return,  beloved,  and   bring  with 

thee 

The  glory  and  delight  of  yore,— 
Lost  evermore  to  me  ! 

Then,   ere  she    answered,  o'er  his 

back 
There   fell  a    brisk    and    suddeii 

stroke, — 

So  sound  and  resolute  a  thwack 
That,  with  the  blow,  he  woke  .  .  . 

There  comes  out  of  that  iron  box 
An  ugly  hag,  an  angry  crone  ; 

Her    crutch    about     his     ears     she 

knocks : 
She  leaves  him  not  alone  : 

"  Thou  lazy  vagabond  !  come,  budge, 
And   carry  me  again,"  .  .  .   she 

says  : 
"Not  half  the  journey's  over  .  .  . 

trudge  I " 
...  He  groans,  and  he  obeys. 

Oft  in  the  sea  he  sought  to  fling 
That  iron  box.  But  witches  swim: 

And  wave   and  wind  were  sure  to 

bring 
The  old  hag  back  to  him  ; 

Who  all  the  more  about  his  brains 
Belabored    him  with   such    hard 

blows, 

That  the  poor  devil,  for  his  pains, 
Wished    himself  dead,    heaven 
knows  I 

Love,  is  it  thy  hand  in  mine  ?  .  .  , 

Behold  ! 

I  see  the  crutch  uplifted  high. 
The  angry  hag  prepares  to  scold. 

O,  yet  we  might Good 

by  I 
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A  GHOST  STORY. 

I  LAY  awake  past  midnight : 
The  moon  set  o'er  the  snow  : 

The  very  cocks,  for  coldness, 
Could  neither  sleep  nor  crow. 

There  came  to  me,  near  morning, 

A  woman  pale  and  fair  : 
She  seemed  a  monarch's  daughter, 

By  the  red  gold  round  her  hair. 

The  ring  upon  her  fingei- 
Was  one  that  well  1  know  : 

I  knew  her  fair  face  also, 
For  1  had  loved  it  so  ! 

But  I  felt  I  saw  a  spirit. 

And  I  was  sore  afraid  ; 
For  it  is  many  and  many  a  year 

Ago,  since  she  was  dead. 

I  would  have  spoken  to  her, 
But  I  could  not  speak,  for  fear  : 

Because  it  was  a  homeless  ghost 
That  walked  beyond  its  sphere  ; 

Till  her  head  from  her  white  shoul- 
ders 

She  lifted  up  :  and  said  .  .  . 
"  Look,  in  !  you'll  find  Fin  hollow. 

Pray  do  not  be  afraid!  " 


SMALL  PEOPLE. 

THE  warm  moon  was  up  in  the  sky, 
And  the  warm  summer  out  on  the 
land. 

There  trembled  a  tear  from  her  eye: 
There  trembled  a  tear  on  my  hand. 

Her  sweet  face  I  could  not  see  clear, 
For  the  shade  was  so  dark  in  the 

tree  : 

1  oi.ly  felt  touched  by  a  tear, 
And  I  thought  that  the  teai  Aas 
for  me. 

In  her  small  car  I  whispered  a  word — 

With  her  sweet  iips  she  laughed  in 

my  face 


And,  as  light  through  the  leaves  as  a 

bird, 
She  flitted  away  from  the  place. 

Then  she  told  to    her    sister,   the 

Snake, 
All   I   said,   and  her  cousin    the 

Toad. 

The. Snake  slipped  away  to  the  brake, 
The   Toad   went   to  town  by  tin 
road. 

The  Toad  told  the  Devil's  coach- 
horse, 
Who  cock'd    up    his  tail  at  the 

news. 
The    Snake    hissed    the    secret,   of 

course, 

To  the  Newt,  who  was  changing 
her  shoes. 

The  Newt  drove  away  to  the  ball, 
And  told  it  the  Scorpion  and  Asp. 

The  Spider,  who  lives -in  the  wall, 
Overheard  it,  and  told  it  the  Wasp. 

The  Wasp  told  the  Midge  and  the 

Gnat : 
And  the  Gnat  told  the  Flea  and 

the  Xit. 

The  Nit  dropped  an  egg  as  she  sat : 
The  Flea  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
and  bit. 

The  Nit  and  the  Flea  are  too  small. 

And  the  Snake  slips  from  undur 

my  foot : 
I  wish  I  could  find  'mid  them  all 

A  man, — to  insult  and  to  bhoot ! 


METEMPSYCHOSIS. 


SHE  fanned  my  life  out  with  her  soft 

little  sighs  : 
She  hushed  me  to  death  with  her 

face  so  fair : 
I  was  drunk  with  the  light  of  her 

wild  blue  eyes. 

And  strangled  dumb  in  her  long 
gold  hair. 
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So  now  I'm  a  blessed  and  wandering 

ghost, 
Though  J  cannot  quite  find  out  niy 

way  up  to  heaven  : 
But   I   hover   about    o'er    the   long 

reedy  coast, 

In  the  wistful  light  of  a  low  red 
even. 

\  have  borrowed  the  coat  of  a  little 

gray  gnat : 
There's  a  .small  sharp  song  I  have 

learned  how  to  sing  : 
1  know  a  green  place  she  is  sure  to 

be  at  : 

I  shall  light  on  her  neck  there, 
and  sting,  and  sting. 

Tra-la-la,  tra-la-ia,  life  never  pleased 

me  ! 
I  fly  where  I  list  now,  and  sleep  at 

my  e;is»;. 
Buzz,  buzz,  buzz  !  the  dead  only  are 

free. 

Tender's  my  way  now.  Give  place, 
if  you  please. 

TO  THE  QUEEN  OF  SERPENTS. 

I   TRUST   that    never  more  in   this 

world's  shade 
Thine  eyes  will  be  upon  me  :  never 

more 

Thy  face  come    back  to  me.     For 
thou  hast  made 

II y  whole  life  sore  : 

And  I    might    curse   tliee,   if  thou 

earnest  again 
To  mock  me  with  the  memory  in 

thy  face 

« >f  days  I  would  had  been  not.     So 
much  pain 

Hath  made  me  base — 

Knough  to  wreak  the  wrath  cf  years 

of  wrong 
Kven  on  so  frail  and  weak  a  thing 

as  thou  ! 

Fare  hence,  :ind  be  forgotten.  .  .  . 
Sing  thy  song, 

And  braid  thy  brow, 


And    be    beloved,   ancl  beautiful .• 

and  be 
In  beauty  baleful  still  .  .  .  a  Se» 

pent  Queen 

To  others  not  yet  curst  by  kissing 
thee, 

As  I  have  been. 

But  come  not  nigh  me  till  my  ei  d 

be  near, 
And  1  have  turned  a  dying  face 

t<  iward  heaven. 

Then,  if  thou  wilt,  approach, — aud 
have  no  four, 

Aaid  be  forgiven. 

Close,  if  thou  wilt,  mine  eyes,  and 

smooth  my  hair  : 
Fond   words  will   come  upon  my 

parting  breath. 

Nor,  having  desolated  life,  forbear 
Kind  offices  to  death. 

BLUEBEARD. 

I  WAS  to  wed  young  Fatima, 
As  pure  as  April's  snowdrops  are, 

In  whose  love   lay  hid  my  crooked 

life, 
As  in  its  sheath  my  cimeter. 

Ajnong  the  hot  pomegranate  boughs, 
At  sunset,  here  alone  we  sat. 

To  call  back  something  from  that 

hour 
I'd  give  away  my  Caliphat. 

She  broke  her  song  to  gaze  at  me  : 
Iler    lips    she    leaned     my    lipi 
above  .  .  . 

"  Why  art  thou  silent  all  this  while. 
Lord  of  my  life,  and  of  my  loye  ?  " 

"  Silent  I  am,  young  Fatima, 
For  silent  in  my  soul  in  me, 

And  lari'jnar/e  will  not  help  the  want 
Of  that  which  cannot  ever  be." 

"  But  wherefore  is  thy  spirit  sad, 
My  lord,  my  love,  my  life  ?"  .  .  . 

she  said. 

"  Because  thy  face  ii  wondrous  like 
The  face  of  one  I  knew,   that's 
dead." 
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'•Ah  cruel,  cruel,"  cried  Fatima, 
"Tl-at   I  should  not  possess  the 

past  ! 
What  woman's  lips  first  kissed  the 

lips 
Where  my  kiss  lived  and  lingered 

liS'.  " 

"And  sue  that's  dead  was  loved  by 

Hi-*, 
Tha  ;  so  her  memory  moves  thee 

yet  f  .  .  . 
Thy  face  grows  cold  and  white,  as 

looks 
Tl.3  moon  o'er  yonder  minaret  I  " 

*^Ay,  Fatima!  I  loved  her  well, 
With  all  of  love's  and  life's  de- 
spair, 

Or  else  I  had  not  strangled  her, 
That  ni'jht,  in  her  own  fatal  hair." 

FATIMA. 

A  YEAR  ago  thy  chook  was  bright, 
As  oleander  buds  that  break 

The  dark  of  yonder  dells  by  night 
Above  the  lamp-lit  lake. 

Pale  as  a  snowdrop  in  Cashmere. 
Thy    face    to-night,     fair    infant, 

seems. 
Ah,    wretched    child  !      What    dost 

thou  hear 
When  I  talk  in  my  dreams  ? 

GOING  BACK  AGAIN. 


that  I  walked  in  Italy 
When  the  day  was  wing  down. 
tfj  a  water  that  (lowed  quite  silently 
Through  an  old  dim-lighted  town  : 

Till  I  cam2  to  a  Palace  fair  to  see  : 
Wide  open  the  windows  were  : 

My  love  at  a  w:-;i'T  sat,  and  she 
Beckoned  r^.  up  the  stair. 

I  roamed  through  many  a  corridor 
And  many  a  chamber  of  state  : 

I  passed  through  many  an  open  d->or, 
While  the  day  was  growing  late  : 


Till  I  came  to  the  Bridal  Chamber  at 

last, 

All  dim  in  the  darkening  weather 
The  dowers  at  tho  window  were  talk- 
ing fast, 
And  whispering  all  together. 

The  place  was  so  still  that  I  could 

hear 

Every  word  that  they  said  : 
They  were  whispering   under  their 

breath  with  fear, 
For  somebody  there  was  dead. 

When  I  came  to  the  little  rose-colored 

room, 

From  the  window  there  flew  a  bat. 
The  window  was  opened  upon  the 

gloom  : 
My  love  at  the  window  sat. 

She  sat  with  her  guitar  on  her  knee, 
But  she  was  not  singing  a  note, 

For  some  one  had  drawn  (ah,  who 

could  it  be '.') 
A  knife  across  her  throat. 

THE  CASTLE   OF  KING   MAC- 
BETH. 

THIS  is  the  castle  of  King  Macbeth. 
And    here    he    feasts — when    the 

daylight  wanes, 
And  the  moon  goes  softly  over  the 

heath — 
His  Earls  and  Thanes. 

A  hundred  harpers  with  harps  of  gold 
Harp  through  the  night  high  festi- 
val : 
And  the  sound  of  the  music  they 

make  is  rolled 
From  hall  to  hall. 

They  drink    deep    healths    till    the 

rafters  rock 
In    the   Banquet  Hall  ;    and   the 

shout  is  borne 
To  the   courts   outside,   where  the 

crowing  cock 
Is  waked  ere  morn. 
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Ajnd  the  castle  is  all  in  a  blaze  of 

light 
From    cresset,    and    torch,    and 

sconce  :  and  there 
Each  warrior  dances  all  the  night 
With  his  lady  fair. 

The    dance  and  sing  till  the  raven  is 

stirred 
On  the  wicked  elin-tree  outside  in 

the  gloom  : 
And  the  rustle  of  silken  robes  is 

heard 
From  room  to  room. 

But  there  is  one  room  in  that  castle 

old, 
In  a  lonely  turret  where  no  one 

goes, 
And  a  dead  man  sits  there,  stark  and 

cold, 
Whom  no  one  knows. 


DEATH-IN-LIFE. 

BLEST  is  the  babe  that  dies  within 

the  womb. 
Blest  is  the  corpse  which  lies  within 

the  tomb. 
And  blest  that  death  for  which  this 

life  makes  room. 

But  dreary  is  the  tomb  where  the 

corpse  lies  : 
And  wretched    is   the  womb  where 

the  child  dies  : 
And  curst  that  death  which  steals 

this  life's  disguise. 


KING  LIMOS. 

THERK  once  was  a  wicked,  old,  gray 

kins — 
Long  damned,  as  I  have  reason  to 

k:-.nv, 
For    he    was    buried    (and    no    bad 

thing  !) 
Hundreds  of  years  ago. 


His  wicked  old  heart  had  grown  so 

chilled 
That  the  leech,  to  warn  him,  did 

not  shrink 
To  give  him  each  night  a  goblet, 

tilled 
With  a  virgin's  blood,  to  drink. 

"A  splenetic  legend,"  .  .  .  you  say, 

of  course  ! 
Yet  there  may  be  something  in  it, 

too. 
Kill,  or  be  killed  .  .  .  which  choice 

were  the  worse  ? 
I  know  not.     Solve  it  you. 

But  even  the  wolf  must  have  his 

prey  : 
And  even   the  gallows  will  have 

her  food  : 
And  a  king,  my  friend,  will  have  his 

way, 

Though  that  way  may  lie  through 
blood. 

My  heart  is  hungry,  and  must  be  fed; 

My  life  is  empty,  and  must  be  filled ; 
One  is  not  a  Ghoul,  to  live  on  the 
dead  : 

What  then  if  fresh  blood  be  spilled  ? 

We  follow  the  way  that  nature  leads. 
What's  the  very  first  thing  that  we 

learn  ?     To  devour. 
Each  life  the  death  of   some  other 

needs 
To  help  it  from  hour  to  hour. 

Froia  the  animalcule  that  swallow? 

his  friends, 
Nothing  loath,  in  the  wave  as  it 

rolls, 
To   man,  as  we  see  him,  th's  law 

ascends  ; 
'Tis  the  same  in  the  world  of  souls, 

The  law  of  the  one  is  still  to  absorb  : 
To  be  absorbed  is  tbe  others  lot  : — 

The  lesser  orb  by  the  larger  orb, 
The  weak  by  the  strong  .  .  .  why 
uot? 
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My  want's  ut  the  worst  :   so  why 

should  I  spare 
(Since  just  such  a  thing  my  want 

supplies) 

This  little  girl  with  the  silky  hair, 
And  the  love  in  her  two  large  eyes  ? 


THE  FUGITIVE. 

TITEKE  is  no  quiet  left  in  life, 
Not  any  moment  brings  me  rest : 

Forevermore,  from  shore  to  shore, 
1  bear  about  a  laden  breast. 

I  see  new  lands  :  I  meet  new  men  : 
1  learn  strange   tongues  in  novel 

places. 

I  cannot  chase  one  phantom  face 
That  haunts  me,  spite  of  newer 
faces. 

For  me  the  wine  is  poured  by  night, 
And  deep  enough  to  drown  much 

sadness  ; 

But  from  the  cup  that  face  looks  up, 
And  mirth  and  music  turn  to  mad- 
ness. 

There's  many  a  lip  that's  warm  for 

me  : 

Many  a  heart  with  passion  bound- 
ing : 


But    ah,   my   breast,    when    closest 

I  >  rest, 

Creeps    to  a  cold    step  near  me 
sounding. 

To  this  dark  penthouse  of  the  mind 
I   lure    the    bat-winged  bleep    in 

vain  ; 

For  on  his  wings  a  dream  he  brings 
That   deepens   all   the  dark   with 
pain. 

I  may  write  books  which  friends  will 

praise, 

I  may  win  fame,  I  may  win  treas- 
ure ; 

But  hope  grows  less  with  each  suc- 
cess, 

And  pain  grows  more  with  every 
pleasure. 

The  draughts  I  drain  to  slake  my 

thirst 

But  fuel  more  the  infernal  flame. 
There  tangs  a  sting  in  everything  : — 
The  more  I  change,  the  more  the 
same  1 

A  man  that  flies  before  the  pest, 
From  wind  to  wind  my  course  is 

whirled. 
This  fly  accurst  stung  To  first, 
And  drove    her  wild    across   the 
world  ! 


THE  SIIORE. 

it  be  women  that  walk  in  the  sea-mist  under  the  cliffs  there  ? 
W  here,  'neath  a  briny  bow,  creaming,  advances  the  lip 
Of  the  foam,  and  out  from  the  sand-choked  anchors,  on  to  the  skiffs  there 
The  long  ropes  swing  through  the  surge,  as  it  tumbles  :  and  glitter,  and 
drip. 

All  the  place  in  a  lurid,  glimmering,  emerald  glory, 

Glares  like  a  Titan  world  come  back  under  heaven  again  : 

Yonder,  up  there,  are  the  steeps  of  the  sea-kings,  famous  in  story 
But  who  are  they  on  the  beach  ?    They  are  neither  women,  nor  men 

Who  knows,  are  they  the  land's,  or  the  water's,  living  creatures  ? 

Horn  of  the  boiling  sea  ?  nurst  in  the  seething  storms  ? 
With  their  woman's  hair  dishevelled  over  their  stern  male  features 

Striding,  bare  to  the  knee  ;  magnified  maritime  forms  1 
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fhey  may  be  the  mothers  and  wives,  they  maybe  the  sisters  and  daughters 
Of  men  on  the  dark  mid-seas,  alone  in  those  black-roiled  hulls, 

That  toil  'iieath  you  white  cloud,  whence  the  7110011  will  rise  o'er  the  waters 
To-night,  with  her  face  on  lire,  if  the  wind  in  the  evening  lulls. 

But  they  ma\  be  merely  visions,  such  as  only  sick  men  witness 

(Silting  as  I  sit  here,  filled  with  a  wild  regret). 
Framed  from  the  sea's  misshapen  spume  with  a  horrible  fitness 

To  the  winds  in  which  they  walk,  and  tlie  surges  by   which  they  ar 
wet  : — 

Salamanders,  ses  -wolves,  witches,  warlocks  ;  marine  monsters, 
Which  the  dyiag  seaman  beholds,  when  the  rats  are  swimming  away, 

And  an  Indian  wind  'gins  hiss  from  an  unknown  isle,  and  alone  stirs 
The  broken  cloud  which  burns  on  the  verge  of  the  dead,  red  day, 

[  know  not.     All  in  my  mind  is  confused  ;  nor  can  I  dissever 
The  mould  of  the  visible  world  from  the  shape  of  my  thoughts  in  me. 

The  Inward  and  Outward  are  fused  :  and,  through  them,  murmur  forever 
The  sorrow  whose  sound  is  the  wind,  and  the  roar  of  the  limitless  sea. 

THE   XOIITH  SEA. 

BY  the  gray  sand-hills,  o'er  the  cold  sea-shore  ;  where,  dumbly  peering, 

Pass  the  pale-sailed  ships,  scornfully,  silently  ;  wheeling  and  veering 

Swift  out  of  sight  again  ;  while  the  wind  searches  what  it  finds  never, 

O'er  the  sand-reaches,  bays,  billows,  blown  beaches, — homeless  forever  I 

And,  in  a  vision  of  the  bare  heaven  seen  and  soon  lost  again, 

Over  the  rolling  foam,  out  in  the  mid-seas,  round  by  the  coast  again, 

Hovers  the  sea-gull,  poised  in  the  wind  above,  o'er  the  bleak  surges. 

In  the  green  briny  gleam,  briefly  revealed  and  gone  ;  .  .  .  fleet,  as  emerges 

Out  of  the  tumult  of  some  brain  when;  memory  labors,  and  fretfully 

Moans  all  the.  night-long, — a  wild  winged  hope,  soon  fading  regretfully. 

Here  walk  the  lost  Gods  o'  dark  Scandinavia,  morning  and  even  ; 

Faint  pale  divinities,  realmless  and  sorrowful,  exiled  from  Heaven  ; 

Bnrthened  with  memories  of  old  theogonies  ;  each  ruined  monarchy 

Roaming  amazed  by  sens  oblivions  of  ancient  fealty. 

N"ever.  a^ain  at  the  tables  of  Odin,  in  their  lost  Banquet  ITall, 

Shall  they  from  golden  cups  drink,  hearing  golden  harps,  harping  high 

festival. 

Never  praise  bright-haired  Freya,  in  Vingolf,  for  her  lost  lovliness  ! 
Never,  with  ^Egir,  sail  round  cool  moonlit  isles  of  green  wilderness  ! 
Here  on  the  lone  wind,  through  the  long  twilight,  when  day  is  waning, 
Many  a  hopeless  voice  near  the  night  is  heard  coldly  complaining. 
Here,  in  the  glimmering  darkness,  when  winds  are  dropped,  and  not  a 

seaman  sings 
From  cape  or  foreland,  pause,  and  pass  silently,  forms  of  discrowned 

kings. 

With  sweeping,  floating  folds  of  dim  garments  ;  wandering  in  wonder 
Of  their  own  aspect  ;  trooping  towards  midnight  ;  feeling  for  thunder. 
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Here,  in  the  afternoon  ;  while,  in  her  father's  boat,  heavily  laden, 
Mending  the  turn  nets,  sings  up  the  bleak  buy  the  Fisher-Maiden, 
1  too.  forlornly  wandering,  wandering,  see,  with  the  mind's  eye, 
Shadows   beside   me,   .  .  .    (hearing  the  wave  moan,  hearing  the  wind 

sigh)  .  .  . 
Shadows,  and  im;iges  balefully  beautiful,  of  days  departed  : 

Sounds  of  faint  footsteps,  gleams  of  pale  foreheads,  make  inc  sad-hcarter 

Sad  for  the  lost,  irretrievable  sweetness  of  former  hours  ; 

Sul  with  delirious,  desolate  odors,  from  faded  flowers  ; 

Sad  for  the  beautiful  gold  hair,  the  exquisite,  exottisite  graces 

Of  a  divine  face,  hopelessly  unlike  all  other  faces  ! 

O'er  the  gray  sand-hills  (where  I  sit  sullenly,  full  of  black  fancies), 
Nipt  by  the  sea-wind,  drenched  by  the  sea-salt,  little  wild  pansies  * 

Flower,  and  freshly  tremble,  ami  twinkle  ;  sweet  sisterhoods, 
Lone,  ami   how   lovely,  with   their  frail  green   stems,  and   dark  purpls 

hoods  ! 

Here,  even  here  in  the  midst  of  monotonous,  fixt  desolation, 
Nature  has  touches  of  tenderness,  beauties  of  young  variation  ; 
Where,  O  my  heart,  in  thy  ruined,  and  desolate,  desolate  places, 
Springs  there  a  floweret,  or  gleams  there  the  green  of  a  single  oasis  ? 
Hidden,  it  may  be  perchance,  and  I  know  it  not  .  .  .  hidden  yet  invio- 
late, 

Pushes  the  germ  of  an  unconscious  rapture  in  me,  like  the  violet 
Which,  on  the  bosom  of  Maich,  the  snows  cover  and  keep  till  the  coming 
Of  April,  the  first  bee  shall  tind,  when  he  wanders,  and  welcome  it  hum- 
ming. 
Teach  me.  thou  North  where  the  winds  lie  in  ambush  ;  the  rains  and  foul 

weather 
Are  stored  in  the  house  of  the  storms  ;  and  the  snow-flakes  are  garnered 

together  ; 

Where  man's  stern,  dominate,  sovereign  intelligence  holds  in  allegiance 
Whatever  blue  Sinus  beholds  on  this  Earth-ball, — all  seas,  and  all  regions  ; 
The  iron  in  the  hill's  heart  ;  the  spirit  in  the  loadstone  ;    the  ice  in  the 

poles  ; 
All  powers,  all  dominions  ;   ships  •   merchandise  ;   armaments  ;   beasts  , 

human  souls  ;  .  .  . 

Toach  me  thy  secrets  :  teach  to  refrain,  to  restrain,  to  be  still  ; 
Teach  nie  unspoken,  steadfast  endurance  ;— the  silence  of  Will  1 


A     NIGHT    IX    THE     FISHER- 
MAN'S HUT. 

PART  I. 
1I1E   FISIIEKMAX'S  DAUGHTER. 

IK  the  wind  had  been  blowing  the 

Devil  this  way 

The  midnight  could  scarcely  have 
grown  more  unholy, 
18 


Or  the  sea  have  found  secrets  mor 

wicked  to  say 

To    the  toothless  old   crags  it  la 
hiding  there  wholly. 

I  love  well  the    darkness.     I  lov« 

well  the  sound 

Of  the  thunder-drift,  howling  this 
way  over  ocean. 


274 


THE   WANDERER. 


For  'tis   tliDugh   as    in   nature    my 

spirit  has  found 

A  trouble   akin   to   its   own   free 
emotion. 

The.  hoarse  night  may  howl  herself 

silent  for  me. 
When    the    silence    comes,    then 

comes  the  howling  within. 
am  drenched  to  my  knees  hi  the 

surf  of  the  sea, 
And  wet  with  the  salt  bitter  rain 

to  the  skin. 

Ixjt  it  thunder  and  lighten  I    this 
v       world's  ruined  angel 
Is  but  fooled   by  desire  like  the 

frailest  of  men  ; 
Both  seek  in  hysterics  life's  awful 

evangel, 

Then  both  settle  down  to  life's  si- 
lence again. 

Well  I  know  the  wild  spirits  of  water 

and  air, 
When  the  lean  morrow  turns  up 

its  cynical  gray, 
Will,   ballled,   revert  with  familiar 

despair 

To  their  old  listless  work,  in  their 
old  helpless  way. 

Tonder's   the  light  in  the  Fisher- 
man's hut  ; 
But    the    old   wolf  himself  is,   I 

know,  off  at  sea. 
And  1  see  through  the  chinks,  though 

the  shutters  be  shut, 
By  the  firelight  that  some  one  is 
watching  for  me. 

Three  years  ago,  on  this  very  same 

night, 
I  walked  in  a  ball-room  of  perfume 

and  splendor 
With  a  pearl-bedecked  lady  below  the 

lamplight  : — 

Now  1  v-aik  with  the  wild  wind, 
whose  breath  is  more  tender. 

Hark  I    the    horses    of    ocean    that 

crouch  at  my  feet, 
They   are   moaning    in    Impotent 
pain  on  the  beach  1 


Lo  I  the  sionn-nght,  lhat  swathes  in 

its  blue  winding-sheet 
That  lone  desert  of  sky,  where  the 
stars  are  dead,  each  ! 

Holloa,  there  !  open,  you  little  wild 

girl  ! 
Ilush,  .  .  .  'tis  her  soft  little  feet 

o'er  the  floor. 

Stay  not  to  lie  up  a  single  dark  curl, 
But  quick  wilh    the    candle,  and 
open  the  door. 

One  kiss  ?  .  .  .  there's  twenty  !  .  .  . 

but  first,  take  my  coat  there, 
Salt  as  a  sea-sponge,  and  dripping 

all  through. 
The  old  wolf,  your  father,  is  out  in 

the  boat  there,. 

Hark  to  the  thunder!  .  .  .  we're 
safe, — 1  and  you. 

Put  on  the  kettle.     And  now  for  the 

cask 
Of  that  famous  old  rum  of  your 

father's,  the  king 
Would  have  clawed  on  our  frontier. 

There,  lill  me  the  llask. 
Ah,   what    a    quick,   little,    neat- 
handed  thing  ! 

There's  my  pipe.     Stuff  it  with  black 

negro-head. 
Soon  1  shall  be  in  the  cloud-land 

of  glory. 
Faith,   'tis    better  with   you,   dear, 

than  'fore  the  mast-head. 
With  such  lights  at  the  windows 
of  night's  upper  story  1 

Next,  over  the  round  open  hole  ID 

the  shutter 
You  may  pin  up  your  shawl,  .  .  . 

lest  a  mermaid  should  poop. 
Corne,  now,  the  kettle's  beginning  to 

splutter, 

And   the  cat  recompoaes  terself 
into  sleep. 

Poor  little  naked  feet,  .  .  .  put  them 

up  there  .  .  . 

Little  white  foam- linked  !  and  now 
the  soft  head. 
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Here,   on  my  shoulder  ;    while  all 

the  dark  hair 

Falls    round    us    like    sea-weed. 
What  matter  the  hed 

If  sleep  will  visit  it,  if   kisses  feel 

there 
Sweet  as  they  feel  under  curtains 

of  silk? 

60,  shut  your  eyes,  while  the  fire- 
light will  steal  there 
O'er  the  black  bear-skin,  the  arm 
white  as  milk  ! 

Meanwhile  I'll  tell  to  you  all  I  re- 
member 
Of  the   old  legend,  the   northern 

romance 
I  heard  of  in  Sweden,  that  snowy 

December 

I  passed  there,  about  the  wild  Lord 
Kosencrautz. 

Then,  when  you're  tired,  take  the 

cards  from  the  cupboard, 
Thumbed  over  by  every  old  thief 

in  our  crew, 
And  I'll  tell  you  your  fortune,  you 

little  Dame  Ilubbard  ; 
My  own  has  been  squandered  on 
witches  like  you. 

Knave,  King,  and  Queen,  all  the  vil- 

lanous  pack  of  'em, 
I  know  what  they're  worth  in  the 

game,  and  have  found 
Upon  all  the  trump-cards  the  small 

mark  at  the  back  of  'em, 
The  Devil's   nail-mark,  who  still 
cheats  us  all  round. 

PART  II. 

HE      LEGEND      OF       LORD      ROSEN- 
CKA.NTZ. 

THE  lamps  in  the  castle  hall  burn 
bright, 

And  the   music   sounds,  and   the 

dancers  dance, 
Ami   lovely  the  young  Queen  looks 

to-night, 
But  pale  is  Lord  Rowencrantz. 


Lord  Rosencrantz  is  always  pale, 
But  never  more  deadly  pale  thau 

now  .  .   . 
O,  there   is  a   whisper,  an   ancie'it 

tale.— 

A   rumor,  .  .  .  but   who    should 
know  ? 

He  has  stepped  to  the  dais.     He  baa 

taken  her  hand. 
And  she  gives  it  him  with  atendei 

glance. 
And   the  hautboys  sound,  and  the 

dancers  stand, 
And  envy  Lord  Kozencrantz. 

That  jewelled  hand  to  his   lips   he 

prest  ; 
And  lightly  he  leads  her  towards 

the  dance  : 
And  the  blush  on  the  younn  Queen's 

cheek  coiifest 
Her  love  for  Lord  Rosencrantz. 

The  moon  at  the  mullioned  window 

shone  ; 
There  a  face  and   a  hand  iu  the 

moonlight  glance  ; 
But  that  face  and  that  hand  were 

seen  of  none, 
Save  only  Lord  Rosencrantz. 

A  league  aloof  in  the  forest-land 
There's  a  dead  black  pool,  where  a 

man  by  chance 
.  .  .  Again,   again,  that  beckoning 

hand  ! 
And  it  beckons  Lord  Rosencrantz. 

While  the  young  Queen  turned  to 

whisper  him, 
Lord    Rosencrantz  from  the   hall 

was  gone  ; 
And  the  hautboys  ceased,   ind   thf 

lamps  grew  dim, 
And  the  castle  clock  struck  One  \ 


It  is  a  bleak  December  night. 
And   the    snow  on  the  highway 

gleams  by  fits  : 
But  the  tire  on  the   cottage-hearth 

burns  bright, 
Where  the  little  maiden  sits. 
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Her    spinning-wheel    she  has    laid 

aside  ; 

And  her  hlue  eyes  soft  iu  the  fire- 
light glance  ; 
As  she  leans  with  love,  and  she  leans 

with  pride, 

On    the    breast    of    Lord   Rosen- 
crantz. 

Mother's  asleep,  up  stairs  in  bed  : 
Aui  "vh3  black  sat,  she  looks  won- 
drous wise 
As  she  licks  her  paws  in  the  firelight 

red, 

And  glares  with  her  two  green 
eyes  : 

And  the  little  maiden  is  half  afraid, 
And   closely  she    clings   to   Lord 

Roseucrantz  ; 
For  she  has  been  reading,  that  little 

maid, 
All  day,  in  an  old  romance, 

A  legend  wild  of  a  wicked  pool 
A  league  aloof  in  the  forest-land. 

And  a  crime  done  there,  and  a  sinful 

soul, 
And  an  awful  face  and  hand. 

'Our    little    cottage    is    bleak   and 

drear," 
Says  tiie  little  maid  to  Lord  Rosen- 

rrantz  ; 
"  And  this  is  the  loneliest  time  of  the 

year, 

And     oft,    when     the    wind,    by 
chance, 

"  The  ivy  beats  on  the  window-pane, 
I  wake  to  the  sound  in  the  gusty 

nights  ; 
And  often,  outside,  in  the  drift  and 

rain, 
Theie  seen  to  pass  strange  sights. 

"  And  O,  it  is  dreary  here  alone  ! 
When  mother's  asleep,  in  bed,  up 

stairs, 
And    the   black   cat,   there,   to   the 

forest  is  gone, 
— Look  at  her,  how  she  glares  I  " 


"  Thou  litllo  maiden,  my  heart's  own 

bliss, 
Have  thou  no  fear,  for  i  love  thee 

well  ; 
And  sweetest  it  is  upon  nights  like 

this, 

When  the  wind,  like  the  bla.V  el 
hell, 

"  Roars  up  and  down  in  the  chimney 

old, 
And  the  wolf  howls  over  the  distant 

snow, 
To  kiss  away  both  the  night  and  the 

cold 
With  such  kisses  as  we  kiss  now." 

"  Ah  !  more  than  life  I  love  thee, 

dear  !" 
Says  the  little  maiden  with  eyes  so 

blue  ; 
"  And,  when  thou  art  near,  I  have 

no  fear, 
Whatever  the  night  may  do. 

"  But  O,  it  is  dreary  when  thou  art 


away 


And  in  bed  all  night  I  pray  for 

thee  : 
Xow  tell  me,  thou  dearest  heart,  and 

say, 
Dost  thou  ever  pray  for  me  ?  " 

"Thou  little  maiden,  I  thank  thee 

much, 
And  well  I  would   thou  shouldst 

pray  for  me  ; 

But  I  am  a  sinful  man,  and  such 
As  ill  should  pray  for  thee." 

Hist  !  .  .  .  was  it  a  face  at  the  "Tdn 
dow  past  ? 

Or  was  it  the  ivy  leaf,  by  chance, 
Tapping  the  pane  in  the  fitful  blast, 

That  startled  Lord  Rosencrantz  ? 

The  little  maid,  she  has  seen  it  plain, 
For  she  shrieked,   and  dowu  sha 
fell  in  a  swoon  : 

Mutely  it  came,  and  went  again, 
In  the  light  of  the  winter  moon. 


/A'  HOLLAND. 


The  young  Queen.  —  O,  but  her  face 

was  sweet  !  — 
She  died  on  the  night  that  she  was 

wed  : 
And  they  laid  her  out  in  her  wind- 

ing-sheet, 
Stark  on  her  niarriage-bed. 


fThe  little  maiden,  she  went  mad  ; 
l>ut  her  soft  blue  eyes  still  smiled 

the  same, 
With  ever  that  wistful   smile  they 

had  : 
Her  mother,  she  died  of  shame. 

The  black  cat   lived  from  house  to 

house, 
And    every   night    to    the    forest 

hied  ; 
And  she    killed    many  a    rat    and 

mouse 
Before  the  day  she  died. 

And  do  you  wish  that  I  should  de- 

clare 
What  was  the  end  of  Lord  Rosen- 

crantz  ? 
Ab.  !  look  in  my  heart,  you  will  find 

it  there, 
—  The  end  of  the  old  romance  ! 


PART  III. 
DAYBREAK. 

YES,  you  have  guessed  it.     The  wild 

Rosencrantz, 
It  is  I,  dear,  the  wicked  one  ;  who 

but  I,  maiden  ? 
My  life  is  a  tattered  and  worn-out 

romance, 

And  my  heart  with  the  curse  of 
the  Past  hatL  been  laden  : 

For  still,  where  I  wander  or  linger, 

forever 
Comes  a  skeleton   hand    that    is 

beckoning  for  me  ; 
And  still,  dogging  my  footsteps,  life's 

long  Never-never 

Pursues  me,  wherever  my  footsteps 
may  be  : 


The  star  of  my  course  hath  been  long 

ago  set,  clear  ; 

And  the  wind  is  my  pilot  wher- 
ever he  blows  : 
He  cannot  blow  from  me  what  I 

would  forget,  dear, 
Nor  blow  to  me  that  which  I  seek 
for, — repose. 

What  !  if  I  were  the  Devil  himself, 

would  you  cling  to  me, 
Bear  niy  ill  humors,  and  share  my 

wild  nights  ? 
Crouch  by  me,  fear  me  not,  stay  by 

me,  sing  to  me, 

While   the    dark   haunts   us  wilh 
sounds  and  with  sights  ? 

Follow  me  far  away,  pine  not,  but 

smile  to  me, 
Never  ask  questions,  and  always   ! 

be  gay  ? 
Still  the  dear  eyes  meekly  turned  all 

the  while  to  me, 

Watchful  the  night  through,  and 
patient  the  day  ? 

What  !  if  this  hand,  that  now  strays 

through  your  tresses, 
Three  years  ago  had  been  dabbled 

in  gore  ? 
What  !  if  this  lip,  that  your  lip  now 

caresses, 

A  corpse  had  been  pressing  but 
three  years  before  ? 

Well  then,  behold  !  ...   'tis  the 

gray  light  of  morning 
That  breaks  o'er  the  desolate  wa- 
ters .  .  .  and  hark  ! 
'Tis   the   first  signal  shot  from  my 

boat  gives  me  warning  : 
The  dark  moves  away  :  and  I  fol- 
low the  lark. 

On  with  your  hat  and  your  cloak  1  = 

you  are  mine,  child, 
Mine  and  the  fiend's  that  pursues 

me,  henceforth  ! 
We  must  be  far,  ere  day  breaks,  o'er 

the  brine,  chi  Id  : 

It  may  be  south  1  go,  it  may  Do 
north. 
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What  !   really  fetching  your  hat  and 

your  cloak,  dear  ? 
Sweet  little  fool.     Kiss  ine  quick 

now,  and  laugh  ! 
All  I  have  said  to  you  was  but  a  joke, 

dear  : 

Half  was  in  folly,  in  wantonness 
half. 

PART  IV. 
BREAKFAST. 

AY.  maiden  :  the  whole  of  my  story 

to  you 

Was  but  a  deception,  a  silly  ro- 
mance : 
From  the  first  to  the  last  word,  no 

word  of  it  true  ; 

And  my  name's  Owen  Meredith, 
not  Rosen  cranU. 

I  never  was  loved  by  a  Queen,  I  de- 
clare : 
And  no  little  maiden  for  me  has 

gone  mad  : 
I    never    committed    a    murder,    I 

swear  ; 

And  I  probably  should  have  been 
hanged  if  I  had. 

I  never  have  sold  to  the  Devil  my 

soul  ; 
And    but  small    is  the    price  he 

would  give  me,  I  know  : 
I  live  much  as  other  folks  live,  on 

the  whole  : 

And  the  worst  thing  in  me's  m'y 
digestion  .  .  .  heigh  ho  ! 

Lot  us  leave  to  the  night-wind  the 

thoughts  which  he  brings, 
And    leave    to   the   darkness   the 

powers  of  the  dark  ; 
For  my  hopes  o'er  the  sea  lightly 

flit,  like  the  wings 
Of  the  curlews  that  hover    and 
poise  round  my  bark. 

Leave  the  wind  and  the  water   to 

mutter  together 

Tbeir  weird  metaphysical  grief,  as 
of  old. 


For  day's  business  begins,  ami  the 

clerk  of  the  weather 
To  the  powers  of  the  air  doth  his 
purpose  unfold. 

Be   you   sure    those   dread    Titans, 

whatever  they  be, 
That  sport  with  this  ball  jii  the 

great  courts  of  Time, 
To   play   practical  jokes  upon  you 

dear,  and  me, 

Will  never  desist  from  a  sport  so 
sublime. 

The  old  Oligarchy  of  Greece,  now 

abolished, 
Were  idle  aristocrats  fond  of  the 

arts, 
But  though  thus  refined,  all  their 

tastes  were  so  polished, 
They    were    turbulent,    dissolute 
gods,  without  hearts. 

They  neglected  their  business,  they 

gave  themselves  airs, 
Read  the  poets   in  Greek,  sipped 

their  wine,  took  their  rest. 
Never     troubling     their     beautiful 

heads  with  affairs, 
And  as  for  their  morals,  the  least 
said,  the  best. 

The  scandal  grew  greater  and  great- 
er :  and  then 

An  appeal  to  the  people  was  for- 
mally made. 

The  old  gods  were  displaced  by  the 
suffrage  of  men. 

And  a  popular  government  formed 
in  their  stead. 

But  these  are  high  matters  of  state.— 

I  and  you 
May  be  thankful,  meanwhile?,  wj 

have  something  to  eat, 
And  nothing,  just  now,  more  impor 

taut  to  d<>, 

Than  to  sit  down  at  once,  and  iay 
grace  before  meat. 

You  may  boil  me  some  coffee,  an 

egg,  if  it's  handy, 
The  sea's  rolling  mountains  just 
now.     1  shall  wait 
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For  King  NVptune's  jnollissima  tem- 

pora  fundi, 

Who    will    presently   lift    up    his 
curly  white  pate, 

Bid  Eurus  and  Xotus  to  mind  their 

own  business, 

And  make  me  a  speech  in  Hexa- 
meters slow  ; 
While  I,  by  the  honor  elated  to  di/- 

ziness, 

Shall  yield  him  my  offerings,  and 
make  him  my  bow. 

A  DREAM. 

I  HAD  a  quiet  dream  last  night  : 
For  I  dreamed  that  I  was  dead  ; 

Wrapped  around  in  my  grave-clothes 

white, 
With  my  gravestone  at  my  head. 

I  lay  in  a  land  I  have  not  seen, 

In  a  place  I  do  not  know, 
Ami  the  grass  was  deathly,  deathly 
green 

Which  over  my  grave  did  grow. 

The  place  was  as  still  as  still  could 

be, 

With  a  few  stars  in  the  sky, 
And  an  ocean  whose  waves  I  could 

riot  see, 
Though  I  heard  them  moan  hard 

by. 

There  was  a  bird  in  a  branch  of  yew, 

Building  a  little  nest.     . 
The  stars  looked  far  and  very  few, 

And  i  lay  all  at  rest. 

There  came  a  footstep  through  the 
grass, 

And  a  feeling  through  the  mould  : 
And  a  woman  pale  did  over  me  pass, 

With  hair  like  snakes  of  gold. 

She  road  my  name  upon  my  grave  : 
She  read  my  name  with  a  smile. 

A  w  ild  moan  came  from  a  wandering 

wave, 
But  the  stars  smiled  all  the  while. 


The  stars  stnileU  soft.     That  woman 
pale 

Over  my  grave  did  move, 
Singing  all  to  herself  a  talc 

Of  one  that  died  for  love. 

There  came  a  sparrow-hawk  to  the 
tree, 

The  little  bird  to  slay  : 
There  came  a  ship  from  over  tlie  sea 

To  take  that  woman  away. 

The  little  bird  I  wished  to  save, 
To  finish  his  nest  so  sweet : 

But  so  deep  I  lay  within  my  grave 
That  1  coidd  not  move  my  feet. 

That  woman  pale  I  wished  to  keep 
To  finish  the  tale  I  heard  : 

But  within  my  grave  I  lay  so  deep 
That  I  could  not  speak  a  word. 

KIXG  SOLOMON. 

KIXG  Solomon  stood,  in  his  crown 

of  gold, 
Between    the    pillars,  before  the 

altar 
In  the  House  of  the  Lord.    A  ad  the 

King  was  old, 

And  his  strength  began  to  lalter, 
So  that  he  leaned  on  his  ebony  staff, 
Sealed  with  the  seal  of  the  Pente- 

grapu. 

All  of  the  golden  fretted  work, 
Without  and  within  so  rich  and 

rare, 
As  high  as  the  nest  of  the  building 

stork, 

Those  pillars  of  cedar  were  : — 
Wrought  up  to  the  brazen  chapitei* 
Of  the  Sidonian  artificers. 

And  the  King  stood  still  as  a  carvei 

king, 

The  carven  cedarn  beams  below, 
In  his  purple  robe,  with  his  signet- 
ring, 

And  his  beard  as  white  as  snow, 
And  his  face  to  the  Oraclo,  where 

the  hymn 
Dies  under  the  wing  cf  the  cherubim. 
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The  wings  fold  over  the  Oracle, 
Ami  cover  the  heart  ami  eyes  of 

God  : 
The  Spouse  with  pomegranate,  lily, 

and  bell, 

Is  glorious  in  her  abode  ; 
For  with  gold  of  Ophir,  and  scent  of 

myrrh, 
4ml  purple  of  Tyre,  the  King  clothed 

her. 

By  the  soul  of  each  slumbrous  instru- 
ment 

Drawn  soft  ^through  the  musical 
misty  air, 

The  stream  of  the  folk  that  came 

and  went, 

For    worship,     and    praise,    and 
prayer, 

Flowed  to  and  fro,  and  up  and  down, 

And  round  the  King  m  his  golden 
crown. 

And   it  came  to  pass,  as  the  King 

stood  there, 

And  looked  on  the  house  he  bad 
built,  with  pride, 

That  the  Hand  of   the  Lord  came 

unaware, 
And  touched  him  ;  so  that  he  died, 

In  his  purple  robe,  with  his  signet- 
ring, 

And  the  crown  wherewith  they  nad 
crowned  him  king. 

And    the  stream  of   the  folk  that 

came  and  went 
To  worship  the  Lord  with  prayer 

and  praise, 
Went  softly  ever,  in  wonderment, 

For  the  King  stood  there  always  ; 
ind  it  was  solemn  and  strange  to 

behold 
That    dead    king    crowned  with    a 

crown  of  gold. 

For  he  leaned  on  his  ebony  staff  up- 
right ; 

And  over  his  shoulders  the  purple 
robe  ; 

And   his  hair   and  his   beard  were 
both  snow-white 


And    the   fear  of  him  filled   the 

globe  ; 
So    that    none    dared    touch    him, 

though  lie  was  dead, 
He  looked  so  royal  about  the  head. 

And  the  moons  were  changed  :  and 

the  years  rolled  on  : 
And  the  new  king  reigned  in  the 

old  king's  stead  : 
And  men  were  married  and  buried 

anon  ; 
But    the   King   stood,   stark    and 

dead  ; 

Leaning  upright  on  his  ebony  staff  ; 
Preserved  by  the  sign  of  the  Peute- 

graph. 

And  the  stream  of  life,  as  it  went 

and  came, 
Ever  for  worship  and  praise  and 

prayer, 
Was  awed  by  the  face,  and  the  fear, 

and  the  fame 

Of  the  dead  king  standing  there  ; 
For  his  hair  was  so  white,  and  his 

eyes  so  cold, 
That  they  left  him   alone  with  his 

crown  of  gold. 

So  King  Solomon  stood  up,  dead,  in 

the  House 
Of  the   Lord,  held   there   by  the 

Pentegraph, 
Until  out  from  a  pillar  there  ran  a 

red  mouse, 
And  gnawed    through   his   etony 

staff  : 
Then,  flat  on  his  face,  the  King  fell 

down  : 
And  they  picked    from   the   du5t  a 

golden  crown.* 


•  My  knowledge  of  the  I'abbinleal  legend 
whieh  suggested  this  I'oem  is  one  among 
tin-  many  debt*  I  owe  to  my  friend  Kobert 
lirmvi.ing.  1  hope  these  line*  may  remind 
him  of  hours  which  his  society  rendered 
precious  and  delightful  to  me,  and  which 
aro  among  the  niosl  pleasant  memories  of 
uiy  life. 
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CORDELIA. 

THOTOH  thou  never  hast  sought  to 

divine  it, 
Though  to  know  it  thou  hast  not  a 

care, 
Yet  my  heart  can  no  longer  confine 

it. 
'hough  my  lip  may  be  blanched  to 

declare 
That  I  love  thee,  revere  thee,  adore 

thee, 

0  my  dream,  my  desire,  my  despair  ! 
Though  in  life  it  may  never  be  given 
To  my  heart  to  repose  upon  thine  ; 
Though   neither  on    earth,   nor  in 

heaven, 
May  the  bliss  I  have  dreamed  of  be 

mine  ; 
Yet  thou   canst  not  forbid  me,  in 

distance. 

Ami  silence,  and  long  lonely  years, 
To  love  thee,  despite  thy  resistance, 
And  bless  thee,  despite  of  my  tears. 

Ah  me,  ronldst  thou  love  me  !  .  .  . 

Believe  me, 

How  I  hang  on  the  tones  of  thy  voice ; 
How  the  least  sign  thou  sighest  can 

grieve  me, 

The  least  smile  thousmilest  rejoice  : 
la  thy  face,  bow  I  watch  every  shade 

there  ; 
In   thine  eyes,   how   I  learn   every 

look  ; 
flow  the   least  sigh  thy  spirit  hath 

made  there 
My  heart  reads,  and  writes   in  its 

book  ! 

And  each  day  of  my  life  my  love 
shapes  me 

From  the  mien  that  thou  wearest, 
Beloved. 

Thou  hast  not  a  grace  that  escapes 
me, 

Nor  a  movement  that  leaves  me  un- 
moved. 

1  live  but  to  see  thee,  to  hear  thee  ; 

I  count  but  the  hours  where  thou 
art  ; 


I  ask — only  ask — to  '  /  &.•*,     hee, 
Albeit  so  far  from  fi.y  heai 

In  my  life's  lonely  galleries  lever 
Will   be  silenced  thy  lightest  foot- 
fall : 

For  it  lingers,  and  echoes,  forever 
Until  Memory  mourning  o'er  all. 
All    thy    fair    litti«    footsteps    are 

bright 

O'er  the  dark  troubled  spirit  in  me, 
As  the  tracts  of  some  sweet  water- 

sprite 

O'er  the  heaving  and  desolate  sea. 
And,    though   cold   and  unkind   be 

thine  eyes, 

Yet,  unchilled  their  unkindness  be- 
low, 

In  my  heart  all  its  love  for  thee  lies, 
Like  a  violet  covered  by  snow. 

Little  child  !  .  .  .  were  it  niiiie  to 
watch  o'er  thee, 

To  guide,  and  to  guard,  and  to 
soothe ; 

To  shape  the  long  pathway  before 
thee, 

And  all  that  was  rugged  to  smooth; 

To  kneel  at  one  bedside  by  night, 

And  mingle  our  souls  in  me  prayer; 

And,  awaked  by  the  same  morning- 
light, 

The  same  daily  duties  to  share  ; 

Until  Age  with  his  silver  dimmed 

slowly 

Those  dear  golden  tresses  of  thine; 
And  Memory  rendered  thrice  holy 
The  love  in  this  poor  heart  of  mine  , 

Ah,  never  .  .  .  (recalling  together, 
By  oiie  hearth,  in   our  life's   wu.ter 

time, 
Our    youth,   with  its   lost   summer 

weather, 
And  our  love,  in   its    first    golden 

prime). 
Should   those  loved  lips  have   cause 

to  record 

One  word  of  unkirdness  from  me, 
Or  my  heart  cease  to  bless  the  least 

word 
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Of  kindness  one*  spoken  by  tliee  ! 
But,  whatever  my  path,  and  what- 
ever 

The  future  may  fashion  for  thine, 
Thy  life,  O  believe  me,  can  never, 
My  beloved,  be  indifferent  to  mine. 
When    far  from  the    sight  of    thy 

beauty, 

Pursuing,  unaided,  alone, 
The  patli  of  man's  difficult  duty 
In   the  land  where  my  lot  may   be 

thrown  ; 
When  my  steps  move  no  more  in  the 

place 
Where  thou  art :  and  the  brief  days 

of  yore 

Aie  forgotten  :  and  even  my  face 
In  thy  life  is  remembered  no  more  ; 
Yet  in  my   life  will  live  thy  least 

feature  ; 
I  shall  mourn  the  lost  light  of  thine 

eyes; 
And  on  earth  there  will  yet  be  one 

nature 
That  must  yearn  after  thine  til'   it 

dies. 

"YE  SEEK  JESUS  OF  NAZ- 
ARETH WHICH  WAS  CRU- 
CIFIED :  HE  IS  RISEN  :  HE  IS 
NOT  HERE." 

MARK  xvi.  6. 

IF  Jesus  came  to  earth  again, 
And  walked,  and  talked,  in  field, 
and  street, 

Who  would  not  lay  his  human  pain 
Low  at  those  heavenly  feet  ? 

And  leave  the  loom,  and  leave  the 

lute, 

And  leave    the  volume    on    the 
shelf,  [mute, 

To  follow  Him,  unquestioning, 
If  'twere  the  Lord  himself  ? 

Uow  many  a  brow  with  care  o'er- 

worn, 
How  many  a  heart  with  grief  o'er- 

laden, 

How  many  a  youth  with  love  for- 
lorn, 
How  mauy  a  mourning  maiden, 


Would   leave    the    baffling    earthly 

prize 

Which  fails  the  earthly,  weak  en- 
deavor, 

To  gaze  into  those  holy  eyes, 
And  drink  content  forever  ! 

The  mortal  hope,  I  ask  with  tears 
Of  Heaven,  to  soothe  this  mor*  a 

pain, — 
The    dream    of    ah1    my    darkened 

years, — 
I  should  not  cling  to  them. 

The  pride  that  prompts  the  bitter 

jest — 

(Sharp  styptic  of  a  bleeding  heart!) 
Would  fail,  and  humbly  leave  eon- 

fest 
The  sin  that  brought  the  smart, 

If  I  might  crouch  within  the  fold 
Of  that  white  robe  (a  wounded 
bird)  ; 

The  face  that  Mary  saw  behold, 
And  hear  the  words  she  heard. 

I  would  not  ask  one  -word  of  all 
That  now  my  nature  yearns  to 
know  ; — 

The  legend  of  the  ancient  Fall  ; 
The  source  of  human  woe  : 

What  hopes  in  other  worlds  may 

hide  ; 
What  griefs    yet    unexplored    in 

this  ; 

How  fares  the  spirit  within  the  wide 
Waste  tract  of  that  abyss 

Which  scares  the  heart  (since  all  w 
know 

Of  life  is  only  conscious  sorrow) 
Lest  novel  life  be  novel  woe 

In  death's  undawned  to-morrow  ; 

I  would  not  ask  one  word  of  this, 
If  1  might  only  hide  my  head 

On  that  beloved  breast,  and  kiss 
The  wounds  where  Jesus  bled. 
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A>id  I,  where'er  He  went,  would  go, 
Nor    <|iK'Stiou     where     the    path 
might  lead, 

E,;ough  to  know  that,  here  below, 
1  walked  with  God  indeed  ! 

1> is  sheep  along  the  cool,  the  shade, 
By  the  still  watercourse  he  leads, 

His  lambs  upon  His  breast  are  laid, 
His  hungry  ones  He  feeds. 

Safe  in  His  bosom  I  should  lie, 
Hearing,  where'er  His  steps  might 

be, 

Calm  waters,  murmuring,  murmur- 
ing by, 
To  meet  the  mighty  sea. 

If  this  be  thus,  O  Lord  of  mine, 
In  absence  is  Thy  love  forgot  ? 

And  must  I,  where  I  walk,  repine 
Because  I  see  Thee  not  ? 

If  this  be  thus,  if  this  be  thus 
And   our  poor  prayers   yet  reach 
Thee,  Lord, 

Since  we  are  weak,  once  more  to  us 
Reveal  the  Living  Word  ! 

Yet  is  my  heart,  indeed,  so  weak 
Sly  course  alone  I  dare  not  trace  ? 

Alas  !  I  know  my  heart  must  break 
Before  I  see  Thy  face. 

I  loved,  with  all  my  human  soul, 
A  human  creature,  here  below, 

And,  though   thou  bad' st  thy  sea  to 

roll 
Forever  'twixt  us  two, 

And  though  her  form  I  may  not  see 
Through  all  my  long  and   lonely 
life, 

And  though  she  never  now  may  be 
My  helpmate  and  my  wife, 

Yt*  .n  my  dreams  her  dear  eyes 

shine, 

Yet  in  my  heart  her  face  I  bear, 
And   yet    each    holiest  thought    of 

mine 
I  seem  with  her  to  share. 


But,  Lord,  Thy  face  I  never  saw, 
Nor  ever  heard  Thy  human  voice  : 

My  life,  beneath  an  iron  law, 
Mo\es  on  without  my  choice. 

No  memory  of  a  happier  time, 

When  in  Thine  arms,  perchance,  I 
slept, 

In  some  lost  ante-natal  clime, 
My  mortal  frame  hath  kept  ; 

And  all  is  dark— before — behind. 

1  cannot  reach  Thee,  where  thou 

art, 
1  cannot  bring  Thee  to  my  mind, 

Nor  clasp  Thee  to  my  heart. 

And  this  is  why,  by  night  and  day, 
Still  with  so  many  an  unseen  tear 

These  lonely  lips   have  learned  to 

pray 
That  God  would  spare  me  here, 

While  yet  my  doubtful  course  I  go 
Along  the  vale  of  mortal  years, 

By   life's   dull   stream,  that  will  not 

flow 
As  fast  as  flow  my  tears, 

One  human  hand,  my  hand  to  take: 
One   human   heart,   my    own    to 
raise  : 

One  loving  human  voice,  to  break 
The  silence  of  my  days. 

Saviour,   if    this    wild    prayer    be 

wrong, 

And  what  I  seek  I  may  not  find, 
O,  make  more  hard,  and  stern,  and 

strong, 
The  framework  of  my  mind  I 

Or,  nearer  to  me,  in  the  dark 
Of  life's  low  hours,  one  moment 
stand, 

And  give  me  keener  eyes  to  mark 
The  moving  of  Thy  hand. 

TO   CORDELIA. 

I  DO  not  blame  thee,  that  my  life 
Is  lonelier  now  than  even  before  ; 

For  hadst  thou  been,  indeed,   my 

wife, 
(Vain  dream  tb.pt cheats  no  more!) 
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The  fate,  which   from   my  earliest 

years  [tread, 

Hath    made   so   dark   the    path    I 

Had    u>.:i:ht    tliee    too,    perchance, 

such  tears 
As  I  have  learned  to  shed. 

And  that  fixed  gloom,  which  souls 

like  mine 

Are  schooled  to  wear  with  stub- 
born pride, 
Had  cast    too    dark    a    shade  o'er 

thine, — 
Hadst  thou  been  by  my  side. 

I  blame  thee  not,  that  thou  shouldst 

flee 
From  paths  where  only  weeds  have 

sprung, 

Though  loss  of  thee  is  loss  to  me 
Of  all  that  made  youth  young. 

For  'tis  not  mine,  and  'twas    not 

thine, 
To  shape  our  course  as  first  we 

strove  : 

And  powers  which  I  could  not  com- 
bine 
Divide  me  from  thy  love. 

Alas  !  we  cannot  choose  our  lives, — 
We    can    but    bear    the    burthen 
given. 

In  vain  the  feverish  spirit  strives 
With  unrelenting  heaven. 

For  who  can  bid  those  tyrant  stars 
The  injustice  of  their  laws  repeal  ? 

Why  ask  who  makes  our  prison  bars, 
Since  they  are  made  of  steel  ? 

The    star  that  rules  my  darkened 

hour 
Is    fixt  in    reachless    spheres  on 

high  : 
The  curse  which    foils  my  baffled 

power 
Is  scrawled  across  the  sky. 

My  heart  knows  all  it  felt,  and  feels: 
But  more  than  this  I  shall  not 
know, 

Till  he  that  made  the  heart  reveals 
Why  mine  must  suffer  so. 


I  only  know  that,  never  yet, 

My    life    hath    found    what   others 

find,— 
That  peace  of  heart  which  will  not 

fret 
The  fibres  of  the  mind. 

I  only  know  that  not  for  me 
The   human  love,   the  clasp,    '.bfl 
kiss  ; 

My  love  in  other  worlds  must  be,  — 
Why  was  1  born  in  this  ? 

The  bee  is  framed  to  find  her  food 
In  every  wayside  flower  and  bell, 

And  build  within  the  hollow  wood 
Her  own  ambrosial  cell  : 

The  spider  hath  not  learned  her  art, 
A  home  in  ruined  towers  to  spin  ; 

But   what   it   seeks,   my  heart,  my 

heart 
Is  all  unskilled  to  win. 

The  world  was  filled,  ere  I  was  born, 
With  man  and  maid,  with  bowel 
and  brake, 

And  nothing  but  the  barren  thorn 
Remained  for  me  to  take  : 

I  took  the  thorn,  I  wove  it  round, 
I  made  a  piercing  crown  to  wear  : 

My   own    sad    hands    myself    have 

crowned, 
Lord  of  my  own  despair. 

That  which  we  are,  we  are.    'Twere 

vain 
To  plant  with  toil  wh?t  will  not 


The  cloud  will  break,  and  bring  the 

rain, 
Whether  we  reap  or  sow. 

1  cannot  turn  the  Ihnnder-blast, 
Nor  pluck  I  he  levin's  lurid  root  ; 

1  cannot  change  the  changeless  past, 
Nor  make  die  ocuan  mute. 

And  if  the  f  olt  of  death  must  fall 
Where,   bare  of  head  i  walk  my 
way 

Why  let  ft  fall  !     T  will  not  call  ' 
To  bid  the  Thuuderer  stay. 
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'Tis  much  to  know,  whate'er  betide 
The  pilgrim  path  I  pace  alone, 

Tliim  wilt  not  miss  me  from  thy  side 
When  its  brief  course  is  done. 

1'adst  thtui  been  mine, — when  skies 

were  drear 
And  waves   were   rough,   for  thy 

sweet  sake 

I  should  have  found  in  all  some  fear 
Aly  inmost  breast  to  shake  : 

But  now,  his  till  the  blast  may  blow. 
The  sea  may  rage,   the  thunder 
roll, 

For  every  path  by  wliich  I  go 
Will  reach  the  self-same  goal. 

Too  proud  to  fly,  too  weak  to  cope, 
I  yet  will  wait,  nor  bow  my  head. 

Those  who  have  nothing  left  to  hope, 
Have  nothing  left  to  dread. 


A    LETTER  TO   CORDELIA. 

PEKCHAXCE,  on  earth,   I  shall  not 

see  thee  ever 
Ever    again  :    and  my  unwritten 

years 
A.i-6  signed  out  by  that  desolating 

"  Never," 
And  blurred  with  tears. 

'Tis  hard,  so  young — so  young  as  I 

am  still, 

To  feel  forevermore  from  life  de- 
part 
All  that  can  flatter  the  poor  human 

will, 
Oi  fill  the  heart. 

Tel  there  was  nothing  in  that  sweet, 

and  brief, 
L  n d   perisht  intercourse,  now 

closed  for  me, 

To  add  one  thought  unto  my  bitter- 
est grief 
Upbraiding  thee. 

'Tis  somewhat   to  have  known,  al- 
beit in  vain, 

One  woman  in  this  sorrowful  bad 
earth, 


Whose  very  loss  can  yet  bequeath 

to  pain 
New  faith  in  worth. 

If  T  have  overrated,  in  the  wild 
Blind  heat  of  hope,  the  sense  of 

aiiiiht  which  hrah 
From  the  lost  vision  of  thy  beauty 

smiled 
On  my  lone  path, 

My  retribution  is,  that  to  the  last 
I  have  o'errated,  too,  my  power  to 

cope 
With   this   fierce  thought  .  .  .  that 

life  must  all  be  past 
Without  life's  hope  ; 

And  I  would  bless  the  chance  which 

let  me  see 
Once  more  the  comfort  of  thy  face, 

although 
Tt  were  with  beauty  never  born  for 

me 
That  face  should  glow. 

To  seo,  thee — all  thou  wilt  be — loved 

and  loving — 
Even    though    another's — in    tho 

years  to  come — 
To  watch,  once  more,  thy  gracious 

sweetness  moving 
Through  its  pure  home, — 

Even  this  would  seem  less  desolate, 

less  drear, 
Than  never,  never  to  behold  thee 

more — 

Never  on  those  beloved  lips  to  hear 
The  voice  of  yore  I 

These  weak  words,  O  my  friend,  fell 

not  more  fast 
Than  the  weak  scalding  tears  that 

with  them  fell. 
Nor  tears,  nor  words  came,  when  I 

saw  thee  last  .  .  . 
Enough  !  .  .  .  Farewell. 

Farewell.      If    that    dread     Power 

which  fashioned  man 
To  till  this  planet,  free  to  search 
and  tiud 
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The  secret  of  his  source  as  best  he 

can. 
In  his  own  mind, 

Dath    any    care,    apart    from    that 

which  moves 
Earth's   myriads   through  Time's 

ages  as  they  roll, 

For  any  single  human  life,  or  loves 
One  separate  soul, 

May  He,  whose  wisdom  portions  out 

i  >r  me 

The    moonless,    changeless    mid- 
night of  the  heart, 
Still  all  iiis  softest  sunshine  save  for 

thee, 
Where'er  thou  art  : 

And  if,  indeed,  not  any  human  eyes 
From  human  tears  be  free, — may 

Sorrow  bring 
Only  to  thee  her  April-rain,  whose 

sighs 
Soothe  flowers  in  Spring. 


FAILURE. 

!    I  HAVE  seen  those  that  wore  Heav- 
en's armor  worsted  : 
I  have  heard  Truth  lie  : 
I    Seen  Life,beside  the  founts  for  which 

it  thirsted, 
Curse  God  and  die  : 

J  have  felt  the  hand,  whose  touch 

was  rapture,  braiding 
Among  my  hair 
Love's  choicest  flowerets,  and  have 

found  how  fading 
Those  garlands  were  : 

1  ave  watched  my  first  and  holiest 

hopes  depart, 
One  after  one  : 
I  hurt1  held  the  hand  of  Death  upon 

my  heart, 
And  made  no  moan  : 

I  Yavo  seen  hor  whom  life's  whole 

sacrifice 
Was  made  to  keep. 


Pass  coldly  by  me  with  a  stranger's 

eyes. 
Yet  did  not  weep  : 

Now  even  my  body  fails  me  ;   and 

my  brow 

Aches  ni.irht  and  day  : 
I   am   weak   with   over-work  :   how 

can  1  now 
Go  forth  and  play  ? 

What  1  now  that  Youth's  forgotten 

aspirations 
Are  all  no  more, 
Rest  there,  indeed,  all  Youth's  glid 

recreations, 
— An  untried  store  ? 

Alas,  what  skills  this  heart  of  sad 
experience. 

This  frame  oVrwrought, 
This  memory  with  life's  motion  alii 

at  variance. 
This  aching  thought  ? 

How  shall   I  come,  with  these,  to 

follow  pleasure 
Where  others  find  it  ? 
Will   not  their  sad   stops   mar  the 

merriest  measure, 
Or  lag  behind  it  ? 

Still  must  the  man  move  sadlier  for 

the  dreams 

That  mocked  the  boy  : 
And,  having  failed  to  achieve,  must 

still,  it  seems, 
Fail  to  enjoy. 

It  is  no  common  failure,   to    have 

failed 

Where  man  hath  given 
A  whole  life's  effort  to  the  task  as 

sailed — 
Spent  earth  on  heaven. 

If  error  and  if  failure  enter  here, 
What  helps  repentance  ? 

Remember  this,  O  Lord,  in  thy  se- 
vere    • 
Last  sentence  I 
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Korif    <cai    rrai  Ta 


TraiTa    TO 


DAY'S  last  light  is  dying  out. 

All  the  place  grows  dim  and  drear: 
f»ee  !  the  grisly  bat's  about. 
*  There  is  nuihing  left  to  fear  ; 
^ittle  left  to  doubt. 

Tot  a  note  of  music  flits 
O'er  the  slackened  harpstrings  yon- 

der 
From  the  skeleton  that  sits 

l!y  the  broken  harp,  to  ponder 
(While  the  spider  knits 

Webs  in  each  black  socket-hole) 
Where  is  all  the  music  lied. 

Music,  hath  it.  then,  a  goal  ?  .  .  . 
l>rokeu  harp,  and  brainless  head  ! 

Silent  song  and  soul  ! 

Not  a  light  in  yonder  sky, 
Save  that  single  wicked  star, 

Leering  with  its  wanton  eye 
Through    the  shattered   window- 
bar  ; 

Come  to  see  me  die  ! 

All,  save  this,  the  monstrous  night 

Hath  erased  and  blotted  bare 
A.S  the  fool's  brain  .  .  .  God's  last 

light 
Winking    at    the     Fiend's    work 

there.  — 
Wrong  made  worse  by  right  ! 

Gone  the  voice,  the  face,  of  yore  ! 

Gci.e  the  dream  of  golden  hair  ! 
Gone  the  garb  that  Falsehood  wore  ! 

Gone  the  shame  of  being  bare  1 
We  may  close  the  door. 

All  the  guests  are  slunk  away. 

Xot  a  footstep  on  the  stairs  ! 
Xot  a  friend  here,  left  to  say 

••  A'ti<-n  ''  to  a  sinner's  prayers, 
If  he  cared  to  pray  ! 

Gone  is  Friendship's  fi-iendlipess, 

After  Love's  fidelity  : 
(Joiic  is  honor  in  the  mess 

.Spat  upon  by  Charity  : 
Faith  has  tied  Distress 


Those  grim  tipstaves  at  the  gate 
Freely  may  their  work  begin. 

Let  them  in  !  they  shall  not  wait. 
There  is  little  now  within 

Left  for  Scorn  and  Hate. 

O.  no  doubt  the  air  is  foul ! 

"f  is  the  last  lamp  spits  and  st'nk», 
Shuddering  downward  in  the  bowi 

Of  the  socket,  from  tJie  brinks. 
What's,  a  burned-out  soul  ? 

Let  them  all  go,  unreproved  ! 

For  the  source  of  tears  is  dried. 
What!   .  .  .  One  rests?   .  .  .   huth 
nothing  moved 

That  pale  woman  from  my  side, 
Whom  I  never  loved  ? 

You,  with  those  dim  eyes  of  yours, 
Sadder  than  all  eyes  save  mine  ! 

That  dim  forehead  which  immures 
Such    faint    helpless  griefs,   that 
pine 

For  such  hopeless  cures  I 

Must  you  love  me,  spite  of  loading  ? 

Can't  you  leave  me  where  i'rn  ly- 
ing? 
O,  .  .  .  you  wait  for  our  betrothing  ? 

I  escape  you,  though. — by  dying  ! 
Lay  out  my  death-clothing. 

Well  I  would  that  your  white  face 
Were  abolisht  out  of  sight, 

With  the  glory  and  the  grace 
Swallowed  long  ago  in  night, — 

Gone, — without  a  trace  ! 

Reach  me  down  my  golden  harp. 

Set  it  here,  beside  my  knee. 
Never  fear  that  I  shall  warp 

All  the  chords  of  ecstasy, 
Striking  them  too  sharp  ! 

Crown  me  with  my  crown  of  flowerb 

Faded  roses  every  one  ! 
Pluckt  in  those  long-perisht  bowers, 

By  the  nightshade  overrun, — 
Fit  for  brows  like  ours  1 

F;ll  me.  now,  my  golden  rup. 

Pour  the  black  wine  to  the  brim 
Till  within  me,  while  I  sup, 
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All  tlie  fires,  long  quenched  and 

dim, 
Flare,  one  moment,  up. 

I  will  sing  yon  a  last  song. 

1  will  pledge  you  a  last  health  .  .  . 
Here's  to  weakness  seeming  strong  ! 

Ilerets   to   Want   that  follows 

Wealth  ! 
Here's  to  liight  gone  wrong  ! 

Curse  me  now  the  Oppressor's  rod, 
And  the  meanness  of  the  weak  ; 

And  the  fool  that  apes  the  nod  ; 
And  the  world  at  hide  and  seek 

With  the  wrath  of  God. 

Dreams  of  man's  unvalued  good, 
By  mankind's  unholy  means  1 

Curse  the  people  in  their  mud  ! 
And  the  wicked  Kings  and  Queens, 

Lying  by  the  Rood. 

Fill  !  to  every  plague  .  .  .  and  first, 
Love,  that  breeds  its  own  decay  ; 

Rotten,  ere  the  blossom  burst. 
Next,  the  friend  that  slinks  away, 

When  you  need  him  worst. 

9  the  world's  inhuman  ways  ! 

And  the  heartless  social  lie  ! 
And  the  coward,  cheapening  praise  ! 

And  the  patience  of  the  sky, 
Lighting  such  bad  days  1 


Cursed  be  tbe  heritage 

Of  the  sins  we  have  not  sinned  I 
Cursed  be  ibis  boasting  age, 

And  the  blind  that  lead  the  blind 
O'er  its  creaking  stage  ! 

O  the  vice  within  the  blood, 
And  the  sin  within  the  sense  ! 

And  the  fallen  angelhood. 
With  its  yearnings,  too  immense 

To  be  understood  I 

Curse  the  hound  with  beaten  hide, 
When    he    turns    and    licks    the 
hand. 

Curse  this  woman  at  my  side  ! 
And  the  memory  of  the  land 

Where  my  first  love  died. 

Curse'd  be  the  next  and  most 

(With  whatever  curse  most  kills), 

Me  .  .  .  the  man  whose  soul  is  lost  ; 
Fouled  by  each  of  all  these  ills, — 

Filled  with  death  and  dust  1 

Take  away  the  harp  of  gold, 
And  the  empty  wine-cup  too. 

Lay  me  out  :  for  1  grow  cold. 
There  is  something  dim  in  view, 

Which  must  pass  untold  : — 

Something     dim,     and     something 
vast, — 

Out  of  reach  of  all  I  say. 
Language  ceases  .  .  .  husbt,  aghast. 

What  am  I,  to  curse  or  pray  ? 
God  succeeds  at  last  1 
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A   PRAYER. 

MY  Saviour,  dare  I  come  to  Time, 
\Vlio  let  the  little  children  come  ? 
But  I  ?  .  .  .  my  soul  is  faint  in  me  ! 
1  come  from  wandering  to  and  fro 
This  weary  *rorld.      There  still  his 

round 
The    Accuse!     goes  :    but  Thee    I 

found 


Not  anywhere.     Both  joy  and  woe 
Have  passed  me  by.     I  am  too  we;  k 
To  grieve  or  smile.     And  yet  I  know 
That  tears  lie  deep  in  all  I  do. 
The  homeless  that  are  sick  for  home 
Are  not  so  wretched.     Kre  it  break, 
Receive  my  heart  ;  and  1'or  the  sake, 
Not  of  my  sorrows,  but  of  Thine, 
Bend  down  Thy  holy  eyes  on  iuiiac> 
Which  art)  too  full  of  misery 
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To   see  Thee  clearly,  though  they 

seek. 
Yet,  if  I  heard  Thy  voice  say  .  .  . 

"  Come," 

So  might  I,  dying,  die  near  Thee. 
It  shames  me  not,  to  have  passed  by 
The  temple-doors  in  every  stret-t 
Where    men  profaned  Thee  :    but 

that  I 
Bare    left  neglected,  choked    with 

weeds, 

Defrauded  of  its  incense  sweet 
Fnim     holy     thoughts     and    loyal 

deeds, 

Tin    fane  Thou  gavest  me  to  en- 
shrine 
Thee  in,   this    wretched    heart    of 

mine. 

The  Satyr  there  hath  entered  in  ; 
1  he  Owl  that  loves  the    darkened 

hour  ; 
And  obscene  shapes  of  night  and 

sin 
Still  haunt,  where  God  designed  a 

bower 
For  angels. 

Yet  I  will  not  say 
How  oft  I  have  aspired  in  vain, 
How  toiled  along  the  rugged  way, 
And  held  my  faith  above  uiy  pain, 
For    this    Thou    knowest.      Thou 

knowest  when 

I  faltered,  and  when  I  was  strong  ; 
And  how  from  that  of  other  men 
My   fate     was    different  :     all    the 

wrong 

Which  devastated  hope  in  me  : 
The    ravaged    years  ;    the   excited 

heart, 

That  found  in  pain  its  only  part 
Of  love  :  the  master  misery 
11--.it  shattered  all  my  early  years, 
From  which,  in  vain,  I  sought  to 

flee  : 
Thou  knowest  the  long  repentant 

tears, 
Thou  heard'st  me  cry  against  the 

spheres, 

So  sharp  my  anguish  seemed  to  be  I 
All  this  Thou  knowest.    Though  I 

should  keep 

19 


Silence,   Thou    knowest   my  hands 

were  free 
From  sin,  when   all  things   cried  to 

me 
To  sin.     Thou  knowest  that,  bad  I 

rolled 

My  soul  in  hell-flame  fifty-fold, 
My  sorrow  could  not  be  more  deep. 
Lord  !    there  is  nothing  hid  l'ro:a 

Thee. 

EUTHANASIA. 

(WRITTEN  AFTER  A   SEVERE    ILLNESS.) 

SPRING  to  the  world,  and  strength 

to  me,  returns  ; 
And  flowers  return, — but   not  tho 

flowers  I  knew. 
I  live  :  the  tire  of  life  within   me 

burns  ; 
But  all  my  life  is  dead.    The  land 

I  view 

I  know  not  ;  nor  the  life  which  I  re- 
gain. 
Within  the  hollow  of  the  hand  of 

death 
I  have  lain  so  long,  that  now  1 

draw  the  breath 
Of  life  as  unfamiliar,  and  with  pain. 

Of  life  :  but  not  the  life  which  is  no 

more  ; — 
That  tender,  tearful,  warm,   and 

passionate  thing  ; 
That  wayward,  restless,  wistful  life 

of  yore  ; 
Which  now  lies,  cold,  beneath  tho 

clasp  of  Spring, 
As  last  years  leaves  :  but  ev?h  alifn 

as  seems 
A  strange  new-comer,  coy  and  a  ii 

afraid. 
No  motion  leaves  the  heart  wher 

it  is  laid, 

Save  when  the  past  returns  to  me  in 
dreams. 

In  dreams,  like  memories  of  anothei 

world : 

The  beauty,  and  the  passion,  and 
the  pain, 
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The  wizardry  by  which  my  youth 

was  whirled 
Round  vain   desires,— so  violent, 

yet  so  vain  1 
The  love  which  desolated  life,  yet 

made 
-     So  dear  its  desolation  :  and  the 

creeds 
Which,  one  by  one,  snapped  iu  my 

hold  like  reeds, 

Beneath  the  weight  of  need  upon 
them  laid  I 

For  each  man  dreams  his  own  sand- 
house  secure 
While  life's  wild  waves  are  lulled; 

yet  who  can  say, 

|    If  yet  his  faith's  foundations  do  en- 
dure, 

It  is  not  that  no  wind  hath  blown 
that  way  ? 

Must  we    even  for    their   beauty's 
sake,  keep  furled 

Our  fairest  creeds,  lest  earth  should 

sully  them, 

And  take  what  ruder  help  chance 
sends,  to  stem 

The   rubs   and    wrenchings   of  this 
boisterous  world  ? 

Alas  !  'tis  not  the  creed  that  saves 

the  man  : 
It  is  the  man  that  justifies  the 

creed  : 
And  each  must  save  his  own  soul  as 

he  can, 
Since  each  is  burthencd  with  a 

different  need. 
Round   each    the    bandit    passions 

lurk  ;  and,  fast 
And  furious,  swarm   to  strip  the 

pilgrim  bare  ; 

Then,   oft,   in  lonely  places    un- 
aware, 

Fall  on  him,  and  do  murder  him  at 
last. 

And   oft  the  light   of   truth,  which 

through  the  dark 
We  fetched  such  toiifid   compass 
to  Jctoct, 


Glares  through  the  broken  cloud  on 

the  lost  bark, 
And  shows   the  rock  —  too  late, 

when  all  is  wrecked  1 
Not  from   one  wat.-h-towei   o'er  :he 

deep,  alone, 
It  streams,  but  lightens  there  and 

lightens  here 
With   lights   so   numberless   (like 

heaven's  eighth  sphere) 
That  all  their  myriad  splendors  seem 
but  one. 

Time  was,  when  it  seemed  possible 

to  be 
(Then,  when  this   shattered  prow 

first  felt  the  foam) 
Columbus  to  some  far  Philosophy, 
And  bring,  perchance,  the  golden 

Indies  home. 

O  siren  isles  of  the  enchanted  main 
Through  which  1  lingered  !  altars, 

temples,  groves, 
Whelmed  in  the  salt  sea  wave,  that 

rolls  and  roves 
Around  each  desolated  lost  domain  I 

Overall  these  hath  passed  the  deluge. 

And, 
Saved  from  the  sea,  forlornly  face 

to  face 
With   the  gaunt  ruin  of  a   world,  I 

stand. 
But  two  alone  of   all  that  perisLt 

race 
Survive  to  share  with  me  my  wau- 

derings  ; 
Doubt  and    Experience.       These 

my  steps  attend, 
Ever  ;  and  oft  above  my  harp  they 

bend, 

And,  weeping  with  me,  weep  araor.g 
its  strings. 

Yet, — saved,  though  in   a  land    un- 

consecrate 
By  any  memory,  it  seems  good  to 

me 
To  build  an  altar  to  the  Lord  ;  and 

wait 

Some  token,  either  from  the  land 
or  sea, 
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To  point  me    to    my    rest,  which 

should  be  near, 
llude  is  the  work,  and  simple  is 

my  skill  ; 
Yet,  if  the  hand  could  answer  to 

the  will, 

This  pile  should  lack  not  iucensc. 
Father,  hear 

ily  cry  unto  thee.     Make  thy  cov- 
enant 
Fast  with  my  spirit.     Bind  within 

Thy  bow 
The  whole  horizon  of  my  tears.    I 

pant 
For    Thy   refreshing.       Bid    Thy 

fountains  flow 
In  this  dry  desert,  where  no  springs 

I  see. 
Before  1  venture  in  an  unknown 

land, 
Here  will  I  clear  the  ground  on 

which  I  stand, 

And  justify  the  hope  Thou  gavest 
me. 

I    cannot    make    quite    clear   what 

conies  and  goes 
In  fitful  light,  by  waning  gleams 

descried. 
The  Spirit,  blowing  where  it  listeth, 

blo\vs 
Only  at  times,  some  single  fold 

aside 
Of  that  great  veil  which  hangs  o'er 

the  Unknown  : 
Yet  do  the  feeble,  fleeting  lights 

that  fall, 
Reveal  enough,  in  part,  for  hope  in 

all: 

A.nd   that   seems    surest  which  the 
least  is  shown. 

God  is  a  spirit.     It  is  also  said 
Alan  is  a  spirit.     Can  I  therefore 

deem 
The  two  in  nature  separate  ?    The 

made 
Ilath  in  it  of  the  Maker.     Hence  I 

see  Hi 

A  step  towards  light ; — since  'tis  the 
property 


Of  spirit  to  possess  itself  in  all 
It  is  possest  by  ; — halved  yet  in- 
tegral ; 
One  person,  various  personality. 

To  say  the  Infinite  is  that  which  lies 
Beyond   the  Finite,  .  .  .  were   it 

not  to  set 

A  border  mark  to  the  immensities  ? 
Far  as  these  mortal  senses  measure 

yet 
Their   little   region   of   the  mighty 

plan, 
Through  valves  of  birth  and  death 

— are  heard  foreyer 
The   finite  steps    of    infinite    en- 
deavor 

Moving    through    Nature    and    the 
mind  of  man. 

If    man, — the  finite    spirit, — in   in- 
finity 
Alone  can  find  the  truth  of  hia 

ideal, 

Dare  I  not  deem  that  infinite  Div- 
inity 
Within  the  finite  must  assume  the 

real  ? 
For  what  so  feverish  fancy,  reckless 

hurled 
Through  a  ruined  brain,  did  ever 

yet  descry 

A  symbol  sad  enough  to  signify 
The  conscious  God  of  an  unconscious 
world  ? 

Wherefore,  thus  much  perceived,  to 

recogni/.e 

In  God,  the  infinite  spirit  of  Unity, 

In  man,  the  finite  spirit,  here  implies 

An    interchanged     perception ; — 

Deity 

Within  humanity  made  manifest : 
Not  here  man  lonely,  there  a  lonely 

God  ; 
But,  in  all  paths  by  hnman  nature 

trod, 
Infinity  in  Finity  exprest. 

This  Interchange,  upon  man's  part, 

I  call 
Beligion  .  ro7  elatiou  on  the  part 
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Of  Dehv  :  wherefrom  there  seems  to 

fall 
'Tis  consequence  (the  point  from 

which  I  start) 

If  God  aiul  man  be  one  (a  unity 
Of   which   religion  is  the  human 

side) 
This  must  in  man's  religion  be 

descried, 
A.  consciousness  and  a  reality. 

Whilst  man  in  nature  dwells,   his 

God  is  still 
In  nature  ;  thence,  in  time,  there 

intervenes 
The  Law  :  he  learns  to  fortify  his 

will 
Against  his  passions,  by  external 

means  : 
A.iid  God  becomes  the  Lawgiver:  but 

when 
Corruption  in  the  natural  state  we 

see, 

And  in  the  legal  hopeless  tyranny, 
We  seem  to  need  (if  needed  not  till 
then) 

That  which  doth  uplift  nature,  and 

yet  makes 
More  light  the  heavy  letter  of  the 

law. 
Then  for  the  Perfect  the  Imperfect 

aches, 
Till  love  is  born  upon  the  deeps  of 

awe. 
T"et  what  of  this,  .  .  .  that  God  in 

man  may  lie, 
And   man,    though    mortal,   of   a 

race  divine, 
II  no  assurance  lives  which  may 

incline 
The  heart  of  man  toman's  divinity? 

"Tl  »3:  is  no  God"  ...  the  Fool 

8..it h — to  his  heart, 
Yet  shapes  a  godhead  from  his  in- 
tellect. 
Is  mind  than  heart  less  human,  .  .  . 

that  we  part 
Thought  from  affection,  and  from 

mind  erect 
A  deity  merely  intellectual  ? 


If  God  there  be,  devoid  of  sym- 

path; 

For  man,  he  is  not  man's  divinity. 
A  God  unloving  were  no  God  at  all. 

This  felt,  ...  I  ask  not ..."  What 

is  God?"  but  "  What 
Are  my  relations  with  Him  ?  "  thi 

alone 
Concerns  me  now  :  since,  if  I  know 

this  not, 
Though  I  should  know  the  sources 

of  the  sun, 
Or  what  within  the  hot  heart  of  the 

earth 
Lulls  the  soft  spirit  of  the  fire, 

although 
The    mandate    of  the   thunder  I 

should  know, 

To  me  my  knowledge  would  be  noth- 
ing worth. 

What  message,  or  what  messenger  to 

man  ? 
Whereby  shall  revelation  reach 

the  soul  ? 
For   who,   by   searching,   finds   out 

God  ?    How  can 
My  utmost  steps,  unguided,  gain 

the  goal 

Of  necessary  knowledge  ?    It  is  clear 
I  cannot  reach  the  gates  of  heaven, 

and  knock 
And  enter  :  though  I  stood  upon 

the  rock 

Like  Moses,  God  must  speak  ere  I 
can  hear, 

And  touch  me  ere  I  feel  him.     He 

must  come 

To  me  (1  cannot  join  Him  in  the 

cloud),  [home; 

Stand  at  the  dim  doors  of  my  mortal 

Lift  the  low   latch  of  life  ;   ai;d 

enter,  bowed 
Unto    this    earthly  roof  ;    and    sit 

within 
The  circle  of  the  senses  ;  at  the 

hearth 
Of  the  affections  ;  be  my  guest  on 

earth, 

Loving  my  love,  and  sorrowing  in 
my  sin. 
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Since,  though  I  stripped  Divinity,  in 
thought, 

From  passion,  which  is  personal- 
ity, 
My    God    would    still    be   human : 

though  I  sought 

In  the   bird's  wing  or  hi  the  in- 
sect's eye, 
Jlath3r  than  in  this  broken  heart  of 

mine, 
Uis  presence,  human  still:  human 

would  be 
All    human     thought    conceives. 

Humanity, 
Being  less  human,  is  not  more  divine. 

The  soul,  then,  cannot  stipulate  or 

refuse  [bassy. 

The  fashion  of  the  heavenly  em- 

Since  God  is  here  the  speaker,  He 

must  choose 
The  words  He  wills.    Already  I 

descry 
That  God  and  man  are  one,  divided 

here, 

Yet  reconcilable.     One  doubt  sur- 
vives. 
There  is   a  dread  condition   to 

men's  lives  : 

We    die  :    and,  from  its    death,   it 
would  appear 

Our    nature  is    not  one    with    the 

divine. 
Not  so.     The  Man-God  dies  ;  and 

by  his  death 
Doth  with  his    own  immortal  life 

combine 

The  spirit  pining  in  this  mortal 
breath.  [ate 

Who  from  himself  himself  did  alien- 
That    he,    returning    to    himself, 

might  pave 
A  pathway  hence,  to  heaven  from 

the  grave, 

For    man    to    follow — through    the 
heavenly  gate. 

Wert  thou.  my  Christ,  not  ignorant 

of  grief  ? 

A  man  of  sorrows  ?    Not  for  sor- 
row' b  aake 


(Lord,  1  believe  :  help  thou  mine  un- 
belief !) 
Beneath  the  thorns  did  tl.y  pure 

forehead  ache  : 

But  that  in  sorrow  only,  unto  sor- 
row, 
Can  comfort  come  ;  in  manhood 

only,  man 
Perceive     man's     destiny.        In 

Natuie's  plan 

Our  patli  is  over  Midnight  to  To- 
inorrov/. 

And  so  the  Prince  of  Life,  in  dying, 

gave 
Undying  life  to  mortals.    Once  he 

stood 
Among  his  fellows,  on  this  side  the 

grave, 
A  man,  perceptible  to  flesh  and 

blood  : 
Now,  taken  from  our  sight,  he  dwells 

no  less 
Within  our  mortal  memory  and 

thought ; 
The  mystery  of  all  he  was,  and 

wrought, 

Is  made  a  part  of  general  conscious- 
ness. 

And  in  this  consciousness  I  reach 

repose. 
Spent  with  the  howling  main  and 

desert  sand 

Almost  too  faint  to  pluck  the  unfad- 
ing rose 
Of  peace,  that  bows  its  beauty  to 

my  hand. 
Here  Reason  fails,  and  leaves  me  ; 

my  pale  guide 
Across  the  wilderness — by  a  stern 

commard, 
Shut    out,   like  Moses,   from    he 

Promist  Land. 

Touching  its   own  achievema-j%  it    j 
hath  died. 

Ah  yet  !  I  have  but  wrung  the  vic- 
tory 

From  Thought  !    Not  passionless 
will  be  my  path. 
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Yet  on  my  life's  pale  forehead  I  can 

see 
The    flush    of    squandered    fires. 

Passion  hath 
Yu,  iu  the  purpose  of  my  days,  its 

place. 
But  changed   in   asrect  :    turned 

unto  the  East, 
Whence  grows  the  daygpring  from 

on  high,  at  least 
A  finer  fervor  trembles  on  its  face. 


THE  SOUL'S  SCIENCE. 

CAN  History  prove  the  truth  which 
hath 

Its  record  in  the  silent  soul  ? 
Or  mathematics  mete  the  path 

Whereby  the  spirit  seeks  its  goal  ? 

Can  Love  of  aright  but  Love  inherit 
The   blessing   which    is    born    of 
1  ,ove  ? 

The  spirit  knoweth  of  the  spirit  : 
The  soul  alone  the  soul  can  prove. 

The  eye  to  see  :  the  ear  to  hear  : 
The    working    hand  to  help  the 
will  : 

To  every  sense  his  separate  sphere  : 
And  unto  each  his  several  skill. 

The  ear  to  sight,  the  eye  to  sound, 
Is  callous  :  unto  each  is  given 

His  lorddom  in  his  proper  bound. 
The    soul,   the    soul    to  find  out 
heaven  ! 

There  is  a  giory  veiled  to  sight  ; 
A    voice    which    never   ear  hath 

heard  ; 

There  is  a  law  no  hand  can  write, 
Yet    stronger    than    the   written 
word. 

And  hast  thou  tidings  for  my  soul, 
O  teacher?  to  my  soul  intrust 

Alone  the  purport  of  thy  scroll  : 
Or  vex  me  uot  with  learne'd  dust. 


A  PSALM  OF  CONFESSION. 

FULL   soon  doth  Sorrow  make  her 

covenant 
With  Life  ;  and  leave  her  shadow 

in  the  door  : 
And  all  those  future  days,  for  which 

we  pant. 
Do  come  in  mourning  for  the  days 

of  yore. 
Still  through  the  world  gleams  Mem 

ory  seeking  Love, 
Pale  as  the  torch  which  giioviug 

Ceres  bore, 
Seeking  Proserpina,  on  that  dark 

shore 

Where  only  phantoms  through  the 
twilight  move. 

The  more  we  change,  the  more  is  all 

the  same, 
Our  last  grief  was  a  tale  of  other 

years 
Quite  outworn,  till  to  our  own  hearts 

it  came. 
Wishes  are  pilgrims  to  the  Vale  of 

Tears. 
Our  brightest  joys  are  but  as  airy 

shapes 
Of  cloud,  that  fade  on  evening's 

glimmering  slope  ; 
And   disappointment    hawks    the 

hovering  hope 

Forever    pecking    at    the    painted 
grapes. 

Why  can  we  not  one  moment  pause, 

and  cherish 
Love,  though  love  turn  to  tears  ? 

or  for  hope's  sake 
Bless  hope,  albeit  the  thing  we  hope 

may  perish  ? 
For  happiness  is  not  in  what  w*i 

take, 
But  what   we  give.      Wl.at  matter 

though  the  thing 
We  cling  to  most  should  fail  us  ? 

dust  to  dust, 
It  is  lliefeeliny  for  the  thing, — the 

trust 

In  beauty  somewhere,  to  which  souls 
should  din;;. 
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My  j-Duth  has  failed,  if  failure  lies 

in  an iil it, 
The  warm  heart  dreams,  or  which 

the  working  hand 
Is  set  to  do.     I  have  failed  in  aidless 

thought, 

And  steadfast  purpose,  and  in  self- 
command. 
I  hav»  failed  in  hope,  in  health,  in 

love  :  failed  in  the  word, 
And  in  the  deed  too  1  have  failed. 

Ah  yet, 

Albeit  with  eyes  from  recent  weep- 
ings wet, 

S  .ng  thou,  my  Soul,  thy  psalm  unto 
the  Lord  I 

The  burthen  of  the  desert  and  the 
sea  !  [vale  I 

The  burthen  of  the  vision  in  the 
My   threshing-floor,   my    threshing- 
floor  !  ah  rue, 
Thy  wind  hath  strewn  my  corn, 

and  spoiled  the  flail  ! 
The  burthen  of  Duiiia.li  and  of  Ded- 

anim  ! 
What  of  the  nignt,  O  watchman, 

of  the  night  ? 
The  glory  of  Kedar  faileth  :  and 

the  might 
Of  mighty  men  is  minishc'd  and  dim. 

Tv.e  morning  cometh,  and  the  night, 

he  cries. 
The  watchman  cries  the  morning, 

too,  is  nigher. 
And,   if  ye  would  inquire,  lift  up 

your  eyes, 

Inquire  of  the  Lord,  return,  in- 
quire ! 

I  stand  upon  the  watchtower  all  day 

long  :  [ward. 

And  all  the  night  long  I  am  set  in 

Is  it  thy  feet  upon  the  mountains, 

Lord? 

1  sing  against   Ihe  darkness  :  hear 
my  song 

The    majesty  of    Kedar  hath  been 

spoiled  : 

Bound  are  the  arrows  :  broken  is 
the  bow. 


I  come  before  the  Lord  with  gar- 
ments soiled. 
The  ashes  of  my  life  are  on  my 

brow. 
Take  thou  thy  harp,  and  go  about 

the  city. 

O  daughter  of  Desire,  with  gar- 
ments torn  : 
Sing  many  songs,  wake  melody 

and  mourn, 

That    thou  may'et  be  remembered 
unto  pity. 

Just,  awful  God  !  here  at  thy  feet  I 

lay 
My  life's  most  precious  offering  : 

dearly  bought, 
Thou   knowest  with    what   toil   by 

night  and  day  : 

Thou  knoweht  the  pain,  the  pas- 
sion, and  the  thought. 
I  bring  thee  my  youth's  failure.     I 

have  spent 
My  youth  upon  it.    All  1  have  is 

here. 
Were  it  worth  all  it  is  not,  price 

more  dear 

Could  I  have  paid  for  its  accomplish- 
ment ? 

Yet  it  is  much.    If  I  could  say  to 

thee, 
•'  Acquit  me,  Judge ;   for  I  am 

thus,  and  thus  ; 
And  have  achieved — even  so  much,'* 

— should  I  be 

Thus  wholly  fearless  and  impetu- 
ous 
To  rush  into  thy  presence  ?  I  might 

weigh 
The  little  done  against  the  undone 

much  : 
My  merit  with  thy  mercy  :  and,  a 

such, 
Haggle  with  pardon  for  a  price  to 

pay- 
But  now  the  fulness  of  its  failure 

makes 

My  spirit  fearless ;    and    despair 
grows  bold. 
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My  brow,  beneath  its  sad  self-knowl- 
edge, aches. 
Life's    presence    passes  Thine    a 

thousand-fold 

In  contemplated  terror.     Can  I  lose 
Aught  by  that  desperate  temerity 
Wmch  leaves  no  choice  but  to  sur- 
render Thee 

My  life  witho  it  condition  ?    Could  I 
choose 

A  stipulated  sentence,  I  might  ask 
For  ceded  dalliance  to  some  cher- 

isht  vice  : 
Or  half-remission  of  some  desperate 

task  : 
Now,  all  I  have  is  hateful.     What 

is  the  price  ? 
Speak,   Lord  !    I  hear  the    Fiend's 

hand  at  the  door. 
Hell's  slavery  or  heaven's  service 

is  it  the  choice  ? 
How  can  I  palter  with  the  terms  ? 

O  voice, 

Whence  do  I  hear  thee  ..."  Go  : 
and  sin  no  more  "  ? 

No  more,  no  more  ?    But  I  have  kist 

dead  white 
The  cheek  of  Vice.     No  more  the 

harlot  hides 
Tier  loathsomeness  of  lineament  from 

my  sight. 
No  more  within  my  bosom  there 

abides 
Her    poisoned     perfume.      O,    the 

witch's  mice 
Have    eat    her    scarlet  robe  and 

diaper, 
And  she  fares  naked  I    Part  from 

her — from  her  ? 

s  this  the  price,  O  Lord,  is  this  the 
price? 

Yet,  though    her  web    be  broken, 

bonds,  I  know, 
Slow  custom  frames  in  the  strong 

forge  of  time, 
Which  outlast  love,  and  will  not  wear 

with  woe, 

Nor  break  beneath  the  cognizance 
of  crime. 


The  witch  goes  bare.     But  he, — the 

father  fiend, 
That  roams  the  unthrifty  furrows 

of  my  days, 
Yet  walks  the  field  of  life  ;  and, 

where  lie  strays, 

The  husbandry  of  heaven  for  hell  is 
gleaned. 

Lulls  are  there  in  man's  life  which 

are  not  peace. 
Tumults  which  are  not  triumphs. 

Do  1  take 
The  pause  of  passion  for  the  fiend's 

decease  ? 
This  frost  of  grief  hath  numbed 

the  drowsing  snake  ; 
Which  yet  may  wake,  and  sting  me 

in  the  heat 
Of  new  emotions.     What  shall  bar 

the  door 
Against   the  old  familiar,  that  of 

yore 

Came  without  call,  and   sat  within 
my  seat  ? 

When  evening  brings  its  dim  grim 

hour  again, 
And  hell  lets  loose  its  dusky  brood 

awhile, 
Shall  1  not  find  him  in  the  darkness 

then  ? 
The  same  subservient  and  yet  in- 

solent  smile  ? 
The   same   indifferent  ignominious 

face  ? 
The  same  old  sense  of  household 

horror,  come 
Like  a  tame  creature,  back  into  its 

home  ? 

Meeting  me,  haply,  in  my  wonted 
place, 

With  the  loathed  freedom  of  an  un- 
loved mate, 
Or  crouching  on  my  pillow  as  of 

old  ? 
Knowing  I  hate  him,  impotent  in 

hate  ! 

Therefore  more  subtle,  strenuous 
and  bold. 
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Thus  anrient  habit  will  usurp  young 

will, 
And  each  new  effort  rivet  the  old 

thrall. 
No  matter  !  those  who  climb  must 

count  to  fall, 
Cut  each  new  fall  will  prove  them 
climbing  still. 

)  wretched  man  1  the  body  of  this 

death 

Which,  groaning  in  the  spirit,  I 

yet  bear  [breath 

On  to  the  end  (so  that  I  breathe  the 

Of  its    corruption,   even    though 

breuthing  prayer), 
What  shall  take  from  me  ?    Must  I 

drag  forever 
The  cold  corpse  of  the  life  which  I 

have  killed 
But  cannot  bury  ?    Must  my  heart 

be  filled 

With  the  dry  dust  of  every  dead  en- 
deavor ? 

For  often,  at  the  mid  of  the  long 

night, 
Some    devil  enters  into  the  dead 

clay, 

And  gives  it  life  unnatural  in  my 

sight.  [away, 

The  dead  man  rises  up  ;  and  roams 

Back  to  the  mouldered  mansions  of 

the  Past  : 

And  lights  a  lurid  revel  in  the  halls 
Of  vacant    years  ;    and    lifts   his 

voice,  and  calls, 

Till  troops  of  phantoms  gather  round 
him  fast. 

frail  gold-haired  corpses,  in  whose 

eyes  there  lives 
A   strange  regret  too  wild  to  let 

them  rest  : 
Crowds  of  pale  maidens,  who  were 

never  wives 

And  infants  that  all  died  upon  the 
breast  [revelry 

That  suckled  them.   And  these  make 
Mingled  with  wailing  all  the  mid- 
night through, 


Till  the  sad  day  doth  with  stern 

liirht  renew 

The  toiling  land,  and  the  complain- 
ing sea. 

Full  well  I  know  that  in  this  world 

of  ours 

The  dreadful  Commonplace  suc- 
ceeds all  change  ; 
We  catch  at  times  a  gleam  of  flying 

powers 
That  pass  in  storm  some  windy 

mountain  range  : 
But,  while  we  gaze,  the  cloud  returns 

o'er  all. 
And  each,  to  guide  him  up  the 

devious  height, 
Must    take,   and  bless,  whatever 

earthly  light 

From   household   hearths,  or  shep- 
herd fires,  may  fall. 

This  wave,  that  groans  and  writhes 

upon  the  beach, 

To-murrow   will   submit  itself   to 
calm  ;  [of  reach, 

That  wind  that  rushes,  moaning,  out 
Will  die  anon  beneath  some  breath- 
less palm  ; 

These  tears,  these  sighs,  these  mo- 
tions of  the  soul, 
This   inexpressible  pining  of  the 

mind, 
The  stern  indifferent  laws  of  life 

shall  bind, 
And  fix  forever  in  their  old  control. 

Behold  this  half-tamed  universe  of 

things  ! 
That    cannot  break,   nor   wnolly 

bear,  its  chain. 
Its  heart  by  fits  grows  wild  :  it  leaps, 

it  springs  ; 
Then  the  chain  galls,  and  kennels 

it  again. 
If  man  were  formed  with  all  his 

faculties 

For  sorrow,  I  should  sorrow  for 
him  less.  [stress 

Considering  a  life    so  brief,  :ho 
Of  its  short  passion  I  might  wel] 
despise  : 
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But  all  man's  faculties  are  for  de- 
light ; 
But  all  man's  life  is  compassed 

with  what  seems 
Framed  for  enjoyment  :  but  from  all 

thai  sight 
An  d  sense  reveal  a  magic  murmur 

streams 
Into  man's  heart,  which    says,  or 

seems  to  say, 
"  Be  happy  !"  .  .  .  and  the  heart 

of  man  replies, 
"  Leave  happiness    to  brutes  :    I 

would  be  wise  : 

Give    me,   not    peace,  but  science, 
glory,  art." 

Therefore,  age,  sickness,  and  mor- 
tality [pain  : 
Are  but  the  lightest  portion  of  his 
Therefore,  shut  out  from  joy,  inces- 
santly 

Death  finds  him  toiling  at  a  task 
that's  vain.  have  : 

I  weep  the  want  of  all  he  pines  to 
1  weep  the  loss  of  all  he  leaves  be- 
hind : — 
Contentment,    and    repose,    and 

peace  of  mind, 

Pawned  for  the  purchase  of  a  little 
grave  : 

I   weep  the   hundred  centuries    of 

time  ; 
[  weep    the    millions    that   have 

squandered  them 

In  error,  doubt,  anxiety,  and  crime, 
Here,  where  the  free  birds  sing 

from  leaf  and  stem  : 
I  weep  .  .  .  but  what    are    tears  ? 

What  I  deplore 
I  knew  not,  half  a  hundred  years 

ago  : 
And  half  a  hundred  years  from 

hence,  I  know 

That  what  I  weep  for  I  shall  know 
no  more. 

The  spirit  of  that  wide  and  leafless 

wind 

That  wanders    o'er  the    uucoiu- 
panioued  sea, 


Searching  for  what  it  never  seems  to 

find. 
Stirred  in  my  hair,  and  moved  my 

heart  in  me, 

To  follow  it,  far  over  land  and  main: 
And  everywhere  over  this  earth' i 

scarred  face 
The  footsteps  of  a  God  I  seemed 

to  trace  ; 

But  everywhere  steps  of  a  God  ir 
pain. 

If,  haply,  he  that  made  this  heart  of 

mine, 
Himself    in    sorrow    walked    the 

world  erewhile, 

What  then  am  I,  to  marvel  or  repine 
That  I  go  mourning  ever  in  the 

smile 

Of  universal  nature,  searching  ever 
The  phantom  of  a  joy  which  here 

I  miss  ? 
My  heart  inhabits    other  worlds 

than  this, 

Therefore  my  search  is  here  a  vain 
endeavor. 

Methought,  ...  (it  was  the    mid- 
night of  my  soul, 
Dead  midnight)  that  I  stood  on 

Calvary  : 
I  found  the  cross,  but  not  the  Christ. 

The  whole 
Of  heaven  was  dark  :  and  I  wem, 

bitterly 
Weeping,  because  I  found  him  not. 

Methought,  .  .  . 
(It  was  the  twilight  of  the  dawn 

and  mist) 
I   stood   before  the  sepulchre  of 

Christ : 

The  sepulchre  was  vacant,  voi£  o 
aught  i 

Saving  the  cere-clothes  of  the  grave, 

which  were 
Upfoldcn      straight     and     empty : 

bitterly 
Weeping  I  stood,  because  not  even 

there 
I  found  him.    Then  a  voice  spake 

unto  uiti, 
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"  Whom  sookost  thoti  V    Why  is  thy 

heart  di.Miiayed  ? 
Jesus  of  Na/.:mMh.  ho  is  not  here: 
Behold,  the  Lord  is  risen.     Be   of 

cheer  : 

Appr?ach,    behold  the  place   where 
he  was  laid." 

.And   while   he   spake,   the    sunrise 

smote  the  world. 
"  Go  forth,  and  tell  thy  brethren," 

spake  the  voice  : 

"  The  Lord  is  risen."     Suddenly  un- 
furled. 
The  whole  unclouded  Orient  did 

rejoice 
In    glory.       Wherefore     should    I 

mourn  that  here 
My   heart   feels  vacant    of  what 

most  it  needs  '! 

Christ   is   ri>en  !    .  .  .    the  cere- 
clothes  and  the  weeds 
That  wrapped  him  lying  in  his  sepul- 
chre 

Of  earth,  he  hath  abandoned  ;  being 

gone 
Back  into  heaven,  where  we  too 

must  turn 
Our  gaze  to  find  him.    Pour,  O  risen 

Sun 
Of  Righteousness,  the    light    for 

which  I  yearn 
Upon  the  darkness  of  this  mortal 

hour, 
This   track  of  night  in   which   I 

walk  forlorn  : 
Behold  the  night  is  now  far  spent. 

The  morn 

L  "*aks,  breaking  from  afar  through 
a  night  shower. 


REQUIESCAT. 

I  soxroirr  to  build  a  deathless  mon- 
ument 

To    my    dead     love.      Therein   I 
meant  to  place 

Ail  precious  things,  and  rare  :    as 
Nature  blent 


All  single  sweetnesses  in  one  sweet 

face. 
I  could  not  build  it  worthy  her  mute 

merit, 
Nor  worthy  her  white  brows  and 

holy  eyes. 
Nor  worthy  of  her  perfect  and  pure 

spirit, 
Nor  of  my  own  immortal  mem 

cries. 

But  as  some  wrapt  artificer  of  old, 
To  enshrine  the  ashes  of  a  virgin 

saint, 
Might  scheme  to  work  with  ivory, 

and  fine  gold, 
And  carven  gems,  and  legended 

and  quaint 
Seraphic  heraldries  ;  searching  far 

lands, 
Orient  and  Occident,  for  all  things 

rare, 
To  consecrate  the  toil  of  reverent 

hands, 
And  make  his  labor,  like  her  virtue, 

fair  ; 

Knowing  no  beauty  beautiful  as  she, 
And  all  his  labor  void,  but  to  be- 
guile 
A  sacred  sorrow  ;  so  I  worked.    Ah, 

see 
Here  are  the    fragments    of  my 

shattered  pile  1 
I  keep  them,  and  the  flowers  that 

sprang  between 
Their   broken   workmanship — the 

flowers  and  weeds  ! 
Sleep  soft  among  the  violets,  O  my 

Queen, — 

Lie     calm     among     my     ruined 
thoughts  and  deeds. 

EPILOGUE. 

PAST  I. 

CHANG K  without  term,  and  strife 

without  result, 

Persons    that  pass,  and    shadows 
that  remain, 

One  strange,  impenetrate,  and  oc- 
cult- 
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Suggestion  of  a  hope,  that's  hoped 

in  vain, 
Behold  the   world   man  reigns   in  ! 

His  delight 
Deceives  ;    his    power    fatigues  ; 

his  strength  is  brief  ; 
Even    his    religion    presupposes 

grief, 
'His  morning  is  not  certain  of  the 

night. 

I  have  beheld,  without  regret,  the 

trunk, 
Which     propped    three    hundred 

summers  on  its  boughs, 
Which  housed,  of    old,  the    merry 

bird,  and  drunk 
The  divine  dews  of  air,  and  gave 

carouse 
To  the  free  winds  of  heaven,   lie 

overthrown 
Amidst  the  trees  which  its  own 

fruitage  bore. 
Its  proinise  is  fulfilled.    It  is  no 

more, 

But  it  hath  been.      Its  destiny  is 
done. 

But  the  wild  ash,  that  springs  above 

the  marsh  ! 
Strong  and  superb  it  rises  o'er  the 

wild. 
Vain    energy    of  being  I     For  the 

harsh 

And  fetid  ooze  already  hath  de- 
filed 
The  roots  by  whose  sap  it  lives  by. 

Heaven  doth  give 
No  blessing  to  its  boughs.     The 

humid  wind 

Rots    them.      The    vapors    warp 
l          them.     All  declined, 
I  B   life    hath    ceased,   ere    it  hath 
ceased  to  live. 

Child  of  the  waste,  and  nursling  of 

the  pest  I 
A  kindred  fate  hath  watched  and 

wept  thy  own. 
Thine    epitaph    is   written  in  my 

breast. 


Years  change.      Day   treads    out 

day.     For  me  alone 
No    change    is    nursed   within    the 

brooding  bud. 
Satiety  I  have  not  known,  and 

vet. 
I  wither  in  the  void   of   life,  and 

fret 

A  futile  time,  with  an  unpeaceful 
blood. 

The  days  are  all  too  long,  the  nights 

too  fair, 

And  too  much  redness  satiates  the 
rose. 

0  blissful  season  I  blest  and  balmy 

air  ! 
Waves  !     moonlight  !      silence  ! 

years  of  lost  repose  I 
Bowers  and  shades  that  echoed  to 

the  tread 
Of  young  Romance  I    birds  that, 

from  woodland  bars, 
Sang,  serenading  forth  the   timid 

stars  ! 
Youth  !   beauty  !  passion  1  whither 

are  ye  fled  ? 

1  wait,   and  long  have  waited,  and 

yet  wait 
The  coming  of  the  footsteps  which 

ye  told 
My  heart  to  watch  for.     Yet  the 

hour  is  late, 
And  ye  have  left  me.     Did  they 

lie,  of  old, 
Your  thousand  voices  prophesying 

bliss  ? 
That  troubled  all  the  current  of  a 

fate 

Which  else  might  have  been  peace- 
ful !     I  await 
The  thing  I    have  not  found,  yet 

would  not  miss. 

To   face  out   childhood,  and     jrow 

up  to  man, 
To  make  a  noise,  and  question  all 

one  sees, 

The  astral  orbit  of  a  world  to  span, 
And,  after  a  few  dayb,  to  take  one's 
ease 
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Under  the  graveyard  grasses, — this.    If  tliou  wouldst   live,  content   thee. 


my  friend, 
Appears  to  me  a  thing  too  strange 

but  what 
]  wish  to   know   its   meaning.     I 

would  not 
Depart  before  I  have  perceived  the 

end. 


And  1  ivould  know  what,  here  below 

the  snn, 
He  is,  and  what  is  his  place,  that 

being  which  seems 
The  end  of  all  means,  yet  the  means 

of  none  ; 
Who     searches     and     combines, 

aspires  and  dreams  ; 
Seeking  new   things   with  ever  the 

same  hope, 
Seeking  new  hopes   in  ever  the 

same  thing  ; 
A  king  without  the   powers   of  a 

king, 

A  beggar   with  a  kingdom   in  his 
scope ; 

Who  only  sees  in  what  he  hath  at- 
tained 
The  means  whereby  he  may  attain 

to  more  ; 
Who  only  finds  hi  that  which  he 

hath  gained 
The  want  of  what  he  did  not  want 

before  ; 
Whom  weakness  strengthens  ;  who 

is  soothed  by  strife  ; 
Who  seeks  new  joys  to  prize  the 

absent  most  ; 

Still  from  illusion  to  illusion  tost, 
B  .ra»olf  the    great  illusion    of  his 
Jel 


Wl }  is  it,  all  deep  emotion  makes 

us  sigh 
To  quit  this  world  ?    What  better 

thing  than  death 
Can  fol'ov  after  rapture  ?    "  Let  us 

di:     ' 

This  is  the  last  wish  on  the  lover's 
breath. 


To  enjoy 
Is  to   begin  to  perish.      What  io 

bliss, 
But    transit  to  some  other  state 

from  this  ? 

That  which  we  live  for  must  our  li'e 
destroy. 

Hast  thou  not  ever  longed  for  death 

If  not, 

Not  yet  thy  life's  experience  is  at- 
tained. 

But  if  thy  days  be  favored,  if  thy  lot 
Be  easy,  if  hope's  summit  thou 

hast  gained, 
Die  1    Death  is  the  sole  future  left 

to  thee. 
The  knowledge    of    this    life    in 

bound,  for  each, 
By  his  own  powers.      Death  lies 

between  our  reach 
And  all  which,  living,  we  have  lived 
to  be. 


Death  is  no  evil,  since  it  comes  to 

all. 
For  evil  is  the  exception,  not  the 

law. 
What  is  it  in  the  tempest  that  doth 

call 
Our   spirits  down  its  pathways  * 

or  the  awe 

Of  that  abyss  and  solitude  beneath 
High  mountain  passes,  which  doth 

aye  attract 

Such  strange  desire  ?  or  in  the  cat- 
aract ? 

The  sea  ?     It  is  the  sentiment  t| 
death. 


If  life  no  more  than  a  mere  seeming 

be, 
Away  with  the  imposture  !    If  it 

tend 

To  nothing,  and  to  have  lived  seem- 
ingly 

Prove  to  be  vain  and  futile  in  the 
end, 
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Then  lot  us  die,  that  we  may  really 

live, 
Or  erase  to  feign  to  live.     Let  us 

]>(>S8»'S8 

lasting  delight,  or  lasting  quiet- 

lll'SS. 

\Vhat  life  desires,  death,  only  death, 
ran  give. 

V^here    are    the  violets  of  vanisht 

years  ? 
Tb«?  sunsets  Rachel  watched   by 

Laban's  well  ? 

Whsr:  is  Fidele's  face?  where  Ju- 
liet's tears  ? 
There   conies   no  answer.     There 

is  none  to  tell 
What   we  go  questioning,   till    our 

mouths  are  stopt 
By  a  clod  of  earth.    Ask  of  the 

plangent  sea, 
The  wild  wind  wailing  through  the 

leafless  tree, 

Ask  of   the  meteor  from   the  mid- 
night dropt  ! 

Dome,  Death,  and  bring  the  beauty 

back  to  all  ! 
I  dj  not  seek  thee,  but  I  will  not 

shun. 

Ami  let  thy  coming  be  at  even-fall, 
Thy    pathway  through  the  setting 

of  the  sun. 

And  let  us  go  together,  I  with  thee, 
What    time  the    lamps   in   Eden 

Dowers  are  lit, 
And  Melancholy,  all  alone,  doth 

sit 

3y  the  wide  marge  of  some  neglected 
•sea. 

PART  H. 

KE  hour  of  English  twilight  once 

again  ! 

Lo  !  lu  the  rosy  regions  of  the  dew 
The  confines  of  the  world  begin  to 

wane, 
And   Hesper  doth   his   trembling 

lamp  renew. 

Now    is    the    inauguration    of    the 
night  I 


Nature's  release  to  wearied  earth 

and  skies  ! 
Sweet    truce    of    Cure  !      Labor's. 

brief  armistice  ! 
Best,  loveliest  interlude  of  dark  and 

liirhr.  ! 


light  ! 


The  rookery,  babbling  in  the  sunkeu 

wood  ; 
The  watchdog,  barking  from  the 

distant  farm, 
The  dim  light  fading  from  the  horned 

flood, 
That   winds   the  woodland  in   its 

silver  arm  ; 
The  massed  and   immemorial  oaks, 

whose  leaves 
Tre  husht  in  yonder  healthy  dells 

below  ; 
The  fragrance  of  the  meadows  that 

I  know ; 

The  bat,  that  now  his  wavering  cir- 
cle weaves 

Around  these  antique  towers,  and 

casements  deep 
That  glimmer,  through  the  ivy  and 

the  rose, 

To  the  faint  moon,  which  doth  be- 
gin to  creep 
Out  of    the   inmost   heart  o'  the 

heavens'  repose, 
To  wander,  all  night  long,  without 

a  sound, 

Above  the  fields  my  feet  oft  wan- 
dered once  ; 
The  larches  tall  and  dark,  which 

do  ensconce 

The  little  churchyard,  in  whose  hal- 
lowed ground 

Sleep  half  the  simple    friends   my 

childhood  knew  : 
All,  all  the  sounds  and  sights  of 

this  blest  hour, 
Sinking  within  my  heart  of  hearts, 

like  dew, 
Revive   that    so  long   parch t  and 

drooping  flower 
Of  youth,  the  world's  he:  breath  for 

many  years 
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flath  burwd   and  withered  ;   till 
once  inure,  once  more. 

The  revelation  and  the  dream  of 

yore 

Return  to  solace  these  sad  eyes  with 
tears  ! 

Vhere  now,  alcne,  a  solitary  man, 
I  pace  once  more  the  pathways  of 

my  home, 
AJght-hearted,  and  together,  once  we 

ran, 
I,  and  the  infant  guide  that  used 

to  roam 
With  me,  the  meads  and  ineadow- 

lianks  among, 
At   dusk   and    .lawn.     How   light 

those  little  feet 
Danci'd  through  the  dancing  grass 

and  waving  wheat. 
Where'  er.    far    off,    we    heard    the 
cuckoo's  song  ! 

I  know  now,  little  Ella,  what  the 

(lowers 
Said  to  you  then,   to  make  your 

cheek  so  pale  ; 
And  why  the  blackbird  in  our  laurel 

bowers 
Spake  to  you,  only  ;  and  the  poor, 

pink  snail 
Feared  less  your  steps  than  those  of 

the  May-shower. 
It  was  not  strange  these  creatures 

loved  you  so, 
And  told  you  all.     'Twas  not  so 

long  ago 

You  were,  yourself,  a  bird,  or  else  a 
flower 

And,  little  Ella,  you  were  pale,  be- 
cause 
So  soon  you  were  to  die.     I  know 

that  now. 
And  why  there  ever  seemed  a  sort  of 

gauze 
Oyer  your  deep  blue  eyes,  and  sad 

young  brow. 
You   were   too  good    to    grow    up, 

Kiln,  you, 

And  be  a  woman,  such  as  I  have 
known  ! 


And  so  upon  your  heart  they  put 

a  stone, 

And   left   you,    dear,    amongst  the 
flowers  and  dew. 

God's  will  is  good.     He  knew  what 

would  be  best. 
I  will  not  weep  thce,  darling,  any 

more  ; 
I  have  not  wept  thce  ;   though  my 

heart,  opprest 
With  many  memories,  for  thy  sake 

is  sore. 
God's  will   is  good,  and  great  Hia 

wisdom  is. 
Thou  wast  a  little  star,  and  thou 

didst  shine 
Upon  my  cradle  ;   but  thou  wasi 

not  mine, 

Thou  wast  not  mine,   my  darling 
thou  art  llis. 

My  morning  star  !  twin  sister  of  m 

soul  ! 
My  little  elfin  friend  from  Fai  / 

Land  ! 
Whose   memory  is   yet  innocent    >f 

the  whole 
Of  that  which   makes  me  dot   ;ly 

need  thy  hand, 
Thy  little  guiding  hand  so  soon  w  >th- 

drawn  ! 
Here  where  I  find  so  little  HL«  to 

thee. 
For   thou  wert  as   the  breath  of 

dawn  to  me, 

Starry,  and  pure,  and  brief  as  «   he 
dawn. 

Thy  knight  was  I,   and    th^a  my 

Fairy  Queen. 
('Twas  in  the  days  of  love  and 

chivalry  !) 
And  thou  didst  hide  thec  in  a  Ho^  <jt 

of  green. 
But  thou  so  well  hast  hidden  thee, 

that  I 
Have  never  found  thee  since.     And 

thou  didst  set 

Many  a  task,  and  juest,  and  higb 
emprise. 
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Ere  I  should  win  my  guerdon  from 

thine  eyes, 
So  many,  and  so  many,  that  not  yet 

My  tasks  are  ended,  or  my  wander- 
ings o'er. 
But  some  day  thou  wilt  send  across 

the  main 
A  magic  bark,  and  I  shall  quit  this 

shore 
Of    care,   and    find    thee,  in  thy 

bower,  again  ; 
And  thou  wilt  say,  "  My  brother, 

hast  thou  found 
Our  home,  at  last  ?  "  .  .  .  Whilst  I, 

in  answer,  Sweet, 
Shall  heap  my  life's  last  booty  at 

thy  feet, 

And  bare  my  breast  with  many  a 
bleeding  wound. 

The  spoils  of  time  !  the  trophies  of 

the  world  ! 
The  keys  of  conquered  towns,  and 

captived  kings  ; 

And  many  a  broken  sword,  and  ban- 
ner furled  ; 
The   heads   of  giants,  and   swart 

Soklan's  rings  ; 
And   many  a  maiden's   scarf  ;   and 

many  a  wand 

Of  ballled  wizard  ;  many  an  amu- 
let ; 
And  many  a   shield,  witli   mine 

own  heart's  blood  wet ; 
And  jewels,  dear,  from  many  a  dis- 
tant laud  1 

God's  will  is  good.     He  knew  what 

would  be  best. 
I  thought  last  year  to  pass  away 

from  life. 
I  thought  my  toils  were  ended,  and 

my  quest 
Completed,  and   my  part   in  this 

world's  strife 
Accomplish!.     And,  behold  !    about 

me  now 

There  rest  the  gloom,  the  glory, 
and  Che  awe 


Of  a  new  martyrdom,  no  dreams 

fon-saw  ; 

And  the  thorn-crown  hath  blossomed 
on  my  brow. 

A  martyrdom,  but  with  a  martyr's 

joy  ! 
A  hope  I  never  hoped  for  !  and 

sense 
That  nothing  henceforth  ever  ca 

destroy  : — 

Within  my  breast  the  serene  con- 
fidence 

Of  mercy  in  the  misery  of  things  ; 
Of  meaning  in  the  mystery  of  all ; 
Of  blessing  in  whatever  may  be- 
fall ; 
Of  rest  predestined  to  all  wanderings. 

How  sweet,  with  thee,  my  sister,  to 

renew, 
In  lands  of  light,  the  search  for 

those  bright  birds 
Of  plumage,  so  ethereal  in  its  hue, 
And  music  sweeter  than  all  mortal 

words, 

Which  some  good  angel  to  our  child- 
hood sent 
With     messages    from    Paradi*al 

flowers, 
So  lately  left,  the  scent  of  Eden 

bowers 

Yet  lingered  in  our  hair,  where'er 
we  went  I 

Now,  they  are  all  fled  by,  this  many 

a  year, 
Adown  the  viewless  valleys  of  tho 

wind, 
And    never    more    will    cross    th  a 

hemisphere, 
Those  birds  of    passage  !    Neve 

shall  I  find, 
Dropt  from  the  flight,  you  followed, 

dear,  so  far 
That  you  will  never  come  again, 

1  know, 
One    plumelet    on    the   paths  by 

which  I  go, 

Missing  thy  light  there,  O  my  morn- 
ing star  I 
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Soft,  over  all,  doth  ancient  twilight 

cast 

Her  dim  gray  robe,  vague  as  fu- 
turity. 
And  sad   and  hoary  as  the  ghostly 

past, 

Till  earlh  assumes  invisibility. 
f  hear  the  night-bird's  note,  where- 
with she  starts 
The  bee  within  the  blossom  from 

his  dream. 
A  light,  like  hope,  from  yonder 

pane  doth  beam. 

And  now,  like  hope,  it  silently  de- 
parts. 

Hush  !   from   the   clock  within  yon 

dark  church  spire, 
Another  hour  broke,  clanging,  out 

of  time, 
And  passed  me,  throbbing  like  my 

my  own  desire, 
Into  the  seven-fold  heavens.    And 

now,  the  chime 
Over  the  vale,  the  woodland,  and 

the  river, 
More  faint,  more  far,  a  quivering 

echo,  strays 
From    that    small    twelve-houred 

circle  of  our  days. 

And   spreads,   and    spreads,   to   the 
great  roiuid  Forever. 

Pensive,  the  sombre  ivied  porch  I 

pass. 
Through  the  dark  hall,  the  sound 

of  my  own  feet 
Pursues  me,  like  the  ghost  of  what  I 

was, 
Into  this  silent  chamber,  where  I 

meet 
From  wall  to  wall  the  fathers  of  my 

race  ; 
P-e  pictures  of  the  past  from  wall 

to  wall  ; 
Wandering  o'er  which,  my  wistful 

glances  fall, 
To  sink,  at  last,  on  little  Ella's  face. 

This  is  my  home.     And  hither  I  re- 
turn. 

After  much  wandering  in  the  ways 
of  men, 
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Weary  but  not  outworn.    Here,  with 

her  urn 
Shall   Memory  come,  and  be  my 

denizen. 
And  blue-eyed  Hope  shall  through 

the  window  look, 
And  lean  her  fair  child's  face  int 

the  room, 
What   time    the   hawthorn    bud 

anew,  and  bloom 

The  bright  forget-me-nots  beside  the 
brook. 

Father  of  all  which  is,  or  yet  may  be, 
Ere  to  the  pillow  which  my  child- 

hood prest 
This    night    restores    my   troubled 

brows,  by  Thee 
May  this,  the  last  prayer  I  have 

learned,  be  blest  ! 
Grant  me  to  live  that  I  may  need 

from  liftj 
No  more  than  life  hath  given  me, 

and  to  die 
That  I  may  give  to  death  no  more 

than  I 

Have  long  abandoned.    And,  if  toil 
and  strife 


the  portion  of  my  days  must 
be, 
Firm  be  my  faith,  and  quiet  be  my 

heart  ! 
That  so  my  work  may  with  my  will 

agree, 
And  strength  be  mine  to  calmly 

fill  my  part 
In  Nature's  purpose,  questioning  not 

the  end. 
For  love  is  more  than  raiment   jf 

than  food. 
Shall  I  not  take  the  evil  with  th 

good  ? 

Blessed  to  me  be  all  which  thou  dost 
send  I 

Nor  blest  the  least,  recalling  what 

hath  been, 
The  knowledge  of  the  evil  I  havo 

known 
Without  me,  and  within  me.    Since. 

to  lean 
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Upon  a  strength  far  mightier  than 

my  own 
Such    knowedge    brought    me.     In 

whose  strength  1  stand, 
Firnily  upheld,   even   though,   in 

ruin  hurled, 

n   The  lixed  foundations  of  this  roll- 
ing world 

hould  topple  at  the  waving  of  Thy 
Lund. 


PABT  III. 

fl  AIL  Ihou  !  sole  Muse  that,  in  an 

}  '^e  of  toil, 

Of  all  the  old  Uranian  sisterhood, 
Art  left  to  light  us  o'er  the  furrowed 

soil 

Of  this  laborious  star  I    Muse,  un- 
subdued 
By  that  strong  hand  which  hath  in 

ruin  razed 
The  temples  of  dread  Jove  !   Muse 

most  divine, 
Albeit  but  ill  by  these  pale  lips  of 

mine, 

In  days  degenerate,  first  named  and 
praised  ! 

Now  the  high  airy  kingdoms  of  the 

day 
Hyperion  holds  not.     The  disloyal 

seas 
Have  broken  from  Poseidon's  purple 

sway. 
Through     Heaven's    harmonious 

golden  palaces 

No  more  the  silver-sandalled  mes- 
sengers 

Slide  to  sweet  airs.     Upon  Olym- 
pus brow 
The  gods'  great  citade    is  vacant 

now. 

And  not  a  lute  to  Love  in  Lesbos 
btirs. 

But    thou  wert    born    not   on    the 

Forked  Hill, 
Nor   fed  from    Hybla's   hives  by 

Attic  bees, 
Nor  on  the  honey  Cretan  oaks  distil, 


Or  once  distilled,  when  gods  had 

homes  in  trees, 
And  young  Apollo  knew  thee  not. 

Yet  thou 
With  Ceres  wast,  when  the  pale 

mother  trod 
The  gloomy  pathway  to  the  nether 

g°fi, 
And  spake  with    that  dim  Power 

which  dwells  below 

The  surface  of  whatever,  where  he 

wends, 
The  circling  sun  illumineth.    And 

thou 
Wast  aye  a  friend  to  man.     Of  all 

his  friends, 
Perchance  the  friend  most  needed : 

needed  now 
Yet  more  than  ever  ;   in  a  complex 

age 
Which  changes  while  we  gaze  at 

it  :  from  heaven 
Seeking    a  sign,   and  finding  no 

sign  given, 

And  questioning  Life's  worn  book 
at  every  page. 

Nor  ever  yet,  was  song,  untaught  by 

thee, 
Worthy  to  live  immortally  with 

man. 
Wherefore,  divine  Experience,  bend 

on  me 
Thy    deep    and    searching    eyes. 

Since  life  began, 
Meek  at  thy  mighty  knees,  though 

oft  reproved, 
I  have  sat,  spelling  out  slow  time 

with  tears, 
Where  down  the  riddling  alphabet 

of  years 

Thy  guiding  finger  o'er  the  horn- 
book moved. 

And    I    have    put    together    many 

names  : 
Sorrow,  and   Joy,  and  Hope,  and 

Memory, 
And  Love,  and  Anger  ;  as  an  infant 

frames 
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The  initials  of  a  language  wherein 

he 

In  manhood   must  with  men  com- 
municate. 

And  oft,  the  words  were  hard  to 
understand, 

Harder  to  utter  ;  still  the  solemn 

hand 

Would  pause,  and  point,  and  wait, 
and  move,  and  wait  ; 

Till  words  grew  into  language.  Lan- 
guage grew 

To  utterance.    Utterance  into  mu- 
sic pass<Ml. 

I  sang  of  all  I  learned,  and  all  I 

knew. 

And,  looking  upward  in  thy  face, 
at  last, 

Beheld  it  ilusht,  as  when  a  mother 

hears 

Her  infant  feebly  singing  his  first 
hymn, 

And  dreams  she  sees,  albeit  unseen 
of  him, 

Some   radiant    listener   lured    from 
other  spheres. 

Such    songs  have  been  my  solace 

many  a  while 
And  oft,- when  other  solace  I  had 

none, 
From  grief  which  lay  heart-broken 

on  a  smile, 

And  joy  that  glittered  like  a  win- 
ter SUJl, 
And  froze,  and  fevered  :   from  the 

great  man's  scorn, 
The  mean  man's  envy  ;   friend's 

unfriendliness  ; 
Love's  want  of  human  kindness, 

and  the  stress 

)f  nights  that   hoped   for  nothing 
from  the  morn. 

From  these,  and  worse  than  these, 

did  song  unbar 
A  refuge  through  the  ivory  gate  of 

dreams, 

Wherein  my  spirit  grew  familiar 
With  spirits  that  glide  by  spiritual 
streams  ; 


Song  hath,   for    me,   unsealed    the 

genii  sleeping 
Under  mid  seas,  and  lured  out  of 

their  lair 
Beings  with  wondering  eyes,  and 

wondrous  hair, 
Tame  to  my  feet  at  twilight  S(  f  tlj 

creeping. 
And  song  hath  been  my  cymbal  i 

the  hours 
Of  triumph  ;  when  behind  me,  fai 

away, 
Lay  Egypt,  with  its  plagues  ;  and, 

by  strange  powers, 
Not  mine,   upheld,  life's  heaped 

ocean  lay 

On  either  side  a  passage  for  my  soui. 
A  passage  to  the  Land  of  Prom- 
ise !  trod 
By  giants,  where  the  chosen  race 

of  God 

Shall  find,  at  last,  its  long   predes- 
tined goal. 

The  breath  which  stirred  these  songs 

a  little  while 
Has    fleeted  by ;     and,   with    it, 

fleeted  too 
The  days  I  sought,  thus  singing,  to 

beguile 

Of     thoughts     that    spring     like 
weeds,      which      will      creep 
through 
The    blank    interstices    of    ruined 

fanes, 

Where     Youth,     adoring,     sacri- 
ficed— its  heart, 
To  gods  forever  fallen. 

Now,  we  part, 

My  songs  and  I.    We  part,  and  what 
remains  ? 

Perchance  en  echo,  and  perchance 

no  more, 
Harp  of  my  heart,  from  thy  bi  ief 

music  dwells 
In  hearts,   unknown,  afar  :    as  tho 

wide  shore 
Retains  within  its  hundred  hollow 

shells 
The  voices  of  the  spirits  of  the  foam, 
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nv.irmur  in   the    language 
of  the  deeps, 
Though    haply  far   away,  to  one 

who  keeps 

Such  ocean  wealth  to  graco  an  in- 
land home. 

Within  these  cells  of  song,  how  frail 

soe'er, 
The  vast  and  wandering  tides  of 

human  life 
Have  murmured  once  ;  and  left,  in 

passing,  there, 
Faint  echoes  of  the  tumult  and  the 

strife 

Of  the  great  ocean  of  humanity. 
Fairies  have  danced  within  these 

hollow  caves, 
And    Memory  mused    above  the 

moonlit  waves, 

And  Youth,   the  lover,    here  hath 
lingered  by. 

I  sung  of  life,  as  life  would  have  me 

sing, 
Of  falsehood,  and  of  evil,  and  of 

wrong  ; 
For  many  a  false,  and  many  an  evil 

thing, 
I  found  in  life  ;  and  by  my  life  my 

song 
Was  shaped  within  me  while  I  sung: 

I  sung 

Of  Good,  for  good  is  life's  predes- 
tined end  ; 
Of  Sorrow,  for  I  knew  her  as  my 

friend  ; 

Of  Love,  for  by  his  hand  my  harp 
was  strung. 

\  ave  not  scrawled  above  the  tomb 

of  Youth 

Those  lyii'i  epitaphs,  which  rep- 
resent 
AH  virtues,  and  all  excellence,  save 

truth. 
'Twere  easy,  thus,   to  have  been 

eloquent, 

If  I  had  held  the  fashion  of  the  age 
Which  loves  to  hear  its  sounding 
flattery 


Blown  by  all  dusty  winds  from  sky 

to  sky, 

And  flnds  its  praises  blotting  every 
page. 

And  yet,  the  Poet  and  the  Age  are 

one. 
And  if  the  age  be  flawed,  how  e'er 

minute, 
Deep  through  the  poet's  heart  thai 

rent  doth  run, 
And  shakes  and  mars  the  music 

of  his  lute. 

It  is  not  that  his  sympathy  is  less 
With  all   that   lives   and  all  that 

feels  around  him, 
But  that  so  close  a  sympathy  hath 

bound  him 

To  these,  that  he  must  utter  their 
distress. 

We  build  the  bridge,  and  swing  the 

•«  ondrous  wire, 
Bind  witli  an  iron  hoop  the  rolling 

world  ; 
Sport  with  the  spirits  of  the  ductile 

fire  ; 

And  leave  our  spells  upon  the  va- 
por furled  ; 
And  cry — Behold  the  progress  of  the 

time  ! 
Tet  are  we  tending  in  an  unknown 

land, 

Whither,  we  neither  ask  nor  un- 
derstand, 

Far  from  the  peace  of  our  unvalued 
prime  ! 

And  Strength  and  Force,  the  fiends 

which  minister 
To  some  new-risen  Power  beyon  I 

our  span, 
On  either  hand,  with  hook  and  nail 

confer 
To  rivet  the  Promethean  heart  of 

man 
Under  the  ravening  and  relentless 

beak 

Of  unappeasable  Desire,  which  yet 

The  very  vitals  of  the  age  doth  fret. 

The  limbs  are  mighty,  bu'.  the 

is  weak. 
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Writhe  on,  Prometheus  !  or  whate'er 

thou  art, 
Tliou  giaut  sufferer,  groaning  for 

a  race 
Thon   canst    not   save,   for  all   thy 

bleeding  heart  ! 
Thy  wail  my  harp  hath  wakened  ; 

and  my  place 

B'lall  be  beside  thee  ;  and  my  bless- 
ing be 
On  all  that  makes  me  worthy  yet 

to  share 
Thy  lonely  martyrdom,  and  with 

thee  wear 

TUat    crown    of    anguish    given  to 
poets,  and  thee  ! 

If  to  have  wept,  and  wildly  ;  to  have 

loved 
Till   love  grew  torture  ;   to   have 

grieved  till  grief 
Became  a  part  of  life  ;  if  to  have 

proved 
The  want  of  all  things  ;  if,  to  draw 

relief 

From  poesy  for  passion,  tnis  avail, 
1  lack  no  title  to  my  crown.     The 

sea 

Hath  sent  up  nymphs  for  my  so- 
ciety, 

The  mountains  have  been  moved  to 
hear  my  wail. 

Nature  and  man  were  children  long 

ago 
In  glad  simplicity  of  heart  and 

speech. 
Now  they  are    stranger's    to    each 

other's  woe ; 
And  each  hath  language  different 

from  each. 
Vie  simplest  songs  sound  sweetest 

and  most  good. 
The  simplest  loves  are  the  most 

loving  ones. 
Happier  were   song's  forefathers 

than  their  sons. 

And  Llomer  sung  as  Byron  never 
could. 

But  Homer  cannot  come  again  :  nor 
ever 


The  quiet  of  the  age  in  which  he 

sung. 

This  age  is  one  of  tumult  and  en- 
deavor, 
And  by  a  fevered  hand  its  harp^ 

are  strung. 
And  yet,  I  do  not  quarrel  with  the 

time  ; 
Nor  quarrel  with  the  tumult  of  my 

heart, 
Which  of  the  turn  ult  of  the  age  i 

part; 
Because  its  very  weakness  is  sublime. 

The  passions  are  as  winds  on  the 

wide  sea 
Of  human  life  ;  which  do  impel 

the  sails 
Of  man's  great  enterprise,  whate'er 

that  be. 
The    reckless    helmsman,   caught 

upon  these  gales, 
Under  the  roaring  gulfs  goes  down 

aghast. 
The  prudent  pilot  to  the  steadying 

breeze 
Sparely    gives    head  ;    and,    over 

perilous  seas, 

Drops  anchor  'mid    the   Fortunate 
Isles,  at  last. 

We  pray  against  the  tempest  and 

the  strife, 
The  storm,  the  whirlwind,  and  the 

troublous  hour, 

Which  vox  the  fretful  element  of  life. 
Me  rather  save,  O  dread  disposing 

Power, 
From  those  dead  calms,  that  flat  and 

hopeless  lull, 
In  which  the  dull  sea  rots  around 

the  bark, 

And  nothing  moves  save  the  sure- 
creeping  da-k, 
That  slowly  settles  o'er  in  idle  hull. 

For  in  the  storm,  the  tumult,  and 

the  stir 
That  shakes  the  soul,  man  finds 

his  power  and  place 
Among  the  elements.    Deeps  with 

deeps  confer, 
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And  Nature's  secret  settles  in  her 

face. 
Let  ocean  to  his  inmost  caves  be 

stirred  ; 
Let  the  wild  light  be  smitten  from 

the  cloud. 
The  decks  may  reel,  the  masts  be 

an  apt  and  bowed, 

But  God  hath  spoken  out,  and  man 
hath  heard  1 

Farewell,  you  lost  inhabitants  of  my 

mind, 
You    fair    ephemerals    of    faded 

hours  ! 
Farewell,  you  lands  of  exile,  whence 

each  wind 
Of  memory  steals  with  fragrance 

over  flowers  ! 
Farewell,  Cordelia !  Ella  !  .  .  .  But 

not  so 
Farewell    the    memories    of    you 

which  I  have 
Till  strangers  shall  be  sitting  on 

my  grave 

And  babbling  of  the  dust  which  lies 
below. 

BlesscJ  the  man  whose  life,  how  sad 

soe'er, 
Hath   felt  the  presence,  and  yet 

keeps  the  trace 
Of  one  pure  woman  I   With  religious 

care 
We  close  the  doors,  with  reverent 

foet  we  pace 
The  vacant  chambers,  where,  of  yore, 

a  Queen 
One  night  hath  rested.     From  my 

Past's  pale  walls 

Yet  gleam  the  unfaded  fair  memo- 
rials 

Of  her  whose  beauty  there,  awhile, 
hath  been. 

She  passed,  into  my  youth,  at  its 
night-time, 

When  low  the  lamplight,  and  the 

music  husht. 

She  passed  and  passed  away.     Some 
broken  rhyme 


Scrawled  on  the  panel  or  the  pane  : 

the  crusht 
And  faded   rose   she  dropped  :   the 

page  she  turned 
And  finished  not  :  the  ribbon   Dr 

thf  knot 
That  fluttered    from   her  .... 

Stranger,  harm  them  not  ! 
I   keep    these    sacred    relics   undis 

cerned. 

Men's  truths  are  often  lies,  and  wo- 
men's lies 
Often  the  setting  of  a  truth  most 

tender 
In  an  unconscious  poesy.     The  child 

cries 
To  clutch  the  star  that  lights  its 

rosy  splendor 

In  airy  Edens  of  the  west  afar. 
"  Ah,  folly! "  sighs  the  father,  o'er 

his  book. 

"  Millions  of  miles  above  thy  fool- 
ish nook 
Of  infantile  desire,  the  Hesperus-star 

"  Descends  not,  child,  to  twinkle  on 

thy  cot." 

Then  readjusts  his  blind-wise  spec- 
tacles, 
While  tears  to  nobs  are  changing, 

were  it  not 
The    mother,  with    those  tender 

syllables 
Which    even    Dutch    mothers    can 

make  musical  too, 
Murmurs,  "  Sleep,  sleep,  my    ittle 

one  !  and  I 
Will  pluck  thy  star  for  thee,  and 

by  and  by 

Lay  it  upon  thy  pillow  bright  witb 
dew."  / 

And  the  child  sleeps,  and  dreams  of 

stars  whose  light 
Beams    in    his    own    bright   eyea 

when  he  awakes. 
So  sleep  !  so  dream  !   If  aught  I  read 

aright 

That  star,  poor  babe,  which  o'ei 
thy  cradle  shakes, 
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Thy  fate  may  fall,  in  after  years,  to 

be 
That   other  child  that,  like  thee, 

loves  the  star, 
And,  like  thee,  weeps  to  find  it  all 

so  far, 
Filing  its  force  in  his  nativity  : — 

VLa    other  infant,  all  as  weak,  as 

wild, 
Af  passionate,  and  as  helpless,  as 

thou  art, 
Whom  men  v  ill  call  a  Poet  (Poet,  or 

child, 
The  star  is  still  so  distant  from  the 

heart  !) 
I  f  so,  heaven  grant  that  thou  mayst 

find  at  last, 
Since  such  there  are,  some  woman, 

whose  sweet  smile, 
Pitying,  may  thy  fond  fancy  yet 

beguile 
To  dream  the  star,  which  thou  hast 

sought,  thou  hast  ! 
For  men,  if  thou  shouldst  heed  what 

they  may  say, 
Will    break    thy  heart,    or    leave 

thee,  like  themselves, 
No  heart  for  breaking.     Wherefore 

I  do  pray 
My  book  may  lie  upon  no  learned 

shelves, 
Jut  that  in  some  deep  summer  eve, 

perchance, 

Some    woman,    tnelaucholy-cyed, 
and  pale, 


Whose  heart,  like  mine,  hath  suf- 
fered, may  this  tale 
Read  by  the  soft  light  of  her  own  ro- 
mance. 

Go  forth  over  the  wide  world,  Song 

of  mine  ! 
As  Noah's  dove  out  of  his  boeoiu 

flew 
Over  the  desolate,  vast,  and  wander 

ing  urine. 
Seek  thou  thy    nest    afar.      Thy 

plaint  renew 
From  heart  to  heart,  and  on  from 

land  to  land 

Fly  boldly,  till  thou  find  that  un- 
known friend 
Whose  face,  in  dreams,  above  my 

own  doth  bend, 

Then  tell  that  spirit  what  it  will  un- 
derstand, 

Why  men  can  tell  to  strangers  all 

the  tale 
From  friends  reserved.     And  tell 

that  spirit,  my  Song, 
Wherefore  i  have  not  faltered  to  un- 
veil 
The  cryptic  forms  of  error  and  of 

wrong. 

And  say,  I  suffered  more  than  I  re- 
corded, 
That  each  man's  life  is  all  men's 

lesson.    Say, 
And  let  the  world  believe  thee,  a« 

it  may, 

Thy  tale  is  true,  however  weakly 
worded. 
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A  portion  of  this  poem  was  written  by  another  hand. 


Tnis  is  the  Land,  the  happy  valleys 

these, 
Broad  breadths  of  plain,  blue-veined 

by  many  a  stream, 
Umbrageous  hills,  sweet  glades,  and 

forests  fair, 
O'er  which  our  good  liege,  Landgrave 

Herman,  rules. 
This  is  Thuringia :  yonder,  on  the 

heights, 
Is  Wartburg,  seal  of  our  dear  lord's 

abode, 
Famous  through  Christendom    for 

many  a  feat 
Of  deftest  knights,    chief  stars  of 

chivalry, 
At  tourney  in  its  courts  ;  nor  more 

renowned 
For  deeds  of  Prowess  than  exploits 

of  Art, 
Achieved  when,  vocal  in  its  Muses' 

hall, 
I  he  minstrel-knights  their  glorious 

jousts  renew, 
And  for  tLe  laurel  wage  harmonious 

war. 
On  *Jiis  side  spreads  the  Chase  in 

wooded  slopes 

Anj  sweet  acclivities  ;  and,  all  be- 
yond, 


The  open  flats  lie  fruitful  to  the  sun 

Full  many  a  league ;  till  dark 
against  the  sky, 

Bounding  the  limits  of  our  lord's  do- 
main, 

The  Hill  of  Horsel  rears  his  horrid 
front. 

Woe  to  the  man  who  wanders  in  the 
vast 

Of  those  unhallowed  solitudes,  if 
Sin, 

Quickening  the  lust  of  carnal  appe- 
tite, 

Lurk  secret  in  his  heart :  for  all 
their  caves 

Echo  weird  strains  of  magic,  direful- 
sweet, 

That  lap  the  wanton  sense  in  bliss- 
ful ease  ; 

While  through  the  ear  a  reptile  mu- 
sic creeps, 

And,  blandly-busy,  round  about  the 
soul 

Weaves  its  fell  web  of  sounds.  The 
unhappy  wight 

Thus  captive  made  in  soft  and  silken 
bands 

Of  tangled  harmony,  is  led  away — 

Away  adown  the  ever-darkening 
caves, 
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Away  from  fairness  and  the  face  of 

God, 
Away  into  the  mountain's  mystic 

womb, 
To  where,  reclining  on  her  impious 

couch 
All  the  fair  length  of  her  lascivious 

limbs, 
.  anguid  in  light  from  roseate  tapers 

flung, 
ncensed  with  perfumes,  tended  on 

by  fays. 

The  lustful  Queen,  waiting  damna- 
tion, holds 
Her  bestial  revels.     The  Queen  of 

Beauty  mice, 
A  goddess  called  and  worshipped  in 

the  days 
When    men    their    own    infirmities 

adored. 
Deeming  divine  who  in  themselves 

summed  up 

The  full-blown  passions  of  human- 
ity. 
Large  fame  and  lavish  service  had 

she  then, 
Venus  ycleped,  of  all  the  Olympian 

crew 
Least  continent  of  Spirits  and  most 

fair. 
So  reaped  she  honor  of  unwistful 

men, 
Roman,   or  Greek,  or  dwellers   on 

the  plains 

Of  Egypt,  or  the  isles  to  utmost  Ind ; 
Till  came  the  crack  of  that  tremen- 
dous Doom 
That  sent  the  false  gods  shivering 

from  their  seats, 
Shattered    the    superstitious    dome 

that  bleared 
1','uven's  face  to  man,  and  on  the 

lurid  world 

l.-'t  in  effulgence  of  untainted  light. 
As  when,  laid  bare  beneath  the  del- 

ver's  toil 
On    some    huge    bulk    of    buried 

masonry 

li.  hoar  Assyria,  suddenly  revealed 
A  chamber,  gay  with  sculpture  and 

tlii!  pomp 


Of  pictured  tracery  on  its  glowing 
walls, 

No  sooner  breathes  the  wholesome 
heavenly  air 

Then  fast  its  colored  bravery  lades, 
and  fall 

Its    ruined  statues,  crumbled  from 
their  crypts, 

And  all  its  gauds  grow  dark  at  sight 
of  day ; 

So  darkened  and  to  dusty  ruin  fell 

The  fleeting  glories  of  a  Pagan  faith 

Bared  to  Truth's  influences  bland 
and  smit 

Blind  by  the  splendors  of  the  Beth- 
lehem Dawn. 

Then  from  their  shattered  temple  in 
the  minds 

Of  men,  and  from  their  long  familiar 
homes, 

Their  altars,  fanes,  and  shrines,  the 
sumptuous  seats 

Of  their  mendacious    oracles,   out- 
slunk 

The  wantons  of  Olympus.      Forth 
they  fled, 

Forth  from  Dodona,  Delos,  and  the 
depths 

Of  wooded  Ida  ;  from  Athenae  forth, 

Cithsron,  Paphos,  Thebes,  and  all 
their  groves 

Of  oak  or  poplar,  dismally  to  roam 

About  the  new  baptized  'earth  ;  ex- 
iled, 

Bearing  the  curse,  yet  suffered  for  a 
space, 

By  Heaven's  clear  sapience  and  in- 
scrutable ken, 

To  range  the  wide  world,  and  assay 
their  powers 

To    unregenerate    redeemed    man- 
kind : 

If  haply  they  by  shadows   led  by 
shows, 

Phantasmagoria,        and       iJlusions 
wrought 

Of  sight  or  sound  by  sorcery,  may 
draw 

Unwary  men,  or  weak,  into  the  nets 

Of  Satan  their  great  Captain.     She 
renowned 
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'•  The   fairest,"    fleeing    from    her 

Cyprian  isle, 
Swept   to   the    northwards  many   a 

league,  and  lodged 
At    length    on   Horsel,   into  whose 

dark  womb 
She    crept    confounded.       Thither 

soon  she  drew 
Lewd  Spirits  to  herself,  and  there 

abides, 
Holding  her  devilish  orgies;  and  has 

power 

With  siren  voices  crafty  to  compel 
into   her   wanton     home     unhappy 

men 
Whose  souls  to  sin  are  prone.     The 

pure  at  heart 

Nathless  may  roam  about  her  pesti- 
lent hill 
Untainted,   proof  against  perfidious 

sounds 
Within  ,  whose  ears   an    angel  ever 

sings 
Good    tiiiings    of    great    joy.      Nor 

even  they, 
Whose    hearts   are  gross,  and   who 

inflamed  with  lust 
Enter,  entrapped  by  sorceries,  to  her 

cave, 
Are    damned    beyond     redemption. 

For  a  while, 
Slaves  of  their  bodies,  in  the  sloughs 

of  Sin, 
They  roll  contented,  wallowing   in 

the  arms 
Of   their  libidinous  goddess.      But, 

erelong, 
Comes  loathing  of  the   sensual   air 

they  breathe, 

Loathing  of  light  unhallowed,  sick- 
ening sense 
Of  surfeited  enjoyment  ;  and  their 

lips, 
Spurning  the  reeky  pasture,  yearn 

for  draughts 
Of  rock-rebounding  rills,  their  eyes 

for  sight 
Of  rieaven,  their  limbs  for  lengths 

of  dewy  grass  : 
What  time  sharp  Conscience  pricks 

them,  and  awake 


Starts  the  reqtiickened  soul  with  all 
her  powers, 

And  breaks,  if  so  she  will,  the  mur- 
derous spell, 

Calling  on  (Jod.  God  to  her  rescue 
sends 

Voiced  seraphims  that  lead  the 
sinner  forth 

From  darkness  unto  day,  from  fou 
embrace 

Of  that  bloat  Queen  into  the  mother 
lap 

Of  earth,  and  the  caressent  airs  of 
Heaven  ; 

Where  he,  by  strong  presistency  of 
prayer, 

By  painful  pilgrimage,  by  lengths  of 
fast 

That  tame  the  rebel  flesh,  by  many 
a  night 

Of  vigil,  days  of  deep  repentant 
tears, 

May  cleanse  his  soul  of  her  adulter- 
ate stains, 

May  from  his  sin-incrusted  spirit 
shake 

The  leprous  scales,— and,  purely  at 
the  feet 

Of  his  redemption  falling,  may  arise 

Of  Christ  accepted.  Whoso  doubts 
the  truth, 

Doubting  how  deep  divine  Compas- 
sion is, 

Lend  to  my  tale  a  willing  ear,  and 
learn. 

Full  twenty  summers  have  fled  o'er 

the  land, 

A  score  of  winters  on  our  Land- 
grave's head 
Have  showered  their  snowy  honors, 

since  the  days 
When  in  his  court  no  nobler  knight 

was  known, 
And  in  his  halls  no  happier  bard  was 

heard, 
Than  bright  Tannhauser.     Warrior, 

minstrel,  he 
Throve  for  a  while  within  the  general 

eye,  [tales, 

As    some   king-cedar,  in  Crusader 
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The  stateliest  growth  of  Lobanonian 

proves  : 
For  now  I  sing  him  in  his  matchless 

prime, 
Not,  as  in  latter  days,  defaced   and 

marred 
By  secret   sin,  and   like  the   wasted 

torch 
F  mnd  in  the    dank   gra*s    at  the 

ghastly  dawn, 
After  a  witches'  revel.    He  was  a 

man 
hi  whom  prompt  Nature,  as  in  those 

soft  climes 

Where  life  is  indolently  opulent, 
Blossomed  unbid  to  graces   barely 

won 
From  tedious    culture,   where  less 

kindly  stars 
Cold  influence  keep  ;  and  trothful 

men,  who  once 
Looked  in  his  lordly,  luminous  eyes, 

and  scanned 
His    sinewous     frame,   compact  of 

pliant  power. 
Aver    he    was    the     fairest-favored 

knight 
That  ever,   in  the  light  of  ladies' 

looks, 
Made  gay  these  goodly  halls.     Oh  ! 

deeper  dole,  [fair, 

That  so   august  a  Spirit,  sphered  so 
'ivould  from  the   starry  sessions   of 

his  peers 
Decline,    to    quench  so    bright    a 

brilliancy 
In  Hell's  sick  spume.     Ay  me,  the 

deeper  dole  ! 
From  yonder  tower  the    wheeling 

lapwing  loves 
Beyond  all  others,  that  o'ertops  the 

pines, 
ind    from  his  one  white,  wistful 

window  stares 
nto  the  sullen  heart  o'  the  land, — 

erewhile 
The  wandering    woodman    oft,   at 

night-fall,  heard 

V  sad,  wild  strain  of  solitary  song 
float  o'er  the  forest.     Whoso  heard 

it,  paused 


Compassionately,    crossed    himself, 

and  sighed, 
"Alas  !  poor  Princess,  to  thy  piteous 

moan 
Heaven  send  sweet  peace  !"  Heaven 

heard,  and  now  she  lies 
Under  the  marble,  'mid   the  silent 

tombs, 
Calm  with  her  kindred  ;  as  her  s  j\ 

above 
Rests  with  the  saints  of  God. 

The  brother's  child 
Of  our  good  lord  the  Landgrave  was 

this  maid, 
And  here  with  him  abode  ;  for  in  the 

breach 

At  Ascalon,  her  sire  in  Holy  Land 
llad   fallen,  fighting  for  the  Cross. 

These  halls 
Sheltered  her  infancy,  and  here  she 

grew 
Among  the  shaggy  barons,  like  tho 

pale, 
Mild-eyed,  March- violet  of  the  North, 

that  blows 
Bleak  under  bergs  of  ice.     Full  fair 

ehe  grew, 

And  all  men  loved  the  rare  Eliza- 
beth ; 
But  she,  of  all  men,  loved  one  man 

the  most, 
Tannhauser,   minstrel,   knight,   the 

man  in  whom 
All  mankind  flowered.  Fairergrowth 

indeed, 
Of  knighthood  never  blossomed  to 

the  eye  ; 

But,  furled  beneath  that  florid   sur- 
face, lurked 
A  vice  of  nature,  breeding  death, 

not  life  ; 
Such  as  where  some  rich  Roman,  t 

delight 
Luxurious    days  with  labyrinthiau 

walks 
Of  rose  and  lily,  marble  fountains, 

forms 
Wanton  of  Greece  or  Nymph,  and 

winding  frieze 
With  sculpture  rough,  hath   decked 

the  summer  haunts 
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Of  his  voluptuous  villa, — thtre,  fes- 
tooned 

With  flowers,  among  the  Graces  and 
the  Gods, 

The  lurking  fever  glides. 

A  dangerous  skill. 

Caught  from  the  custom  of  those 
troubadours 

That  roam  the   wanton  South,  too 
near  the  homes 

(  i  the  lost  gods,  had  crept  in  care- 
less use 

Among  our  northern  bards  ;  to  play 
the  thief 

lipon  the  poets  of  a  pagan  time, 

And  steal,  to  purfle  their  embroid- 
ered lays, 

Voluptuous  trappings  of  lascivious 
lore. 

Hence  had  Tannhauser,  from  of  old, 
indulged 

In  song  too  lavish  license  to  mislead 

The    sense    among    those    fair   but 
phantom  forms 

That  haunt  the   unhallowed   past  : 
wherefrom  One  Shape 

Forth  of  the  cloudy  circle  gradual 
grew 

Distinct,  in  dissolute  beauty.    She  of 
old, 

Who  from  the  idle  foam  uprose,  to 
reign  [Mend, 

In    fancies    all    as    idle, — that   fair 

Venus,  whoso  temples  are  the  ve:ns 
in  youth. 

Now  more  and  ever  more  she  mixed 

herself 
AVith  all  his  moods,  and  whispered 

in  his  walks  ; 
Or  through  the  misty  minster,  when 

he  Kneeled 

leek  on  the  flint,  athwart  the  in- 
cense-smoke 
She    stole    on    sleeping    sunbeams, 

sprinkled  sounds 
<  )f  cymbals  through  the  silver  psalms, 

and  marred 

His  adoration:  most  of  all.  whene'er 
He  sought  to  fan  thos^  iires  of  holy 

love 


That,  sleeping  oftenest,  sometimes 

leapt  to  flame. 
Kindled  by  kindred  passion  in  the 

eyes 
Of  sweet  Elizabeth,  round  him  rose 

and  rolled 
That  miserable  magic  ;  and,  at  times, 
It  drove  him  forth  to  wander  in  th-3 

waste 
And  desert  places,  there  where  pray- 

erless  man 
Is  most  within  the  power  of  prowling 

fiends. 
Time  put  his  sickle  in  among  the 

days. 
Outcropped  the  coming  harvest;  and 

there  came 
An  evening  with  the  Princess,  when 

they  twain 
Together  ranged  the    terrace    that 

o'erlaps 
The  great   south  garden.     All  her 

simple  hair 
A  single  sunbeam  from  the  sleepy 

west 
O'erfloated  ;  swam  her  soft  blue  eyes 

suffused 
With  tender  ruth,  and  her  meek  face 

was  moved 
To  one  slow,  serious  smile,  that  stole 

to  find 
Its  resting-place  on  his. 

Then,  while  he  looked 
On  that  pure  loveliness,  within  him- 
self 
He  faintly  felt  a  mystery  like  pure 

love  : 
For  through  the  arid  hollows  of  a 

heart 
Sered  by  delirious  dreams,  the  dewy 

sense 
Of  innocent  worship  stole.    The  one 

great  word 
That  long  had  hovered  in  the  silent 

mind 
Now  on  the  lip  half  settled  ;  for  not 

yet 
Had    love    between    them    been    a 

spoken  sound 
For  after  speech  to  lean  on ;  only 

here 
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A.nd  then1,  where  scattered   pauses 

strewed  their  talk, 
Love  seemed  to  o'erpoise  the  silence, 

like  a  star 
Seen   through   a  tender  trouble  of 

light  clouds. 

But,  in  that  moment,  some  myste- 
rious touch, 
A  thought — who  knows  ? — a  memory 

— something  caught 
Pecchance  from  flying  faucies,taking 

form 
AJL:  >iig  the  sunset  clouds,  or  scented 

gusts 
Of  evening  through    the    gorgeous 

glooms,  shrunk  up 
His  Vtter  angel,  and  at  once  awaked 
XL;  carnal  creature  sleeping  in  the 

flesh. 
Then  died  within  his  heart  that  word 

of  life 
Unspoken,  which,  if  spoken,  might 

have  saved 
The  dreadful  doom  impending.     So 

they  twain 
Parted,  and  nothing  said  :  she  to  her 

tower, 
There  with  meek  wonder  to  renew 

the  calm 

And  customary  labor  of  the  loom  ; 
And   he   into   the  gradual-creeping 

dark 
Which  now  began  to  draw  the  rooks 

to  roost 
AJong  the  windless  woods. 

His  soul  that  eve 
Shook  strangely  if  some   flickering 

shadow  stole 
Across    the    slopes    where    sunset, 

sleeping  out 
The  day's  last  dream,  yet  lingered 

low.     Old  songs 
Were    sweet  about    his    brain,  old 

fancies  fair 
O'erfiowed  with  lurid  life  the  lonely 

land  : 
The    twilight    trooped    with    antic 

shapes,  and  swarmed 
Above  him,  and  the  deep  mysterious 

woods  [doom. 

With  mystic  music  drew  him  to  his 


So  rapt,  with  idle  and  with  errant 
foot 

He  wandered  on  to  Horsel,  and  those 
glades 

Of  melancholy  fam«»,,  whose  poison- 
ous glooms, 

Decked  with  the  gleaming  hemiocl', 
darkly  fringe 

The    Mount  of  Venus.      There, 
drowsy  sense 

Of  languor  seized  hiiu ;  and  he  sat 
him  down 

Among  a  litter  of  loose  stones  and 
blocks 

Of  broken  columns,  overrun  with 
weed, 

Remnants    of   heathen    work    that 
sometime  propped 

A  pagan  temple. 

Suddenly,  the  moon, 

Slant  from  the  shoulder  of  the  mon- 
strous hill, 

Swung  o'er  a  sullen  lake,  and  softly 
touched 

With  light  a  shattered  statue  in  the 
weed. 

He  lifted  up  his  eyes,  and  all  at  once 

Bright  in  her  baleful  beauty,  he  be- 
held 

The  goddess  of  his  dreams.      Be- 
holding whom, 

Lost  to  his  love,  forgetful  of  his  faith, 

And  fevered  by  the  stimulated  sense 

Of  reprobate    desire,   the  madman 
cried  : 

"  Descend,  Dame  Venus,  on  my  soul 
descend  ! 

Break  up  the  marble  sleep  of  those 
still  brows 

Where  beauty  broods !    Down  all  my 
senses  swim, 

As  yonder  moon  to  yonder  love-li 
lake 

Swims  down  in  glory  ! " 

Hell  the  horrid  prayer 

Accorded  with  a  curse.    Scarce  those 
wild  words 

Were  uttered,  when  like  mist  the 
marble  moved, 

Flusht  with  false  life.     Deep  in  a 
sleepy  cloud 
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He    seemed    to    sink    beneath    the 

sumptuous  face 
Leaned  o'er  him, — all  the  whiteness, 

all  tho  warmth, 
Ami  all  the  luxury  of  languid  limbs, 
Vr'Uere    violet   vein-streaks,    lost   in 

limpid  lengths 
C  f  snowy  surface,  wander  faint  and 

tine  ; 
^Vhils:  cymballed  music,  stolen  from 

underneath, 
Creeps  through  a  throbbing  light  that 

grows  and  glows 
From  glare  to  greater  glare,  until  it 

gluts 
And  gulfs  him  in. 

And  from  that  hour,  in  court, 
And  chase,  and  tilted  tourney,  many 

a  month, 
From  mass  in  holy  church,  and  mirth 

in  hall, 
From  all  the  fair  assemblage  of  his 

peers, 

And  all  the  feudatory  festivals, 
Id  en  missed  Tannhauser. 

At  the  first,  as  when 
From  some  great  oak  his  goodliest 

branch  is  lopped, 
The    little    noisy  birds,   that    built 

about 
The  foliage,  gather  in  the  gap  with 

shrill 

And  querulous  curiosity  ;  even  so, 
From  all  the  twittering  tongues  that 

thronged  the  court 
Rose  general   hubbub   of    astonish- 
ment, 
A  nd  vext  surmise  about  the  absent 

man  : 
Vhy  absent  ?  whither  wandered  ?  on 

what  quest 
f    errant    prowess  ? — for,    as    yet, 

none  knew 
His  miserable  fall.     But  time  wore 

on, 

TLe  wonder  wore  away  ;  round  ab- 
sence crept 
The  weed  of  custom,  and  the  absent 

one 
Became  at  last  a  memory,  and  no 

more. 


One  heart  within  that  memory  lived 

aloof  ; 
One  fare,  remembering  his,  forgot  to 

smile  ; 
Our     Landgrave's    niece    the    old 

familiar  ways 
Walked  like  a  ghost  with  unfamiliar 

looks. 

Time  put  his  sickle  in  among  the 

days. 
The  rose  burned  out  ;  red  Autumn 

lit  the  woods  ; 
The  last  snows,  melting,  changed  to 

snowy  clouds  ; 

And  Spring  once  more  with  incan- 
tations came 
To  wake  the  buried  year.     Then  did 

our  liege. 
Lord   Landgrave   Herman, —  for  he 

loved  his  niece, 
And  lightly  from  her  simple  heart 

had  won 
The  secret   of  lost   smiles,  and  why 

she  drooped, 

A  wilted  flower, — thinking  to  dispel, 
If  that  might  be,  her  mournfulness, 

let  cry 

By  heralds  that,  at  coming  Whitsun- 
tide, 
The  minstrel-knights    in  Wartburj 

should  convene 
To  hold  high  combat  in  the  craft  of 

song, 
And  sing  before  the  Princess  for  the 

prize. 

But,  ere  that  time,  it  fell  upon  a  day 

When  our  good  lord  went  forth  tc 
hunt  the  hart, 

That  he  with  certain  of  his  court, 
'mid  whom 

Was  Wolfram, —  once  Tannhauser's 
friend,  himself 

Among  the  minstrels  held  in  high  re- 
nown,— 

Came  down  the  Wart  burg  valley, 
where  they  deemed 

To  hold  the  hart  at  siege,  and 
found  him  not  : 


THE  BATTLE  Of  THE  BARDS. 


3»9 


But  found,  far  down,  at  bottom  of 

the  glade, 
Beneath   a  broken   cross,   a   lonely 

knight 
Who  sat  on  a  great  etone,  watching 

the  clouds. 
And  Wolfram,  being  a  little  in  the 

van 
)f    all    his    fellows,   eager  for  the 

unit, 
Hurriedly   ran  to   question    of    the 

knight 
If  he  had  viewed  the  hart.   But  when 

he  came 
To   parley   with   him,  suddenly  he 

gave 
A  shout  of  great  good  cheer  ;  for,  all 

at  once, 
In   that   same  knight  he   saw,  and 

knew, though  changed, 
Tanuhiiuser,    his    old    friend     and 

fellow-bard. 

Now,    Wolfram    long    had      loved 

Elizabeth 
As  one  should  love  a  star  in  heaven, 

who  knows 
The  distance  of  it,  and  the  reachless- 

ness. 
But  when  he  knew  Tamilian ser  in 

her  heart 
(For  loving  eyes,  in  eyes  beloved,  are 

swift 
To  search  out  secrets)  net  the  less 

his  own 
Clave  unto  both  ;   and,  from  that 

time,  his  love 
Lived     like    an     orphan    child    in 

charity, 
Whose  loss  came  early,  and  is  gently 

borne, 
Too  deep  for  tears,  too  constant  for 

complaint. 
A  i J,  therefore,  in  the  absence  of  his 

friend 
His  inmost  heart  was  heavy,  when 

he  saw 
The  shadow  of  that  absence  in  the 

face 
He  loved    beyond    all    faces    upon 

earth. 


So   that  when   now  he   found    that 

friend  again 
Whom  lie  had  missed  and  mourned 

right  glad  was  he 
Both    for    his    own    and     for    the 

Princess'  sake  : 
And  ran  and  fell  upon  Tannhauser's 

neck, 
And  all  for  joy  constrained  him  tc 

his  heart, 

Calling  his  fellows  from  the  neigh- 
boring hills, — 
Who,  crowding,  came,  great  hearts 

and  open  arms 
To  welcome  back  their   peer.     The 

Landgrave  then, 
When  he  perceived  his  well-beloved 

knight, 
Was  passing  glad,  and  would   have 

questioned  hiiu 
Of  his  long  absence.     But  the  man 

himself 
Could  answer  nothing  ;  staring  with 

blank  eyes 
From  face  to  face,  then  up  into  the 

blue 
Bland  heavens  above  ;  astonied,  and 

like  one 

Who,  suddenly  awaking  out  of  sleep 
After  sore  sickness,  knows  his  friends 

again, 
And  would  peruse  their  faces,  but 

breaks  off 
To  list  the  frolic    bleating  of    the 

lamb 
In  far-off  fields,  and  wonder  at  the 

world 
And  all  its  strangeness.  Then,  while 

the  glad  knights 
Clung  round  him,  wrung  his  hands, 

and  dinned  his  ears 
With  clattering  qutry,  our  fair  lord 

himself 
Unfolded  how,  upon  the    morrow 

morn, 
There  should  be  hold  en   festive  in 

his  halls 
Iligh  meeting  of  the  minstrels  of 

the  land, 
To  sing  before  the  Princess  for  the 

prize  : 
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Whereto  he  bade  him  with,  "O  sir, 

be  sure 
There  lives  ,i  young  voice  that  shall 

tax  your  wit 
To  justify  this   absence   from   your 

friends. 
We  trust,  at  least,   that  you  have 

brought  us  back 
A  score  of  giants'  beards,  or  dragons' 

tails, 
To  lay  them  at  the  feet  of  our  fair 

niece. 

For  think  not,   truant,   that   Eliza- 
beth 
Will  hold  you  lightly  quitted." 

At  that  name, 

Elizabeth,  he  started  as  a  man 
That  hears  on  foreign   shores,  from 

alien  lips, 

Some  name  familiar  to  his   father- 
land ; 
And  all  at  once  the  man's  heart  inly 

yearns 
For    brooks    that  bubble,   and    for 

woods  that  wave 
Before  his  father's  door,  while   he 

forgets 
The   forms   about  him.     So,  Tann- 

hauser  mused 
A  little  space,  then  faltered  :  "  O  my 

liege, 
Fares  my  good  lady  well  ? — I  pray 

my  lord 
That  I  may  draw  me  hence  a  little 

while, 
For  all  my  mind  is  troubled  :  and, 

indeed, 
I  know  lot  if  my  harp  have  lost  his 

skiL, 
But,  skilled,  or  skilless,  it   shall  find 

some  tone 
To  render  thanks  to-morrow  to  my 

lord  ; 
To  whose  behests  a  bondsman,  in  so 

far 
As  my  poor    service  holds,   I  will 

assay 
To  sing  before  the  Princess  for  the 

prize." 
Then,  on  the  morrow  morn,  from  far 

and  near 


Flowed  in  the  feudatory  lords.    The 

hills 
Broke  out  ablaze  with  banners,  and 

rung  loud 
With    tingling    trumpet  notes,  and 

neighing  steed-. 
For  all   the  land,  elate  with  lu.c/ 

life, 
Buzzed  like  a  beehive  in  the  sun 

and  all 
The  castle  swarmed  from  bridge  t» 

barbican 
With  mantle   and  with  mail,  whilst 

minster  bells 
Rang  hoarse  their  happy  chimes,  till 

the  high  noon 
Clanged   from   the   towers.      Then, 

o'er  the  platform  stoled 
And   canopied   in    crimson,    lightly 

blew 
The  sceptred  heralds  on  the  silvei 

trump 
Intense    sonorous   music,   sounding 

in 
The  knights  to  hall.     Shrill  clinked 

the  corridors 
Through  all  the  courts  with  clashing 

heels,  or  moved 
With   silken    murmurs,  and   elastic 

sounds 
Of  lady  laughters  light  ;    as  in  they 

flowed 
Lord,  Liegeman,  Peer,  and   Prince, 

and  Paladin, 

And  dame  and  damsel,  clad  in  dimp- 
ling silk 
And   gleaming    pearl  ;    who,   while 

the  groaning  roofs 
Re-echoed  royal  music,  swept  adown 
The  spacious   hall,  with   due  obei- 
sance made 
To  the  high  da'is,  and    on  glittering 

seats 
Dropped  one  by  one,  like   flocks   o* 

burnished  bird* 
That  settle  down  with  sunset-painted 

plumes 
On  gorgeous  woods.      Again  from 

the  outer  wall 
The  intermitted  trumpet  blared  ;  and 

each 
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Pert  page,  a-tiptoe,  from  the  benches 
leaned 

To  see  the  minstrel-knights,  gold- 
filleted, 

That  entered  now  the  hall  :  Sir 
Mandeville, 

The  Swan  of  Ei«nach  ;  Wilfrid  of 
the  Hills  ; 

W-'lfram,  suraaraed  of  Willow- 
brook  ;  and  next 

I'ani  hauser,  christened  of  the  Gold- 
e  Harp  ; 

ftith  Walter  of  the  Heron-chase; 
and  Max. 

The  seer  ;  Sir  Rudolph,  of  the 
Kavencrest ; 

And  Franz,  the  falconer.  They  en- 
tered, each 

In  order,  followed  by  a  blooming  boy 

That  bore  his  harp,  and,  pacing  for- 
ward, bowed 

Before  the  Landgrave  and  Elizabeth. 

Pale  sat  the  Princess  in  her  chair  of 

state,  [lied 

Ponising  with  fixed  eyes,  that  all  be- 
Her    throbbing    heart,    the    carven 

architrave, 
Whereon  the   intricate  much-vexed 

design 

Of  leaf  and  stem  disintertwined  itself 
With  infinite  laboriousness,  at  last 
Escaping  in  a  flight  of  angel  forms  : 
As  though  the  carver's  thought  had 

been  to  show 

The  weary  struggle  of  the  soul  to  free 
Her    flight    from    earth's  bewilder- 
ment, and  all 
That  frets    her   in   the   flesh.     But 

when,  erewhile, 
rh«.  r.-iustrels  entered,   and  Tann- 

hauser  bowed 
Before  the  dais,  the  Landgrave,  at 

_er  side, 
saw    as  he  mused  what  theme  to 

give  for  song. 

The  pallid  forehead  of  Elizabeth 
Flush  to  the  fair  roots  of  her  golden 

hair, 
And  thought  within  himself  :  "  Our 

knight  delays 


To  own  a  love  that  aims  so  near  our 

throne  ; 
Hence,  haply,  this  late  absence  from 

our  court, 
And  those  bewildered  moods  which 

I  have  marked  : 
But  since  love  lightly  catches,  wh<  0 

it  can, 
At  any  means  to    make   itself   ap 

proved, 
And  since  the   singer  may  to  son0 

confide 
What  the  man  dares  not  trust  to 

simple  speech, 
I,  therefore,  so  to  ease  two  hearts  at 

once, 

And  signify  our  favor  unto  both, 
Will   to   our  well-beloved   minstrels 

give 
Xo  theme   less   sweet    than   Love  : 

for,  surely,  he 
That  loves  the   best,  will   sing  the 

best,  and  bear 
The  prize  from  all."    Therewith  the 

Landgrave  rose, 
And   all   the   murmuring  Hall   was 

hushed  to  hear. 

"  O  well-beloved   minstrels,  in  my 

mind 

I  do  embrace  you  all,  and  heartily 
Bid  you  a  lavish  welcome  to  these 

halls. 
Oft  have  you  flooded  this  fair  spare 

with  song, 
Waked  these  voiced  walls,  and  vocal 

made  yon  roof, 
As  waves  of  surging  music  lapped 

against 
Its    resonant    rafters.     Often    hav 

your  strains 

Ennobled  souls  of  true  nobility, 
llapt  by  your  perfect  pleadings  in  til 

cause 

Of  all  things  pure  unto  a  purer  sense 
Of  thair  exceeding  loveliness.     Xo 

power 
Is  subtler  o'er  the  spirit  of  man  than 

Song- 
Sweet  echo  of  great  thoughts,  that, 

in  the  mind 
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OI  Lira  -who  hears  congenial  echoes 


IJ.  multiplies  the  j:aise  of  what  is 

good. 
Song  cheers  the  emulous  spirit  to 

the  top 
Of    Virtue's    nigged    steep,    from 

whence,  all  heights 
)f  human  worth  attained,  the  mor- 

tal may 

Conjecture  of  God's  unattainable, 
^'hich    is   Perfection.  —  Faith,   with 

her  sisters  twain 
Of  Hope  and  Charity,  ye  oft  have 

sung, 
And  loyal  Truth  have  lauded,  and 

have  wreathed 

A  coronal  of  music  round  the  brows 
Of  stainless  Chastity  ;  nor  less  have 

praised 
High-minded  Valor,  in  whose  right- 

eous hand 
liurns   the  great  sword   of  flaming 

Fortitude, 
And  have  stirred  tip  to  deeds  of  high 

em  prize 
Our  noble  knights  (yourselves  among 

the  noblest) 
Whether  on    German    soil   for  me, 

their  prince, 
Fighting,  or  in  the  Land  of  Christ 

for  God. 

Sing  ye  to-day  another  theme  ;  to-day 
Within  our  glad  society  we  see, 
Tc  fellowship  of  loving  friends  re- 

stored, 
A  long-missed  face  ;  and  hungerly 

our  ears 
\\ait  the   melodious  murmurs  of  a 

harp 
Thai    .voiit   to  feed   them  daintily. 

\  VI  i  at  drew 
Our  sinter  forth,  and  led  the  fairest 

light 

Of  all  our  galaxy  to  swerve  astray 
From  his  fixed  orbit,  and  what  now 

re-spheres, 

After  deflection  long,  our  errant  orb, 
Implies  a  secret  that  the  subtle  power 
Of  6ong,  perchance,  may  solve.  Be 

then  your  theme 


As  universal  as  the  heart  of  man, 
Giving  you  scope  to  touch  its  deepest 

depths, 
Its  highest  heights,  and  reverently 

to  explore 
Its  mystery  of  mysteries.     Sing  of 

Love  : 
Tell  us,  ye  noble  poets,  from  what 

source 
Springs  the  prime  passion  ;  to  what 

goal  it  tends  ! 
Sing   it   how  brave,  how  beautiful, 

how  bright, 

In  essence  how  ethereal,  in  effect 
How  palpable,  how  human  yet  di- 
vine. 
Up  !  up  !  loved  singers,  smite  into 

the  chords, 
The  lists  are  opened,  set  your  lays  in 

rest, 
And  who  of  Love  best  chants  the 

perfect  praise, 
Him   shall  Elizabeth    as   conqueror 

hail 
And  round  his  royal  temples  bind 

the  bays." 

He  said,   and   sat.     And  from  the 

middle-hall 
Four  pages,  bearers  of  the  blazoned 

urn 
That  held  the  name-scrolls  of  the 

listed  bards, 
Moved   to  Elizabeth.     Daintily  her 

hand 
Dipped  in  the  bowl,  and  one  drawn 

scroll  delivered 
Back  to  the  pages,  who,  perusi'jg, 

cried  : 
"Sir  Wolfram  of  the  Willow-  .rook, 

— begin." 

Up  rose  the  gentle  singer— he  whole 

lays, 
Melodious-melancholy,  through   tho 

Land 
Live  to  this  day — and,  fair  obeisance 

made, 
Assumed  his  harp  and  stood  in  act 

to  biug. 
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Awhile,  his  dreamy  fingers  o'er  the 

chords 
Wandered  at  will,  and  to  the  roof 

was  turn*  d 

Flis  meditative  face  ;  till,  suddenly, 
A  soft  light  fro7n  his  spiritual  eyes 
Broke,  and  his  canticle  he  thus  be- 
gan :— 

"  Love  among  the  saints  of  God, 
Love  within  the  hearts  of  men, 
Love  in  every  kindly  sod 
That  hreeds  a  Violet  in  the  glen  ; 
Love  in  heaven,  and  Love  on  earth, 
Love  in  all  the  amorous  air  ; 
Whence    comes   Love  ?    all  !    tell 

me  where 
Had    such    a    gracious    Presence 

birth  ? 

Lift    thy   thoughts    to    Him,   all- 
knowing, 

In  the  hallowed  courts  ahove  ; 
From  His  throne,  forever  flowing, 
Springs  the  fountain  of  all  Love  : 
Down    to    earth    the    stream  de- 
scending 

Meets  the  hills,  and  murmurs  then, 
In  a  myriad  channels  wending, 
Through  the  happy  haunts  of  men. 
Blessed  ye,  earth's  sons  and  daugh- 
ters, 

Love  among  you  flowing  free  ; 
Guard,  oh!  guard  its  sacred  waters, 
Tend  on  them  religiously  : 
Let    them    through    your    hearts 

steal  sweetly, 

With  the  Spirit,  wise  and  bland, 
Minister  unto  them  meetly, 
Touch  them  not  with  carnal  hand. 

"Maiden,  fashioned  so  divinely, 
Whom  I  worship  from  afar, 
Smile  tliou  on  my  soul  benignly 
Sweet,  my  solitary  star  : 
<  ieni  le  harbinger  of  gladness, 
Still  be  with  mo  on  the  way  ; 
Only  soother  of  my  madness, 
Always  ne.ir,  though  far  away: 
Always  near,  since  first  upon  me 
Fell  thy  brightness  from  above, 
Aid  my  troubled  heart  within  me 


Felt  the  sudden  flow  of  Love  ; 
At  thy  sight  that  gushing  river 
Paused,  and  fell  to  perfect  rest, 
And  the  pool  of  Love  forever 
Took  thy  image  i,o  its  breast. 

"  Let  me  keep  my  passion  purely 
Guard  its  waters  free  from  blame 
Hallow  Love,  as  knowing  surely 
It  returneth  whence  it  came  ; 
From  all  channels.  j,ood  or  evil, 
Love,  to  its  pure  source  enticed, 
Finds  its  own  immortal  level 
In  the  charity  of  Christ. 
"  Ye  who  hear,  liehold  the  river. 
Whence  it  cometh.  whither  goes  ; 
Glory  be  to  God,  the  Giver, 
From    whose   grace   the   fountain 

flows, 

Flows  and  spreads  through  all  cre- 
ation, 

Counter-charm  of  every  curse, 
Love,  the  waters  of  Salvation, 
Flowing  through  the  universe  ?  " 

And  still  the  rapt  bard,  though  his 
voice  had  ceased. 

And  all  the  Hall  nad  murmured  into 
praise. 

Pursued  bis  plaintive  theme  among 
the  chords, 

Blending  with  instinct  fine  the  intri- 
cate throng 

Of  thoughts  that  flowed  beneath  his 
touch  to  find 

Harmonious  resolution.    As  he 
closed, 

Tannhauser  rising,  fretted  with  de- 
lay, 

Sent  flying  fingers  o'er  the  strings, 
and  sang  : — 

"  Love  be  my  theme  !    Sing  hei 

awake, 
My  harp,    for  she    hath   tamelj 

slept 
In  Wolfram's    song,   a    stagnant 

lake 
O'er  which  a  shivering  star  hath 

crept. 
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"  iwake,  dull  waters,  from  your 

sleep, 
tl»sc,    Love,    from    thy    delicious 

well, 
A.    fountain  I—  yea,    but    flowing 

deep 
With  nectar  and  with  hydromel ; 

"Wi:.h  gurglirg  muniiurs  sweet, 

that  teacli 

My  soul  a  sleep-distracting  dream, 
Till  on  the  marge  I  lie,  and  reach 
My  longing  lips  towards  the 

stream  ; 

"  Whose  waves  leap  upwards  to 

the  brink 

With  drowning  kisses  to  invite 
And    drag  me,   willing,  down  to 

drink 
Delirious  draughts  of  rare  Delight ; 

"  Who  careless  drink,  as  knowing 

well 

The  happy  pastime  shall  not  tire, 
For  Love  is  inexhaustible, 
And  all-unfailing  my  Desire. 


"Love's  fountain-marge  is  fairly 

spread 
With  every  incense-flower  that 

blows, 
W'th  flossy  sedge,  and  moss  that 

grows 
For  fervid  limbs  a  dowy  bed  ; 

"  And    fays   and   fairies   flit    and 

wend 
To  keep  the  sweet  stream  flowing 

free, 

Ani  on  Love's  languid  votary 
Tho  little  elves  delighted  tend  ; 

"And  bring  him  honey-dews  to 

sip, 

Rare  balms  to  cool  him  after  play, 
Or   with   sweet  unguents  smooth 

away 
Ib/i  kiss-crease  on  his  ruffled  lip  ; 


"And    lilywhite    his   limbs   they 

lave, 

And  roses  in  his  cheeks  renew, 
That  he,  refreshed,  return  to  glue 
His  lips  to  Love's  caressent  wave  ; 

"And  feel,  in  that  immortal  kiss. 
His  mortal  instincts  die  the  death 
And  human  fancy  fade  beneath 
The  taste  of  unimainnod  bliss  1 


"  Thus,  gentle  audience,  since  your 

ear 

Best  loves  a  metaphoric  lay, 
Of  mighty  Love  i  warble  here 
In  figures,  such  as  Fancy  may : 

"  Now  know  ye  how  of  Love  I 
think 

As  of  a  fountain,  failing  never. 

Oil  whose  soft  marge  1  lie,  and 
drink 

Delicious  draughts  of  Joy  for- 
ever." 

Abrupt  he  ceased,  and  sat.     And  for 

a  space, 
No  longer  than  the  subtle  lightning 

rests 

Upon  a  sultry  cloud  at  eventide, 
The   Princess    smiled,   and   on  her 

parted  lips 

Hung  inarticulate  applause  ;  but  she 
Sudden  \vas  'ware  that  all  the  hall 

\vas  mute 
With  blank  disapprobation  ;  and  her 

smile 
Died,  and  vague  fear  was  quickenc  1 

in  her  heart 
As  Walter  of  the  Heron-chase  b> 

gan  :— 

"  O  fountain  ever  fair  and  bright, 
He   hath  beheld   thee,  source    of 

Love, 
Who    sung  theo    springing  from 

above, 
Celestial  from  the  founts  of  Light1 
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"  But  he  who  from  thy  waters  rare 
Hath  thought  to  drain  a  gross  de- 
light, 

Blind  in  his  spiritual  sight, 
Hath  ne'er  beheld  thee,  fountain 
fair  ! 

"  Hath  never  seen  the  silver  glow 
Of    thy    glad    waves,    crystalline 

clear, 

Hath  never  heard  within  his  ear 
The  music  of  thy  murmurous  How. 

"  The  essence  of  all  Good  thou  art, 
Thy  waters  are  immortal  liuth, 
Thy  murmurs  are  the  voice  of 

Truth, 
And  music  in  the  human  heart  : 

"  Thou  yieldest  Faith  that  soars 

on  high, 
And    Sympathy  that    dwells    on 

earth  ; 

The  tender  trust  in  human  worth, 
The  hope  that  lives  beyond  the 

sky. 

"  Oh  !  waters  of  the  living  Word, 
Oh  !    fair    vouchsafed     us    from 

above, 

Oh  !  fountain  of  immortal  Love, 
What    song  of    thee    erewhile  1 

heard  ! 

'  Learn,  sacrilegious  bard,  from 

me 

How  all  ignoble  was  thy  strain, 
That  sought  with  trivial  song  to 

stain 
The  fountain  of  Love's  purity  ; 

"  That  fountain  thou  hast  never 
found, 

And  shouldst  thou  come  with  lips 
of  fire 

To  slain  the  thirst  of  bnite  De- 
sire, 

'Twould  shrink  and  shrivel  to  the 
ground  : 

"  Who  seeks  in  Love's  pure  stream 

to  lave 
His  gross  heart,  finds  damnation 

near  ; 


Who  laves  in  Love  his  spir^  ?lear 
Shall    win    Salvation    fnm»     the 
wave." 

And  now  again,  as  when  the  plain- 
tive lay 

Of  Wolfram  warbled  to  harmmiuus 
close, 

The  crowd  grew  glad  with  plaudits  ; 
and  again 

Tannhauser,  ruffled,  rose  his  height, 
and  smote 

Rude  in  the  chords  his  prelude  of 
reply  :— 

"  What   Lcve  is  this  that  melts 

with  Kuih, 
Whose  murmurs  are  the  voice  of 

Truth  ? 

Ye  daze'1  singers,  cease  to  dream. 
And    learn  of    me    your   human 

theme  : 
Of  that  great  Passion   at  whose 

feet 

The  vassal- world  lies  low, 
Of  Love  the    mighty,   Love   the 

sweet, 

I  sing,  who  reigns  below  ; 
Who    makes    men    fierce,    tame, 

wild,  or  kind, 
Sovran  of  every  mood, 
Who  rules  the  heart,  and  rules  the 

mind, 

And  courses  through  the  blood  : 
Slave  of  that  levish  Power  I  sing, 
Dispenser  of  all  good, 
Whose    pleasure-fountain   is  the 

spring 
Of  sole  beatitude. 

"  Sing  ye  of  Love  ye  ne'er  po* 
sessed 

In  wretched  tropes — a  vain  em- 
ployment ! 

I  sing  the  passion  in  my  breast, 

And  know  Love  only  in  Enjoy- 
ment." 

To  whom,  while  all  the  rustling  hall 

was  moved 
With  stormy  indignation,  stern  up- 

ruse, 
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•  arp  in  retort,  Sir  Wilfrid  of  the 
Hills  : 

"  Up,  minstrels  !  rally  to  the  cry 

Of  outraged  Love  and  Loyalty  ; 

Drive  on  this  slanderer,  all  the 
throng, 

And  slay  him  in  a  storm  of  song. 

O  lecher  !  shall  I  sing  to  thee 

<  )f  Love's  untainted  purity, 

Uf  simple  Faith,  and  tender  Ruth, 

Of  Chastity  and  loyal  Truth  :•» 

As  well  sing  Day's  resplendent 
birth 

To  the  blind  mole  that  del  res*  the 
earth, 

As  seek  from  gross  hearts,  slough- 
ed in  sin, 

Approval  of  pure  Lcve  to  win  ! 

Uather  from  thee  I'll  wring  ap- 
plause 

For  Love,  the  Avenger  of  his 
cause ; 

Great  Love,  the  chivalrous  and 
strong, 

To  whose  wide  grasp  all  arras  be- 
long, 

The  lance,  the  battle-axe,  and 
thong. — 

And  eke  the  mastery  in  song. 

"  Love  in  my  heart  in  all  the  pride 
Of  kinghood  sits,  an  1  at  his  side, 
To  do  the  bidding  of  his  lord, 
Martial  Valor  holds  the  sword  ; 
He  strikes  for  honor,  in  the  name 
Of  Virtue  and  fair  woman's  fame, 
And    bids   me    shed    my  dearest 

blood 

To  avenge  aspersed  maidenhood  : 
Who  soils  her  with  licentious  lie, 
Him  will  I  hew  both  hip  and 

thigh, 

Or  in  her  cause  will  dearly  die. 
Hut  thou,  who  in  thy  flashy  song 
Hast    sought    to    do    all    Honor 

wrong, 
I'ass  on, — I  will    not    stoop  my 

crest 
To  «mito  tbee,  nor  lay  lance  in 

taunt. 


Thy  brawling  words,  of  riot  born, 
Are  worthy  only  of  my  scorn  ; 
Thus  at  thy  ears  this  sung  I  fling, 
Which  in  thy  heart  may  plant  ita 

sting, 

If  ruined  Conscience  yet  may  a-rinj.' 
lieuiorse  from  such  a  guilty  thing." 

Scarce  from  his  lips  had  parted  the 

last  word 
When,  through  the  rapturous  prais 

that  rang  around, 
Fierce  from  his  seat,  uprising,  red 

with  rage, 
With  scornful  lip,  and  contumelious 

eye, 
Tannhauser     clanged     among     the 

chords,  and  sang  : 

"  Floutest  thou    me,   thou  grisly 

Hard  ? 

Beware,  lest  I  the  just  reward 
On  thy  puffed  insolence  bestow. 
And  cleave  thee  with  my  falchiou's 

blow, — 

When  I  in  song  have  laid  thee  low. 
I  serve  a  Mistress  mightier  far 
Than   tinkling  rill,   or   twinkling 

star, 

And,  as  in  my  great  Passion's  glow 
Thy  passion-dream  will  melt  like 

snow, 

So  I,  Love's  champion,  at  her  call, 
Will  make  thee  shrink  iu  lield  or 

hall, 
And  roll  before  me  like  a  ball. 

"Thou     pauper-minded     pedant 

dim, 
Thou  starveling-soul,   lean   heart 

and  grim, 
Wouldst  thou  of  Love  the  praises 

hymn  ? 

Then  let  the  gaunt  hyena  howl 
In  praise  of  Pity  ;  let  the  o\vl 
Whoop    the  high  glories    of    the 

noon, 
And  the  hoarso  chough  bccroak  the 

moon! 
What  canst  thou  prate  of  Love  ?  I 

trow 
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She  never  graced  thy  open  l»r»\v. 
Nor  Hushed  thy  cheek,  nor  blos- 
somed fair 

Upon  thy  parted  lips  ;  nor  e'er 
Hade  unjx'nt  passion  wildly  start 
Through  the  forced  portals  of  thy 

heart 
To  stream  in  triumph  from  thine 

eye, 

Oi  else  delicious  death  to  die 
On  other  lips,  in  sigh  on  sigh. 

"  Of  Love,  dispenser  of  all  bliss, 
Of  L««ve,  that  crowns  me  with  a 

kiss, 

I    here    proclaim    me    champion- 
knight  ; 

And  in  her  cause  will  dearly  fight 
With   sword  or  song,  in  hall   or 

plain, 

And  make  the  welkin  ring  again 
With  my  fierce  blows,  or  fervent 

strain. 
But  for  such  Love  as  thou  canst 

feel, 

Thou  wisely  hast  abjured  the  steel, 
Averse  to  lay  thy  hand  on  hilt, 
Or  in  her  honor  ride  a  tilt  : 
Tame    Love    full    tamely  may'st 

thou  jilt. 
And  keep  bone  whole,  and  blood 

unspilt." 

Out  flushed   Sir  Wilfrid's   weapon, 

and  mit  leapt 
From  every  angry  eye  a  thousand 

darts 
Of  unsheathed  indignation,   and  a 

shout 
Wont,  up  among  the  rafters,  and  the 

Ball 
Swayed  to  and  fro  with  tumult  ;  till 

the  voice 
Of  3ur  liege  lord  roared  "Peace  !" 

and,  midst  the  clang 
Of  those  who  parted  the  incense'd 

bards. 
Sounded     the    harp     of    Wolfram. 

Calm  he  stood, 
He  only  calm,  of  all  the  brawl'ng 

crowd 


Which  yet,  as  is  its  wont,  contagion 

caught 
From  neighboring  nobleness,  and  a 

stillness  fell 
On  all,  and  in  the  stillness  soft  he 

sang: 

"O,  from  your  sacred  seats  loou 
down, 

Angels  and  ministers  of  good  : 
With  sanctity  our  spirits  crown. 
And  crush  the  vices  of  the  blood  ! 

"Open  our  hearts  and  set  them 

free, 

That  heavenly  light  may  enter  in; 
And  from  this  fair  society 
Obliterate  the  taint  of  sin. 

"  Thee,  holy  Ixwe,  I  bid  arise 
Propitious  to  my  votive  lay  ; 
Shiue    thou   upon  our  darkened 

eyes, 
And  lead  us  on  the  perfect  way  ; 

"  As,  in  the  likeness  of  a  Star, 
Thou  once  arosest,  guidance  meet, 
And  led'st  the  sages  from  afar 
To  sit  at  holy  Jesu's  feet  : 

"  So  guide  us,  safe  from  Satana 
snares, 

Shine  out,  sweet  Star,  around, 
above, 

Till  we  have  scaled  the  mighty 
stairs, 

And  reached  thy  mansions,  Heav- 
enly Love  I " 

Then,  while  great  shouts  went  up  of 

"  Give  the  prize 
To    Wolfram,"    leapt    TannhSuser 

from  his  seat, 
Fierce  passion  flaming  from  his  lus 

trous  orbs. 

And.  as  a  sinner,  desperate  to  add 
Depth  to  damnation  by  one  latest 

crime, 
Dies  boastful  of  his  blasphemies— 

even  so, 
Tannhiiuser,   conscious  of  the  last 

disgrace 


TANNHAUSER; 


Incurred  by  such  song  in  such  com- 
pany, 

Intent  to  vaunt  the  vastness  of  his 
sin, 

Thus,  as  in  ecstasy,  the  song  re- 
newed : 

"  Goddess  of  Beauty,  thce  I  hymn, 
^  And  ever  worship  at  thy  shrine  ; 
Thou,  who  on  mortal  senses  dim 
Descending,  niakest  man  divine. 

"  Who  hath  embraced  thee  on  thy 

throne, 

And  pastured  on  thy  royal  kiss, 
lie,    happy,   knows,    and    knows 

alone, 
Love's  full  beatitude  of  bliss. 

"  Grim  bards,  of  Love  who  nothing 
know, 

Now  cease  the  unequal  strife  be- 
tween us  ; 

Dare  as  I  dared  ;  to  Ilorsel  go, 

And  taste  Love  on  the  lips  of 
Venus." 

Uprose  on  every  side  and  rustled 
down 

The  affrighted  dames  ;  and,  like  the 
shuddering  crowd 

Of  party-colored  leaved  that  flits  be- 
fore 

The  gust  of  mid  October,  all  at  once 

A  hundred  jewelled  shoulders,  hud- 
dling, swept 

The  hall,  and  slanted  to  the  doors, 
and  (led 

Before  the  storm,  which  now  from 
shaggy  brows 

'Iran  dart  indignant  lightnings.   One 

alone 

If  all  that  awe-struck  womanhood 
remained, 

T!  »  Princess.  She,  a  purple  hare- 
bell frail, 

Thac,  swathed  with  whirlwind,  to 
the  bleak  rock  clings 

When  half  a  forest  falls  "before  the 
blast, 

Rooted  in  utter  wretchedness,  ard 
robed 


In  mockery  of  splendid  state,  still 
sat  ; 

Still  watched  the  waste  that  widened 
in  her  life  ; 

And  looked  as  one  that  in  a  night- 
mare hangs 

Upon  an  edge  of  honor,  while  fi.nn 
beneath 

The  creeping  billow  of  calamity 

Sprays   all  his  hair  with  cold  ;  but 
hand  or  foot 

He  may  not  move,  because  the  fo.in 
less  Fear 

Gapes  vast  behind  him.  Grief  within 
the  void 

Of  her  stark  eyes  stood  tearless  :  ter- 
ror blanched 

Her  countenance  ;  and,  over  clondy 
brows, 

The  shaken  diamond  made  a  rest- 
less light, 

And  trembled  as  the  trembling  stai 
that  hangs 

O'er  Cassiopeia  i'  the  windy  north. 

But  now,  from  farthest  end  to  end 

of  all 
The     sullen     movement    swarming 

underneath, 
Uprolled     deep    hollow    groans     of 

growing  wrath. 
And,   where    erewhile    in    rainbov; 

crescent  ranged 
The  bright-eyed  beauties  of  the  court, 

fast  thronged 
Faces  inflamed  with  wrath,  that  rose 

and  fell 

Tumultuously  gathering    from    be- 
tween 
Sharp-slanting   lanes  of  steel.     For 

every  sword 
Flashed    hare   upon  a  sudden  ;  and 

over  theso. 
Through  the  wide  bursten  doors  tho 

sinking  sun 
Streamed     lurid,   lighting    up    that 

steely  sea  ; 
Which,    spotted   white   with   foamy 

plumes,  and  ridged 
With  glittering  iron,  clashed  together 

and  closed 
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About  Tannhauser.  Careless  of  the 
wrath 

KousvM1.  oy  his  own  rash  song,  the 
singer  stood  ;  [fooled 

Rapt  in   remembrance,  or  by  fancy 

A  visionary  Venus  to  pursue, 

With   eyes   that  roamed  in  rapture 

the  blank  air. 

Tntil  the  sharp  light  of  a  hundred 
swords 

.Smote  on  the  fatal  trance,  and  scat- 
tered all 

Its  fervid  fascination.  Swift  from 
sheath 

Then  leapt  the  glaive  and  glittered 
in  his  hand, 

And  warily,  with  eye  upon  the  watch, 

Receding  to  the  mighty  main  sup- 
port 

That,  from  the  centre,  propped  the 
ponderous  roof, 

There,  based  against  the  pillar,  front- 
ing full 

His  sudden  foes,  he  rested  resolute, 

Awaiting  assault. 

But,  hollow  as  a  bell, 

That  tolls  for  tempest  from  a  storm- 
clad  tower, 

Rang  through  the  jangling  shock  of 
arms  and  men 

The  loud  voice  of  the  Landgrave. 
Wide  he  swept 

The  solemn  sceptre,  crying  "  Peace !" 
then  said  : 

"  Ye  Lieges  of  Thuringia  1  whose 
just  scorn, 

In  judgment  sitting  on  your  right- 
eous brows, 

Would  seem  to  have  forecast  the 
dubious  doom 

/waiting  our  decision;  ye  have 
heard, 

Not  wrung  by  torture  from  your 
reluctant  lips, 

Nor  yet  breathed  forth  with  peni- 
tential pain 

In  prayer  for  pardon,  nay,  but  rather 
fledged 

And  barbi/d  with  boasted  insolence, 
such  a  crime 


Confest,  as  turns  to  burning  coals  of 

wrath 

The  dewy  eyes  of  Pity,  cor  ',<>  Hope 
One  refuge  spares,  save  such  as  reeta 

perchance 
Within  the  bounteous  bosom  of  tlie 

Church  ; 
Who,  caring  for  the  frailty  of  an 

flock, 
Holds  mercy  measureless  as  htaven 

is  high. 
Shuddering,  ourselves  have  listened 

to  what  breaks 
All  bonds   that  bound   to  this  un- 

.  happy  man 

The  covenanted  courtesies  of  knights, 
The  loyalties  of  lives  by  faith  knit 

fast 

In  spiritual  communion.     What  be- 
hooves, 

After  deliberation,  to  award 
In  sentence,  I  to  your  high  council 

leave, 
Undoubting.      What   may  mitigate 

in  aught 
The  weight  of    this    acknowledged 

infamy 
Weigh  with  due  balance.     What  to 

justice  stern 

Mild-minded  mercy  yet  may  reconcile 
Search  inly.     Not  with  rashness,  not 

in  wrath, 
Invoking  from   the    right  hand   of 

high  God 

His  dread  irrevocable  angel,  Death  ; 
Yet  not  unwary  how  one  spark  of 

hell, 
If  unextinguished    down  the  night 

of  time 
May,  like  the  wreckers'  beacon  from 

the  reefs, 
Lure    many    to    destruction  :     noi 

indeed 
Unmindful  of  the  doom  by  firo  or 

steel 
This  realm's  supreme  tribuna  a  havo 

reserved 

For  those  that,  dealing  in  damna- 
tion, hold 
Dark   commerce  with  the  common 

foe  of  man. 
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Weigh  you  in  all  its  circumstance 
this  crime  : 

And,  worthily  judging,  though  your 
judgment  be 

As  sharp  as  conscience,  be  it  as  con- 
science clear." 

lie  ended  :  and  a  bitter  interval 
Of  silence  o'er  the  solemn  hall  con- 
gealed, 
Like  frost  on  a  waste  water,  in  a 

place 
Waere   rocks  confront  each  other. 

Marshalled  round, 
Black-bearded  cheek  and  chin,  with 

hand  on  heft 
Bent    o'er    the    pommels    of    their 

planted  swords 

A  dreary  cirque  of  faces  ominous, 
The    sullen  barons    on    each  other 

stared 

Significant.     As,  ere  the  storm  de- 
scends 
Upon  a  Druid  grove,  the  great  trees 

stand 
Looking  one  way,  and  stiller  than 

their  wont, 
Until  the  thunder,  rolling,  frees  the 

wind 

That  rocks  them  altogether;  even  so, 
That   savage   circle  of  grim-guarle'd 

men, 
Awhile   in    silence    storing    stormy 

thoughts, 
Stood    breathless ;   till   a    murmur 

moved  them  all, 
And    louder    growing,   and    louder, 

burst  at  last 

To  a  universal  irrepressible  roar 
Of  voices  roaring,  "  Let  him  die  the 

death  ! " 
And,  in  that  roar  released,  a  hundred 

swords 
Rushed  forward,  and  in  narrowing 

circle  sloped 
Sharp  rims  of  shining  horror  round 

the  doomed, 

Undaunted  minstrel.     Then  a  pite- 
ous cry  ; 
\nd  from  the  purple  baldachin  down 

sprang 


The  princess,  gleaming  like  a  ghost, 

and  slid 
Amonir  the  swords,  and  standing  in 

the  midst 
Swept  a    wild    arm  of    prohibition  . 

forth. 
Cowering,  recoiled  the  angry,  balOod 

surge, 

Leaving  on  either  side  a  horrid  hodus 
Of  rifted  glare,  as  wheu  tin:  lied  Sea 

waves 
Hung  heaped  and  sundered,  ere  they 

roaring  fell 
On  Egypt's  chariots.    So  there  came 

a  hush  ; 
And  in  the  hush  her  voice,  heavy 

with  scorn  : 

"  Or  shall  I  call  you  men  ?  or  beasts  ? 

who  seem 
No  nobler  than  the  bloodhound  and 

the  wolf 
Which    scorn    to  prey   upon    their 

proper  kind  ! 
Christians  I  will  not  call  you  !  who 

defraud 
That     much-misapprehended    holy 

name 
Of  reverence  due  by  such  a  deed  as, 

done, 
Will  clash  against  the  charities  of 

Christ, 
And  make  a  marred  thing  and  a 

mockery 
Of    the  fair  face  of    Mercy.     You 

dull  hearts, 

And  hard  !  have  ye  no  pity  for  your- 
selves ? 

For  man  no  pity  ?  man  whose  com- 
mon cause 
Is  shamed  and  saddened  by  the  stai 

that  falls 
Upon  a  noble  nature  !    You  blin  v 

hands, 
Thrust  out  so  fast  to  smite  a  fallen  ; 

friend  ! 
Did  ye  not  all  conspire,  whilst  yet  he 

stood  [forth 

The  stateliest  soul  among  you,  to  set 
And  tix  him  in  the  foremost  ranks 

of  men  ? 
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Content  that  he,   your  best,  should 

bear  the  brunt, 

AiU  l.eal  the  vyu  against  the  scorn- 
ful fiend 
That  will  not  waste  his  weapons  on 

the  herd. 
But  saves   them    for    the    noblest. 

And  shall  Hell 
Triumph  through  you,  that  triumph 

in  the  shame 

Of  this  eclipse  that  blots  your  bright- 
est out. 

And   leaves   you  dark  in  his  extin- 
guished light  ? 
O,   who  that  lives  but  hath  within 

his  heart 
Some  cause  to  dread  the  suddenness 

ol  death  ? 

And  God  is  merciful:  and  suffers  us, 
Even  for  our  sins'  sake  ;  and  doth 

spare  us  time, 
Time  to  grow   ready,  time  to  take 

farewell  ! 

And    send    us    monitors    and   min- 
isters— 
Old  age.  that  steals  the  fullness  from 

the  veins  ; 
And  griefs,  that  take  the  glory  from 

the  eyes  ; 
And  pains,  that  bring  us  timely  news 

of  death  ; 
And  tears,  that  teach  us  to  be   glad 

of  him. 
For  who  can  take  farewell  of  all  his 

sTns 
O!  8-ich  a  sudden  summons  to  the 

grave  ? 
Against  high  Heaven  hath  this  man 

sinned,  or  you  ? 
O,  if  it   be  against  high  Heaven,  to 

Heaven 
the  compt  !    lest,  from    the 

armory 
tbe    Eternal    Justice    ye    plu^k 

down, 
1*^   that  bolt  the  Highest  yet 

withholds 
From     this    low-fallen    head, — how 

fallen  !  how  low  ! 
Yet  not  so  fallen,  not  so  low  fallen, 

but  what 


Divine  Redemption,  reaching  every- 
where, 
May    reach    at    last    even    to    this    i 

wretchedness, 
And,  out  of  late  repentance,  ra'sc  it 

up 
\\  ith  pardon  into  peace." 

She  paused  :  she  touched, 
As    with    an    angel's    linger,    hiii 

whose  pride 
Obdurate  now  had  yielded,  and  he 

laid 
Vanquished  by  Pity,  broken  at  her 

feet. 
She,  lingering,  waited  answer,  but 

none  came 
Across  the  silence.    And  again  she 

spake  : 

"  O,  not  for  him  alone,  and  not  for 

that 
Which  to  remember  now  makes  life 

for  me 
A  wilderness  of  homeless  griefs,  I 

plead 
Before    you  ;    but,   O  Princes,  for 

yourselves  ; 
For  all  that  in  your  nobler  nature 

stirs 

To    vindicate    Forgiveness   and  en- 
large 
The  lovely  laws  of  Pity  !    Which  of 

you, 
Here  in  the  witness  of  all-judging 

God, 
Stands  spotless  ?    Which  of  you  will 

boast  himself 
More    miserably    injured    by    this 

man 
Than  I.  whose  heart  of  all  that  lived 

in  it 

lie  hath  untenanted  ?     O,  horrible 
Unheard  of  !  from  the  bleese'd  lap  •*    \ 

life  [sins,   s 

To  send  the  soul,  asleep  in  ail  her  i 
Down  to  perdition  I    Be  not  yours   ; 

the  hands 
To  do  this  desperate  wrong  in  sight 

of  all 
The  ruthful  faces  of  the  Saints  in 

Heaven." 
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She   passionately  pleading  thus,  her 

voice 
Over  their  hearts   moved   like  that 

earnest  wind 
That,  laboring    long    against    some 

great  nigh  cloud, 
ets  free,  at  last,  a  solitary  star. 
Then   sinks  ;    hut  leaves   the   night 

not  all  forlorn 
In)  the  soft  rain  o'ercomes  it. 

This  long  while 
Wolfram,  whose  harp  and  voice  were 

overborne 

By  burly  brawlers  in  the  turbulence 
That     shook   that    stormy    senate, 

stood  apart 
With  vainly-vigilant  eye,  and  writhen 

hands. 
All  in  mute  trouhle  :  too  gentle  to- 

approve, 
Too  gentle  to  prevent,  what  passed  : 

and  still 
Divided     himself     'twixt     sharpest 

grief 
To  see   his  friend   so   fallen,  and   a 

drear 
Strange  horror  of  the  crime  whereby 

he  fell. 
So,  like  a  headland  light  that   down 

dark  waves 
Shtnes  o'er  some  sinking  ship  it  fails 

to  save, 
Looked    the  pale   singer  down   the 

lurid  hall. 

But  when  the  pure  voice  of  Eliza- 
beth 
Ceased,   and  clear-lighted   all  with 

noble  thoughts 
Iler  face  glowed  as  an  angel's,  the 

sweet  Bard, 
Whose  generous   heart  had    scaled 

with  that  loved  voice 
p  to  the    lofty  levels    where    it 

.  ceased, 
Stood  forth,  and  from  the  dubious 

silence  caught 
And  carried  up  the  purpose  of  her 

prayer  ;  [heart, 

And  drew  it  out,  and  drove  it  to  the 
And  clenched  it  with  conviction  in 

the  mind. 


And  fixed  it  firm  in  judgment. 

From  deep  mus« 
The      Landgrave      started,     toward 

Tannhausor  strode, 
And,  standing  o'er  him  with  an  eye 

wherein 
Salt    sorrow    and    a     moody    pi;y 

gleamed. 
Spake  hoarse  of  utterance  : 

"  Arise  !  go  forth  1 
Go  from  us,  mantled  in  the   fchamea 

which  make 
Thee,    stranger     whom    mine     eyo 

henceforth  abhors, 
The  mockery  of  the  man   I   loved, 

and  mourn. 
Go  from  these   halls  yet  holy  with 

the  voice 
Of  her  whose  intercession  for   thy 

sake, — 

If  any  sacred  sorrow  yet  survive 
All  ruined  virtues, — in  remorse  shall 

steep 
The  memory  of  her  wrongs.      For 

thee  remains 

Oi.e  hope,  unhappicst  !  reject  it  not. 
There  goelh   a  holy   pilgrimage   to 

Rome, 
Which  not  yet  from  the  borders   of 

our  land 
Is  parted  ;    pious  souls  and  meek, 

whom  thou 
Haply  may's!  join,  and  of  those  holy 

hands, 
Which  sole  have  power  to  bind  or 

loose,  receive 
Remission    of  thy    sin.      For    save 

alone 
The  hand    of  Christ's    high  Vicar 

upon  earth 
A  hurt  so  henious  what  may  heal  f 

What  save 
A  soul  so   fallen  ?     Go  forth   upon 

thy  ways, 
Which  are  not  ours  :  for  we  no  moro 

may  mix 
Congenial  minds  in  convsrse  sweet, 

no  more  [hear 

Together  pace  these  halls,  nor   ever 
Thy  harp  as  once  when  all  wag  pure 

and  glad, 
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Among  the  days  which  have  been. 

All  thy  paths 
Henceforth   he  paths   of  penitence 

and  prayer, 

Whilst  over  ours  thy  memory  mov- 
ing makes 

/.  shadow,  and  a  silence  in  our  talk. 
Get  thee  from  hence,  O  all  that  now 

remains 
Of  one  we  honored  !    Till  the  hand 

that  holds 
The  keys  of  heaven  hath  oped  for 

thee  the  doors 
Of  life  in  that  far  distance,  let  mine 

eye 
See  thee  no  more.     Go  from  us  ! " 

Even  then. 

Even  whilst  he  spake,  like  some 
sweet  miracle, 

From  darkening  lands  that  glim- 
mered through  the  doors 

Came,  faintly  heard  along  the  filmy 
air 

That  bore  it  floating  near,  a  choral 
chant 

Of  pilgrims  pacing  by  the  castle 
wall  ; 

And  "  sulvum  mefac  Domine"  they 
sung 

Sonorous,  in  the  ghostly  going  ont 

Of  the  red-litten  eve  along  the  land. 

Then,  like  a  hand  across  the  heart 

of  him 
That  heard  it  moved  that  music  from 

afar, 
Aw*  beckoned  forth  the  butter  hope 

n-hich  leads 
A  !-->/--   life  up  along  the  nigged 

road 

Of  high   resolve.     Tannhauser  mov- 
ed, as  moves 
The  folded  serpent  smitten  by  the 

spring 
Aud  stirred  with  sudden  sunlight, 

when  he  c:vsts 
His    spotted    skin,  and,  renovated, 

gleams 
With  novel  hues.      One    lingering 

long  look, 


Wild  with  remorse  and  vague  with 

vast  regrets, 

Tie  lifted  to  Elizabeth.    His  thoughts 
Were  llien  as  those  dumb  creatures 

in  their  pain 
That   makes  a  language  of  a  look. 

He  tossed 
Aloft   his   arms,   and   down   to  tie 

great  doors 
With  drooped  brows  striding,  groaned 

"  To  Rome,  to  Home  !  " 
Whilst  the    deep   hall  behind   him 

caught  the  cry 
And  drove  it  clamorous  after  him, 

from  all 
Its     hollow      roofs      reverberating 

"Rome!" 

A  fleeting  darkness  through  the 
lurid  arch  ; 

A  flying  form  along  the  glare  be- 
yond ; 

And  he  was  gone.  The  scowling 
Eve  reaclied  out 

Across  the  hills  a  liery  arm,  and 
took 

Tannhauser  to  her,  like  a  sudden 
death. 

So  ended  that  great  battle  of  the 

Bards, 
Whereof  some  rumor  to  the  end  of 

time 
Will  echo  in  this  land. 

And,  voided  now 
Of   all  his  multitudes,    the  mighty 

Hall, 
Dumb,  dismally  dispageauted,   laid 

bare 
His  ghostly  galleries  to  the  mournful 

moon  ; 
And  Xight  came  down,  and  Silence 

and  the  twain 
Mingled     beneath      the     starlight. 

Wheeled  at  will 
The  flitter-winge'd  bat  round  lonely 

towers 
Whore,  one  by  one,  from  darkening 

casements  died 
The  taper's  shine  ;  the  howlet  from 

the  hills 
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Whoi»p«Ml  :     and    Elizabeth,     alone 

with  Nii;ht 
Ami  Silfinv.  and  the  Gliost  of  her 

shin  youth, 
lay  lost  among  the  ruins  of  that 

day. 

/is    /  I.  en   tlie  buffeting  gusts,    that 

adversr  blow 

CHr  r  the  Caribbean  Sea,  conspire 
Conflicting    breaths,   and,  savagely 

begot, 

The  tierce  tornado  rotatory  wheels, 
Or  sweeps  centripetal,  or,  all  forces 

Joined, 
Whirls  circling  o'er   the   maddened 

waves,  and  they 
Lift  up  their  framing  backs  beneath 

the  keel 
Of   some  frail  vessel,  and,  careering 

high 
Over  a  sunken  rock,  with  a  sudden 

plunge 
Confound      her,  —  stunned      and 

strained,  upon  the  peak 
Poising  one  moment,  ere   she    for- 
ward fall 
T^  float,  dishelmed,  a  wreck  upon 

M>e  waves  : 
Sk1  •£«??-  rngendered  by  what  furious 

blasts 
Of  passion,  that  fell  hurricane  that 

swept 
Elizabeth  to  her  doom,  and  left  her 

now 
A    lu'linl. >ss  hull   upon  the    savage 

seas 

Of  life,  without  an  aim,  to  float  for- 
lorn. 

1  ongwhile,  still  shuddering  from  the 

shock  that  jarred 
The    bases    of    her    being,    piteous 

wreck 
Of  mined  hopes,  upon  her  couch  she 

lay, 
Of  life  and  time  oblivious  ;  all  her 

mind 

Lorked  in  a  rigid  agony  of  grief, 
Clasping,  convulsed,  its  unwept  woe; 

her  heart 


Writhing  and   riven  ;  and   her  bur- 

tin-lied  brain 
Blind  with  the   weight  of  tears  that 

would  not  flow. 
But  when,  at  last,  the  healing  hand 

of  Time 
Had  wrought  repair  upon  her  shat- 

tcivil  frame  : 
And   those    unskilled   physicians  of 

the  mind — 
Importunate,  fond  friends,  a  host  of 

kin — 
Drew  her  perforce  from  solitude,  she 

passed 
Hack  to  the  world,  and  walked  ita 

weary  ways 
With  dull  mechanic  motions,  such  as 

make 
A  mockery  of  life.     Yot  gave  she 

never, 
By  weeping  or  by  wailing,  outward 

sign 
Of  that  great  inward  agony  that  she 

bore  ; 
For    she   was    not  of  those   whose 

sternest  sorrow 
Outpours  in  plaints,  or  weeps  itself 

in  dew  ; 
Not  passionate  she,  nor  of  the  happy 

souls 
Whose  grief  comes   tempered  with 

the  gift  of  tears. 

So,  through  long  weeks  and  many  a 

weary  moon, 
Silent  and  self-involved,  without  a 

llgh, 

She  suffered.     There,  whence  con- 
solation comes, 
She  sought  it — at  the  foot  of  Jesu'a 

cross, 
And  on  the  bosom  of  the  Virgin 

spouse, 
And  in  communion  with  the  blesse'd 

Saints. 
But  chief  for  him  she  prayed  whoso 

grievous  sin 
Had  wrought  her  desolation  ;  Cod 

besought 
To  touch  the  leprous  soul  and  make 

it  clean  ; 
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And  sue  1  the  Heavenly  Pastor  to  re- 
call 
The  lost  sheep,  wandering  from  the 

pleasant  ways, 
Back  to  the  pasture,  of  the  paths  of 

peace. 

^o  thrice  a  day,  what  time  the  blush- 
ing morn 
!riiusoned  the  orient  sky,  and  when 

the  sun 
Glared  from  mid-heaven  or  weltered 

in  the  west, 
Fervent  she  prayed  ;  nor  in  the  night 

forewent 
HIT  vidls  ;  till  at  last  from  prayer 

she  drew 
A   calm   into  her  soul,  and  in  that 

calm 
.Heard  a  low  whispei  —like  the  breeze 

thai  hreaks 
The  deep  p,-ace  of  the  forest  ere  the 

chirp 
Of  earliest  hird  salutes  the  advent 

Day- 
Thrill   through   her,   herald  of   the 

dawn  of  Hope. 

Then  most  she  loved  from  forth  her 

leafy  tower 
Listless    to    watch    the  irrevocable 

clouds 
Roll   on,  and   daylight  waste   itself 

away 
Along  those  dreaming  woods,  whence 

evermore 
She  mused,  "  He  will  return  ;''  and 

fondly  wove 
Her  webs  of  wistful  fantasy  till  the 

uioon 
Was  high  in  heaven,  and  in  its  light 

she  kneeled, 
4  faded  watcher  through  the  weary 

night, 
A  meek,  sweet  statue  at  the  silver 

shrines, 
lu  deep,  perpetual  prayer  for  him 

she  loved. 
And  from  the  pitying  Sisterhood  of 

Saints 
Haply  that  prayer  shall  win  an  angel 

down 


To  he  his  unseen  minister,  and  draw 
A   drowning    conscience    from    the 
deeps  of  Hell. 

Time  put   his   si<  kle  in  among  tho 

days. 
Ulithe    Summer     came,    and     into 

dimples  danced 

The  fair  and  fructifying  Earth,  anon 
Showering  the  gathered  guerdon  oi 

her  play 
Into  the  lap  of  Autumn  ;  Autumn 

stored 
The  gift,  piled  ready  to  the  palsied 

hand 
Of  blind  and  begging  Winter  ;  and 

when  he 
Closed  his    well-provcndered    days. 

Spring  ligh.ly  came 
And  scattered   sweets  upon  his  sul- 

ien  grave. 
And  twice  the  seasons  passed,  th» 

sisters  three 
Doing  glad  service  for  their  hoary 

brother, 
And  twice  twelve  moons  had  waxed 

and  waned,  and  twice 
The    weary    world    had    pilgriincd 

round  the  sun. 
When  from  the  outskirts  of  the  land 

there  came 
Rumor  of  footsore   penitents  from 

Rome 
Returning,  jubilant  of  remitted  sin. 

So  chanced  it,  on  a  silent  April  evo 
The  westering  sun  along  the  Wart- 
burg  vale 
Shot   level    boams,   and   into    glory 

touched 
The  image  of  Madonna, — where  if 

stands 
Hard  by  the  common  way  that  eliml/s 

the  steep. — 

The  linage  of  .Madonna,  and  tire  f  »<•<. 
Of  meek  Elizabeth  turned  lotvarcif 

the  ljueen 
Of    Sorrows,  sorrowful    in    patient 

prayer  ; 
When,  through  the  silence  atd  the 

sleepy  leaves, 
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A  breeze  blew  up  the  vale,  and  on 

the  breeze 
Floated  a  plaintive  music.     She  that 

heard, 
Trembled  ;    the    prayer    upon    her 

parted  lips 
Suspended  hung,  and  one  swift  hand 

she  pressed 
Against  the  palpitating  heart  whose 

throbs 
Confused  (   i  cunning  of  her  ears. 

Ah  God  ! 
Was  this  the  voice  of  her  returning 

joy  ? 
The  psalm  of  shriven  pilgrims  to 

their  homes 
Returning  ?    Ay  !  it  swells  upon  the 

breeze 
The  "  Nunc  Dimittis"  of  glad  souls 

that  sue 

After  salvation  seen  to  part  in  peace. 
Then  up  she  sprung,  and  to  a  neigh- 
boring copse 
Swift  as  a  startled  hind,  when  the 

ghostly  moon 
Draws    sudden    o'er    the    silvered 

heather-bells 
The  monstrous  shadow  of  a  cloud, 

she  sped  ; 
Pausing,     low-crouched,    within     a 

maze  of  shrubs, 
Whose  emerald  slivers  fringed  the 

rugged  way 
So  broad,  the  pilgrim's  garments  as 

they  passed 
Would  brush  the  leaves  that  hid  her. 

And  anon 
They  came  in  double  rank,  and  two 

by  two, 
With  cumbered  steps,  with  haggard 

gait,  that  told 
Of  bodily  toil  and  trouble,  with  be- 

soiled 
And    tattered    garments  ;    nathless 

with  glad  eyes, 
Whence  looked  thesnnl  disburthened 

of  her  sin. 
Climbing  the  rude  path,  two  by  two 

they  came. 

And  she,  that  watched  with  what  in- 
tensest  gazo 


Them  coming,  saw  old  faces  that  she 

knew, 
And    every   face    turned   skywards, 

while  the  lips 
Poured  out  the  heavenly  psalm,  and 

every  soul 

Sitting  seraphic  in  the  upturned  eyes 
With  holy  fervor  rapt  upon  the  soni.': 
Aud  still  they  came  and  passed,  a;i 

still  she  gazed  ; 
And  still  she  thought,  "  Now  comes 

he  !  "  and  the  chant 
Went  heavenwards,  and  the  file'd  pil 

grims  fared 
Beside  her,  till  their  tale  wellnigh 

was  told. 

Then  o'er  her  soul  a  shuddering  hor- 
ror crept, 
And,  in  that  agony  of  mind  that 

makes 

Doubt  more  intolerable  than  despair, 
With  sudden  hand  she  brushed  aside 

the  sprays, 
And  from  the  thicket  leaned   and 

looked.     The  last  [ken 

Of  all  the  pilgrims  stood  within  the 
Of  her  keen  gaze, — save  him  all 

scanned,  and  he 
Xo   sooner   scanned  than  cancelled 

from  her  eyes 
By  vivid  lids   swept  down   to   lash 

away 
Him  hateful,  being  other  than  she 

sought. 
So  for  a  space,  blind  with  dismay, 

she  paused, 
But,    he    approaching,     from     the 

thicket  leapt. 
Clutched  with  wrung  hands  his  rol-e, 

and  gasped,  "The  Knight 
That  with  you  went,  returns  not"  ? ' 

In  his  psalm 
The  fervid  pilgrim  made  no  paust. 

yet  gazed 

At  his  wild  questioner,  intelligent 
Of  her  demand,  and  shook  his  head 

and  passed. 
Then   she,   with   that   mute  answer 

stabbed  to  the  heart. 
Sprung   forward,   clutched   him   yet 

once  more,  and  cried, 
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"  In  Mary's  name,  and  in  the   name 

of  '(.rod, 
Received    the    knight    his    shrift?" 

And,  once  again, 
The   pilgrim,    sorrowful,    shook   his 

head  and  sighed, 
Sighed  in  the  singing  of  his  psalm, 

and  passed. 

Th  in  prone  she  fell  upon  her  face, 

and  prone 
W:'.~  in  her   mind  Hope's  shattered 

fabric  fell,— 
The  dear  and  delicate  fahric  of  frail 

Hope 
Wrought  l>y  the  simple  cunning  of 

iier  thoughts, 
That,  laboring  long,  through  many 

a  dreamy  day 
And   many   a  vigil   of  the  wakeful 

night. 
Piecemeal  had   reared  it,  patiently, 

with  pain. 
From  out  the  ruins  of   her  ancient 

peace. 
O  ancient  Peace  !  that  never  shall 

return  ; 

0    ruined   hope !    O    Fancy !    over- 
fond, 

Futile  artiticer  that  build'st  on  air, 
M.irred  is  thy  handiwork,  and  thou 

shall  please 
With   plastic  fantasies  her  soul  no 

more. 

So  lay  she  cold  against  the  callous 

ground, 
Her  pale  face  pillowed  on  a  stone, 

her  eyes 

ST.-le  open, "fixed  into  a  ghastly  stare 
T.at  knew  no  speculation  ;  for  her 

mind 
tVas  dark,    and  all  her  faculty  of 

thought 
0:>tnr  assiouately  cancelled.    But  she 

lay 
Nc:  in  the  embrace  of  loyal  Death, 

who  keeps 
His  bride  forever,  but  in  treacherous 

anus 
Of  Sleep  that,  sated,  will  restore  to 

Grief 


Her,  snatched  a  sweet  space  from 

his  cruel  clutch, 
So  lay  she  cold  against  the  callous 

ground, 
And  none  was  near  to  heed  her,  aa 

the  sun, 
About  him  drawing  the  vast-skirto' 

clouds, 
Went  down  behind  the  western  hil 

to  die. 

Now    Wolfram,    when    the    rumor 

reached  his  ears 
That,    from   their    quest   of    saving 

grace  returned, 

The  pilgrims  all  within  the  castle- 
court 
Were    gathered,    flocked    about  by 

happy  friends, 
Passed  from  his  portal  swiftly,  and 

ran  out 
And   joined   the    clustering    crowd. 

Full  many  a  face, 
Wasted  and  wan,  he  recognized,  and 

elapsed 
Full  many  a  lean  hand  clutching  at 

his  own, 
Of   those  who,  stretched  upon  the 

grass,  or  propped 
Against    the    bowlder-stones,    were 

pressed  about 
By   weeping   women,   clamorous   to 

unbind 
Their  sandal-thongs  and  bathe  the 

bruise'd  feet. 
Then    up    and    down,    and    swiftly 

through  and  througk, 
And     round     about,     skirting     the 

crowd,  he  hurried. 
With  greetings  fair  to  all ;  till,  iiliei 

with  fear, 
Half-hopeless  of  his  quest,  yet  bar. 

boring  hope, 
He    paused    perplexed    besides  the 

castle  gates. 
There,  at  his  side,  the  youngest  of 

the  train. 
A  blue-eyed  pilgrim  tarried,  and  to 

him 
Turned     Wolfram     questioning     of 

Tannhauser's  fate, 
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And   learnt  in  few  words  how,  his 

sin  pronounced 

lX.idly  and  irremediable,  the  knight 
Had   faded   from   before  the   awful 

face 
Of    Christ's    incensed    Vicar ;    and 

none  knew 
Wh;ti^er    he     wandered,     to    what 

desolate  lands, 
Hid Lnq;  his  anguish  from  the  eyes  of 

men. 
Theu  Wolfram  groaned,  and  elapsed 

his  hands,  and  cried, 
"  Merciful  God  !"  and  fell  upon  his 

knees 

in  purpose  as  of  prayer, — but,  sud- 
denly, 
About  the  g.ite  the  crowd  moved, 

and  a  cry 
Went  up  for  space,  when,  rising,  he 

beheld 
Four  maids  who  on  a  pallet  bore  the 

form 
Of    wan    Elizabeth.      The    whisper 

grew 
That  she  had  met  the  pilgrims,  and 

had  learned 
Tannhiiusers  fate,  and  fallen  beside 

the  way. 

And  Wolfram,  in  the  ghastly  torch- 
light, saw 
The    white    face    of    the    Princess 

tunned  to  his, 
A  nd    for  a  space    their  eyes    met ; 

then  she  raised 
One    hand    towards    Heaven,    and 

smiled  as  who  should  say, 
|;O  friend,   I  journey  unto    God; 

farewell  !" 
JJat  he  could   answer  nothing  ;  for 

his  eyes 
X<x*    blinded    by    his    tears,    and 

through  his  tears 
Dimly,  as  in  a  dream,  he  saw  her 

borne 
Up   the    broad    granite   steps   that 

wind  witl.in 

The  palace  ;  and  his  inner  eye,  en- 
tranced, 
Saw  in  a  vision  four  great  Angels 

stand, 


Expectant  of  her  spirit,  ar  IK.,  foot 
Of   flights  of  blinding  brilliancy  of 

stairs 
Innumerable,  that  through  the  rivea 

skies 
Scaled  to  the  City  of  the  Saints  of 

God. 
Then,  when  thick  night  fell  on  b  a 

soul,  and  all 

The  vision  tied,  he  solitary  stood 
A  crazed    man    within    the    east)«- 

court ; 
Whence  issuing,  with  wild  eyes  aiid 

wandering  gait 
He  through  the  darkness,  groaning, 

passed  away. 

All  that  lone  night,  along  the 
haunted  hills, 

By  di/./y  brinks  of  mountain  pre- 
cipices, 

He  fleeted,  aimless  as  an  unused 
wind 

That  wastes  itself  about  a  wilder- 
ness. 

Sometimes  from  low-browed  cavos, 
and  hollow  crofts, 

Under  the  hanging  woods  there 
came  and  went 

A  voice  of  wail  upon  the  midnight 
air, 

As  of  a  lost  soul  mourning  ;  and 
the  voice 

Was  still  the  voice  of  his  remem- 
bered friend. 

Sometimes  (so  fancy  mocked  the 
fears  she  bred  !) 

He  heard  along  the  lone  and  eery 
land 

Low  demon  laughters  ;  and  a  su'kn 
strain 

Of  horror  swelled  upon  the  bree«e  ; 
and  sounds 

Of  wizard  dance,  with  shawm  an.1 
timbrel.  Hew 

Ever  betwixt  waste  air  and  warder- 
ing cloud 

O'er  pathless  peaks.  Then,  hi  the 
distance  tolled, 

Or  seemed  to  toll,  a  kiiell  :  tLo 
breezes  drooped : 


OK,  THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  HARDS. 


339 


Anil,    in    the    sudden    pause,    that 

passing  hell 
With    ghostly   summons    bade,  him 

back  return 
To  whore,  till  dawn,  a  shade  among 

the  shades 
Of    Warihurg.    watching    one    lone 

tower.  IIP  saw 
A    ligl-t    that    waned    with    all    his 

earthly  hopes. 
The  calm  Dawn  came  and  from  the 

eastern  cliff. 
Athwart  the   glistening  slopes  and 

cold  green  copse, 
Called  to   him,  careless   of   a  grief 

not  hers  ; 
But  he,  from  all  her  babbling  birds, 

and  all 
Her  vexing  sunlight,  with  a  wea^y 

heart 
Drew  close  the  darkness  of  the  glens 

and  glades 
About  him.  flying  through  the  forest 

deeps. 
And   day   and   night,   dim  eve  and 

dewy  dawn, 
Three    times    returning,   went    un- 

cared  for  by  ; 
And  thrice  the  double  twilights  rose 

and  fell 
About  a  land  where  nothing  seemed 

the  same, 
At  eve  or  dawn,  as  in  the  time  gone 

by. 
But,  when    the  fourth  day  like  a 

stranger  slipped' 
To    his     unhonored    grave,     God's 

Angel  passed 

A'.TOSS  the  threshold  of  the  Land- 
grave's hall, 
\nd  in  his   bosom  bore  to  endless 

peace 

The  weary  spirit  of  Elizabeth. 
Then,  in  that  hour  when  Death  with 

gentle  hand 
Hac'  1  moped  the   juiet  eyelids  o'er 

the  eyes 
That  Wolfram  loved,  to  Wolfram's 

heart  there  came 
A  calmness  like  thn  calmness  of  a 

grave 


Walled  safe  from  all  the  noisy  walks 

of  men 
In  some  green  place  of  peace  where 

daisies  grow. 
His  tears  fell  in  the  twilight  with  the 

dews, 

Soft  as  the  dews  that  with  the  twi- 
light fell, 
When,  over   scarred    and  weat'ter- 

wounded  walls. 
Sharp-jagged   mountain  cones,  and 

tangled  quicks, 
Eve's  spirit,  settling,  laid  the  land 

to  sleep 
In  skyey  trance.    Nor  yet  less  soft 

to  fuse 
Memory  with  hope,  and  earth  with 

heaven,  to  him, 
Athwart  the  harsher  anguish  of  that 

day, 

There  stole  with  tears  the  tender  hu- 
man sense 
Of  heavenly  mercy.     Through  that 

milder  mood, 
Like  waifs  that  float  to  shore  when 

storms  are  spent, 
Flowed  to  his  heart  old  memories  of 

his  friend, 
O'erwoven  with  the  weed  of  other 

griefs, 
Of  other  griefs  for  her  that  grieved 

no  more — 

And  of  that  time  when,  like  a  blaz- 
ing star 
That  moves  and  mounts  between  the 

Lyre  and  Crown, 
Tannhiiuser  shone  ;  ere  sin  came, 

and  with  sin 
Sorrow.     And  now  if  yet  Tannhau- 

ser  lived 
None  knew  :  and  if  he  lived,  what 

hope  in  life  ? 
And  if  he  lived  no  more,  what  rest 

in  death  ? 
But  every  way  the  dreadful  doom  of 

sin. 

Thus,  musing  much  on  all  the  mys- 
tery 
Of  life,  and  death,  and  love  that  will 

not  die,  [way  ; 

He  wandered  forth,  incurious  of  the 
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Which  took  the  wont  of  other  days, 

and  wound 
Along  the  valley.     Now  the  nodding 

star 
Of  even,   and  the   deep,  the  dewy 

hour 
Hel"  all  the  sleeping  circle  of  the 

hills  ; 
Nor  any  cloucl  the  stainless  heavens 

obscured, 
Save  where,   o'er  Horsel  folded  in 

1ho  frown 
Ot   aK.  his   wicked  woods,  a   fleecy 

fringe 
Of  vapor  veiled  the  slowly  sinking 

moon. 
There,  in   the  shade,  the  stillness, 

o'er  his  harp 
Leaning,  of  love,  and  life,  and  death 

he  sang 
A  song  to  winch  from  all   her  aery 

caves 
The    mountain  echo  murmured  in 

her  sleep. 
But,  as  the  last  strain  of  his  solemn 

song 

Died  off  among  the  solitary  stars, 
There    came  in  answer    from    the 

folded  hills 
A  note  of  human  woe.     He  turned, 

ho  looked 
That  way  the  sound  came  o'er  the 

lonely  air  ; 
A  d,  seeing,  yet  believed  not   that 

he  saw, 
But,   nearer    moving,    saw    indeed 

hard  by, 
Dark  in  the  darkness  of  a  neighbor- 

joghill, 
I.j-'.ag  among  the  splintered  stones 

and  stubs 
Flat  in  the  fern,  with  limbs  diffused 

as  one 
That,  having  fallen,  cares  to  rise  no 

more, 

A  y  J'«,Tim  ;  all  his  weeds  of  pilgrim- 
age 
Hanging  and  torn,  his  sandals 

stained  with  blood 
Of  bruised  feet,  and,  broken  in  his 

hand, 


II is  wreathed  staff. 

And  Wolfram  wistfully 
Looked  in  his  face,  and  knew  it  not. 

"  Alas  ! 
Xot  him,"  he  murmured,  "not  iny 

friend  !"     And  then, 
"What  art  thou,  pilgrim '{   whence 

thy  way  ?  how  fall'n 
In  this  wild  g'leu  ?  at  this  lone  hour 

abroad 
When  only  Grief  is  stirring  ?  "  Unto 

whom 
That  other,  where  he  lay  in  the  long 

grass, 

Not  rising,  but  with  petulant  ges- 
ture, "  Hence  ! " 
Whatever  I  am,  it  skills  not.    Thee  I 

know 
Full  well,  Sir  Wolfram  of  the  Wil- 

lowbrook, 
The  well-beloved  Singer  ! ' 

Like  a  dart 
From    a   friend's   hand    that   voice 

through  Wolfram  went : 
For  Memory  over  all  the   ravaged 

form 
Wherefrom   it    issued,    wandering 

failed  to  find 
The  man  she  mourned  ;  but  Wol 

fram,  to  the  voice 
No  stranger,  started  smit  with  pain , 

as  all 
The  past  on  those  sharp  tones  came 

back  to  break 
His  heart  with  hopeless  knowledge 

And  he  cried, 
"Alas,     my    brother!"      Such    a 

change,  so  drear, 

In  all  so  uulike  all  that  once  he  was 
Showed  the  lost  knight  TauuMuier, 

where  he  lay 
Fallen  across  the  split  and  morsel.'-," I 

crags 

Like  a  dismantled  ruin.     And  Wol- 
fram said, 
"O  lost!   how  comest  thcu,  uuab- 

solved,  once  more 
Among    these    valleys     visited    by 

death, 
And  shadowed  with  the  shadow  of 

thy  sin  ?  " 
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Whereto  5n  scorn  Tannhauser,  "  Be 

at  rest, 
O  fearful  in  thy  righteousness  !  not 

thee, 
Nor  grace  of  thine,  I  seek." 

Speaking,  he  rose 

The  spectre  of  a  beauty  waned  away; 
And,  like  a  hollow  echo  of  himself 
Mocking  his  own  last  words,  he  mur- 
mured, "  Seek  ! 

Alas  !    what  seek  I  here,  or  any- 
where ? 

Whose  way  of  life  is  like  the  crum- 
bled stair 
That    winds    and    winds    about    a 

ruined  tower, 
And  leads  nowhither  ! " 

But  Wolfram  cried,  "Yet  turn  ! 
For,  as  I  live,  I  will  not  leave  thee 

thus. 
My  life  shall  be  about  thee,  and  my 

voice 
Lure   scared   Hope  back  to  find  a 

resting-place 
Even  in  the  jaws  of  Death.     I  do 

adjure  thee, 
By  all  that  friendship  yet  may  claim, 

declare 
That,  even  though  unabsolved,  not 

uncontrite, 
Thy  soul  no  more  hath  lapsed  into 

the  snare 
Of  that  disastrous  sorcery.     Bid  me 

hail, 
Seen  through  the  darkness  of  thy 

desolation, 
Some  light  of  purer  purpose  ;  since 

I  deem 
Not  void  of  purpose  has  thou  sought 

these  paths 
That  range  among  the  places  of  the 

past  ; 
And  I  will  make  defeat  of  Grief 

with  such  [Arm 

True  fellowship  of  tears  as  shall  dis- 
Hsr  right  hand  of  its  scorpions  ;  nor 

in  vain 
My  prayers  with  thine  shall  batter  at 

the  gates 
Of  Mercy,  through  all  antagonisms 

of  fate 


Forcing  sharp  inlet  to  her  throne  in 
Heaven." 

Whereat  Tannhauser,  turning  tear- 
less eyes 

On  Wolfram,  murmured  mournful- 
ly, "If  tears 

Fiery  as  those  from  fallen  seraphs 
distilled, 

Or  centuries  of  prayers  for  pardon 
sighed 

Sad,  as  of  souls  in  purgatorial 
glooms, 

Might  soften  condemnation,  or  re- 
store 

To  her,  whom  most  on  earth  I  have 
offended, 

The  holy  freight  of  all  her  innocent 
hopes 

Wrecked  in  this  mined  venture,  I 
would  weep 

Salt  oceans  from  these  eyes.  But  I 
no  more 

May  drain  the  deluge  from  my  heart, 
no  more 

On  any  breath  of  sigh  or  prayer  re- 
build 

The  rainbow  of  discovenanted  Hope. 

Thou,  therefore,  Wolfram — for  her 
face,  when  mine 

Is  dark  forever,  thine  eyes  may  still 
behold — 

Tell  her,  if  thou  unblamed  may'st 
speak  of  one 

Signed  cross  by  the  curse  of  God  and 
cancelled  out, 

How,  at  the  last,  though  in  remorse 
of  all 

That  makes  allegiance  void  and 
valueless, 

To  me  has  come,  with  knowledge  of 
my  loss, 

Fealty  to  that  pure  passion,  once  be- 
trayed, 

Wherewith  I  loved,  and  love  her." 

There  his  voice, 
Even  as  a  wave  that,  touching  on 

the  shore 
To    which  it  travelled,  is  shivered 

and  diffused, 
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Sank,  scattered  into  spray  of  waste- 
ful sighs, 

And  back  dissolved  into  the  deeper 
grief. 

To  whom.  Wolfram,  "  O  answer  by 

the  faith 
In  which  mankind   are  kindred,  art 

thou  not 
From  Home,  unhappiest  ?"    "  From 

liome?  ah  me  !" 
lie  muttered,  "  Rome  is  far  off,  very 

far, 

And  weary  is  the  way  ! "     But  un- 
deterred 
Wolfram  renewed,  "And  hast   thou 

not  beheld 
The  face  of  Christ's  High  Vicar  ?" 

And  again, 
"  Pass   on,"  he  muttered,  "  what  is 

that  to  thee  ?  " 
Wliereto,    with      sorrowful     voice, 

Wolfram,  "O  all, 
And  all  in  all   to  me  that  love   my 

friend  !  " 
"My  friend  !"   Tannhauser  laughed 

a  bitter  lauuh 
Then    sadlier    said,    "What    thou 

wouldst  know,  once  known. 
Will  cause  thee  to  recall  that  wasted 

word 
And  cancel  all  the   kindness   in  thy 

thoughts  ; 
Yet  shall  thou  learn  my  misery,  and 

learn 
The   man  so  changed,  whom   once 

thou  callfdst  *  friend,' 
That  unto  him  the  memory  of  him- 
self 
Is  as  a  s'.anger."    Then,  with  eyes 

that  swam 
True  sorrow,  Wolfram  stretched  his 

arms  and  sought 
To    clasp  Tannhauser  to  him  :  but 

the  other 
Waved  him  away  and  with  a  shout 

that  sprang 
Fisrce  with  self-scorn  from  misery's 

deepest  depth. 
"  Avaunt  !"    he  cried,  the  ground 

whereon  I  tread 


Is  ground  accurst  ! 

"  Yet  stand  not  ?<>  f.ir  off 
But  what  thine  ears,  if  yet  they  w  ill, 

may  take 
The  ta  o   thy  lips   from  mine  have 

sc tight  to  learn  ; 
Then,  sign  thyself,  and  peaceful   30 

thy  ways.'' 
And  Wolfram,  for    the    grief  th;;i 

choked  his  voice, 
Could  only  murmur  "Speak  !"  But 

for  a  while 
Tannhauser  to  sad  silence  gave  his 

heart  ; 
Then  fetched  back  some  far  thought, 

sighing,  and  said  : — 

"  O  Wolfram,  by  the  love  of  lovl.or 

days 

Believe  I  am  not  so  far  fallen  away 
From  all  I  was  while  we  might  yet 

be  friends, 
But  what   these    words,   haply  iny 

last,  are  true  : 
True  as  my  heart's  deep  woe   what 

time  I  felt 
Cold  on  my  brow  tears  wept,  and 

wept  in  vain, 
For  me,  among  the  scorn  of  altered 

friends. 

Parting  that  day  for  Rome.      Re- 
member this  : 
That  when,  in  after  years  to  which 

I  pass 
A  by-word,  and  a  mockery,  aiid  nc 

more, 
Thou,   honored    still   by  honorable 

men, 
Shalt  hear    my  name    dishorned, 

thou  may'st  say, 
'  Greatly  he  grieved   for  that  grea* 

sin  he  sinned.' 

"  Ever,  as  up  the  windy  Alpine  way, 

We  halting  oft  by  cloudy  convent 
doors, 

My  fellow-pilgrims  warmed  them- 
selves within, 

And  ate  and  drank,  and  slept  their 
sleep,  all  nighl, 
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.,  fasting,  slept  not  •  but  in  ice  and 
snow 

Wept,  aye  remembering  her  that 
wept  for  me, 

And  loathed  the  sin  withiu  me. 
When  at  length 

Our  way  lay  under  garden  terraces 

fctrewn  with  their  tin  >ppiiig  blossoms, 
thick  with  scents, 

Among  the  towers  and  towns  of 
Italy. 

Whose  sumptuous  airs  along  them, 
like  the  ghosts 

Of  their  old  gods,  went  sighing,  I 
nor  looked 

Nor  lingered,  hut  with  bandaged  eye- 
balls prest, 

Impatient,  to  the  city  of  the  shrine 

Of  my  desired  salvation.  There  by 
Eight 

We  entered.  There,  all  night,  for- 
lorn I  lay 

Bruised,  broken,  bleeding,  all  my 
garments  torn, 

And  all  my  spirit  stricken  with  re- 
morse, 

Prostrate  beneath  the  great  cathedral 
stairs. 

So  the  dawn  found  me.  FIOIU  a 
hundred  spires 

A  hundred  silvery  chimes  rang  joy  : 
but  I 

Lay  folded  in  the  shadow  of  my 
shame, 

Darkening  the  daylight  from  me  in 
the  dust. 

Then  came  a  sound  of  solemn  music 
flowing 

To  where  I  crouched  ;  voices  and 
trampling  feet  ; 

And,  girt  by  all  his  crimson  car- 
dinals, 

In  all  his  pomp  the  sovran  Pontiff 
stood 

L<?fore  me  in  the  centre  of  my 
hopes  ; 

Which  tretn I >!ed  round  him  into 
glorious  shapes, 

Golden,  as  clouds  that  ring  the  risen 
sun.  [fell 

And  all  the  people,  all  the  pilgrims, 


Low  at  his  sacred  feet,   confessed 

their  sins, 
And,  pardoned,  rose  with  psalms  of 

jubilee 
And  confident  glad  faces. 

Then  I  sprang 
To  where  he  paused  above  me  ;  witfi 

wild  hands 
Clutched  at  the   skirts    I   could   ni> 

reach  ;  and  sank 
Sliiveringly  back  ;    crying,  'O  holy, 

and  high, 
And  terrible,  that  hast  the  keys  of 

heaven  ! 

Thou  that  dost  bind  and   dost   un- 
loose, from  me, 
For  Mary's     sake,   and    the    sweet 

saints',  unbind 
The  grievous  burthen  of  the  curse  I 

bear.' 
And  when  he  questioned,  and  I  told 

him  all 
Tne  sin  that  smouldered  in  my  blood, 

how  bred, 
And  all  the  strangeness   of  it,  then 

his  face 
Was  as  the  Judgment  Angel's  ;  and 

I  hid 
My  own  ;  and,  hidden  from  his  eyea, 

1  heard  : 

" '  Hast  thou  within  the    nets    ol 

Satan  lain  ? 
Hast  thou  thy  soul  to  her  perdition 

pledged  ? 
Hast    thou    thy    lip    to  Hell's  En- 

chatress  lent, 

To  drain   damnation  from  her  reek- 
ing cup  ? 
Then  know  that  sooner  from  the 

withered  staff 
That  in  my  hand  I  hold  green  leave 

shall  spring. 
Than  from  the    brand  in    hell-fire 

scorched  rebloom 
The  blossoms  of  salvation.' 

The  voice  ceased, 
And,  with  it  all  things    from  my 

sense.     I  waked 
I  know  not  when,  but  all  the  place 

was  dark : 
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Above  me,  and  about  me,  and  with- 
in 

Darkness  :  and  from  that  hour  by 
moon  or  sun 

Darkness  unutterable  as  of  death 

Where'er  I  walk.  But  death  him- 
self is  near  1 

( ),  might  I  once  more  see  her,  un- 
seen ;  unheard, 

Hear  her  once  more  ;  or  know  that 
she  forgives 

Whom  Heaven  forgives  not,  nor  his 
own  lost  peace  ; 

I  think  that  even  among  the  nether 
fires 

And  those  dark  fields  of  Doom  to 
wlii  cli  I  pass, 

Some  blessing  yet  would  haunt  me." 
Sorrowfully 

He  ross  among  the  tumbled  rocks 
and  loaned 

Against  the  dark.  As  one  that  many 
a  year, 

Sundered  by  savage  soas  unsociable 

From  kin  and  i  nuutry,  in  a  desert 
isle 

Dwelling  till  half  dishumanized,  be- 
holds 

Haply,  one  e\>       far-off  sail  go  by, 

That  brings  old  thoughts  of  home 
across  his  heart  • 

And  still  the  man  who  thinks  — 
"They  are  all  goi  e. 

Or  changed,  that  loved  me  once,  and 
I  myself 

No  more  the  same  " — watches  the 
dwindling  speck 

With  weary  eyes,  nor  shouts,  nor 
waves  a  hand  ; 

Ihit  after,  when  the  night  is  left 
alone, 

4  sadness  falls  upon  him,  and  he 
feels 

More  solitary  in  his  solitudes 

And  tears  come  starting  fast  ;  so, 
tearful,  stood 

Tannhiiuser,  whilst  his  melancholy 
thoughts,  [hope, 

From  following  up  far  off  a  waning 

Back  to  himself  came,  one  by  one, 
more  sad 


Because  of  sadness  troubled. 

Yet  not  long 
He    rested    thus  ;    but  murmured, 

"  Now,  farewell : 

I  go  to  hide  me  darkly  in  the  groves 
That  she  was  wont  to  haunt  ;  where 

some  sweet  chance 
Haply  may  yield  me  sight  of  her, 

and  I 
May  stoop,  she  passed  away,  to  kiss 

the  ground 
Made  sacred  by  her  passage  ere  I 

die." 
But  him  departing  Wolfram  held, 

"Vain  !  vain  I 
Thy  footstep  sways  with  fever,  and 

thy  mind 
Wavers    within  thy   restless    eyes. 

Lie  here, 
O   unrejected,    in    my    arms,     and 

rest  ! " 

Now  o'er  the  cumbrous  hills  began 

to  creep 
A  thin  and  watery  light  :  a  whisper 

went 
Vague  through  the  vast  and  dusky- 

volumed  woods, 

And,  unaccompanied,  from  a  drowsy- 
copse 

Hard  by  a  solitary  chirp  came  cold, 
While,  spent  with  inmost  trouble, 

Tannhauser  leaned 
His  wan  cheek  pillowed  upon  Wol- 

ram's  breast, 
Calm,  as  in  death,  with  placid  HJs 

down  locked. 
And    Wolfram    prayed    within   his 

heart,  "  Ah,  God  ! 
Let  him  not.  die,  not  yet,  not  thus, 

with  all 
The    sin    upon    his   spirit  I "     But 

while  he  prayed 
Tannhauser  raised  delirious  looks, 

and  sighed, 
"  Hearest  thou  not  the  happy  socgs 

they  sing  me  ? 
See'st  thou  not  the  lovely  floating 

forms  ? 
O  fair,   and  fairer  far  than  fancy 

fashioned  I 
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O  swept  the  sweetness  of  the  songs 

they  sing  ! 
For  thce,  .  .  .    they    sing  .  .  .    the 

yoddess  waits :  for  thee 
With    braided    blooms    the    balmy 

couch  is  strewn, 
And  loosed  for  thee  .  .  .  they  sing 

.  .  .  the  golden  zone. 
Vagrant  for  thee  the  lighted  spices 

fume 
With  streaming  incense  sweet,  and 

sweet  for  thee 
The  scattered  rose,  the  myrtle  crown, 

tht  cup, 
The  nectar-cup  for  thee  /  .  .  .  they 

sing.     Upturn, 
Though  late,  too  long  desired,  .  .  . 

I  hear  them  sing, 

Delay  no  more  delights  too  long  de- 
layed : 
Turn  to  thy  rest ;  .  .  .  they  sing  .  .  . 

the  married  doves 
Murmur ;    the   Fays    soft-sparkling 

tapers  tend ; 
The  odors  burn  the  purple  bowers 

among ; 
And    love  for    thee,   and  Jieauty, 

waits  !  they  sing." 

"  Ah  me  !  ah  madman  !  "  Wolfram 

cried,  "  yet  cram 
Thy  cheated  ears,   nor   chase  with 

credulous  heart 
The  fair  dissembling  of  that  dream. 

For  thee 
Not    roses    now,   but    thorns  ;    nor 

myrtle  wreath, 
But  cypress  rather  and  the  graveyard 

flower 
Befitting  saddest  hrows  ;  nor  nectar 

poured, 
Hut  prayers  and  tears  !    For  thee  in 

yonder  skies 
An  Angel  strives  with  Sin  and  Death ! 

for  thee 
Fet  pleads  a  spirit  purer  than  thine 

own  : 
For  she  is  cone  !  gone  to  the  breast. 

of  God  ! 
Thy    Guardian    Angel,    while    she 

walked  the  earth. 


Thine  inlercessionary  Saint  while 
now 

For  thee  she  sues  about  the  Throne 
of  Thrones, 

Beyond  the  starb,  our  star,  Eliza- 
beth !" 

Then  Wolfram    felt  the    shattered 

frame  that  leaned 
Across  his  breast  with  sudden  spa&.ns 

convulsed. 
"  Dead  !  is  she  dead  ?"  Tannhiiuser 

murmured,  "dead! 
Gone  to  the  grave,  so  young  !  mur- 
dered— by  me  ! 

Dead — and  by  my  great  sinl   O  Wol- 
fram, turn 
Thy  face  from  mine.     I  am  a  dying 

man  ! " 
And  Wolfram  answered,    "Dying? 

ah,  not  thus  ! 
Ye!  make  one  sign  thou  dost  repent 

the  past, 
One  word,  but  one  !  to  say  thou  hast 

abhorred 
That  false  she-devil  that,  with  her 

damned  charms, 
Hath    wrought    this    ruin  ;   and    I, 

though  all  the  world 
Roar  out  against  thee,  ay !  though 

fiends  of  hell 
IIowl  from  the    deeps,  yet   I,  thy 

friend,  even  yet 
Will  cry  them   'Peace!'  and  trust 

the  hope  I  hold 
Against  all  desperate  odds,  and  deem 

thee  saved." 
Wheroto      Tannhauser,       speaking 

faintly,  "  Friend, 
The    fiend    that    haunts     in     I'lins 

through  my  heart 
Will  wander  sometimes,      jn  the  nets 

I  trip, 
When  most  I  fret  the  meshes.    These 

spent  shafts 
Are   of   a  sickly  brain    that  shoot* 

awry, 
Aiming  at  something  better.     Bear 

with  me. 
I  dio  :  I  pass  I  know  not  whither  : 

yet  know 
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That  I  die  penitent.     O  Wolfram, 

pray, 
Pray  for  ray  soul  !    I   cannot  pray 

myself. 
I  dare  not  hope  :  and  yet  I  would 

not  die 
Without  a  hope,  if  any  hope,  though 

faint 
And  far  beyond  this  darkness,  yet 

may  dwell 
In  the  dear  death  of  Him  that  died 

for  all." 
lie    whispering    thus ;    far   in    the 

Aiirorcan  East 
The    ruddy    sun,  uprising,  sharply 

smote 

A  golden  finger  on  the  airy  harps 
By  Morning  hung  within  her  leafy 

howers  ; 
And  all  about  the  budded  dells,  and 

woods 
With  sparkling  tasselled  tops,  from 

birds  and  brooks 
A   hundred   hallelujahs   hailed    the 

light. 
The  whitehorn   glistened   from  the 

wakening  glen  : 

O'er  golden  gra^.l  danced  the  dawn- 
ing rills 
All  the  delighted  leaves  by  copse  and 

glade 
Gambolled  ;     and    breezy   bleat  ings 

came  from  flocks  [dew. 

Far  off  in  pleasant  pastures  fed  with 

iJut  whilst,  unconscious  of  the  silent 

change 
Thus    stolen   around  him,  o'er  the 

dvin^  bard 
Hun£  Wolfram,  on  the  breeze  there 

""  came  a  sound 

Of  mourning  moving  down  the  nar- 
row glen  ; 
And,  looking  up,  he  suddenly  was 

'ware 
Of  four  white  maidens,  moving  in 

the  van 
Of  four  black  monks  who  bore  upon 

her  bier 
The  llower-strewn  corpse  of  young 

Elizabeth. 


And  after  these,  from  all  the  castled 
bills, 

A  multitude  of  lieges  and  lords  ; 
A  multitude   of  men-at-arms,    wtih 

all 
Their  morions  hung  with  mourning 

and  in  midst 
His  worn  cheek  channelled  withun 

wonted  tears, 
The  Landgrave,  weeping  for  Eliza 

beth. 
These,  as  the  sad  procession  nearer 

wound, 
And    nearer,    trampling    bare    the 

fealhery  weed 
To  where  Sir  Wo'fram  rested  o'er 

his  friend, 
Tannhauser  caught  upon  his  dying 

gaze  ; 

And  caught,  perchajice,  upon  the  in- 
ward eye, 
Far,  far  beyond  the  corpse,  the  bier, 

and  far 
Beyond  the  widening  circle  of  the 

sun, 
Some  sequel  of  that  vision  Wolfram 

saw  : 
The  crowned  Spirit  by  the  Jaspar 

dates  ; 
The  four  white  Angels  o'er  the  walls 

of  Heaven, 
The  shores  where,  tideless,  sleep  the 

seaa  of  Time 
Soft  by  the  City  of  the  Saints  of  God. 

Forth,  with  the  strength  that  lastly 

comes  to  break 
All  bonds,,  from   Wolfram's  folding 

arm  he  leapt, 
Clambered    the    pebbly  path,   and 

groaning,  fell  [last 

Flat  on  the  bier  of  love — his  bourn  at 
Then,    even    then,   while    question 

question  chased 

About  the  ruffled  circle  of  that  grief, 
And  all  was  hubbub  by  the  bier,  a 

noise, 
Of  shouts  and  hymns  brake  in  across 

the  hills, 
That  now  o'erllowed  with  hurrying 

feet ;  and  came, 
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Dashed  to  the  hip  with  travel,  and 

dewed  with  haste, 
A   flying  post,  and  in   his  hand  he 

ho  re 
A.  withered  staff  oYrflourished  with 

green  leaves ; 
tVho, — followed  by  a  crowd  of  youth 

ami  eld. 
That   jj  ig  to  stun  with  sound  the 

iavk  in  heaven, 

A  miracle  !  a  miracle  from  Rome  ! 
Giory  to  God  that  makes  the  bare 

bough  green  !  " — 
Sprang  in   the   midst,  and,  hot  for 

answer,  asked 
News  of  the  Knight  Tannhauser. 

Then  a  monk 
Of  those  that,  stolcd  iu  sable,  bore 

the  bier 

Pointing,  with  sorrowful  hand,  "Be- 
hold the  man  ! " 
Cut  straight  the  other,  "  Glory  be  to 

God  ! 
This  from  the  Vicar  of  the  fold  of 

Christ  : 
The  withered   staff  hath  flourished 

into  leaves, 
The    brand     shall    bloom,    though 

burned  with  fire,  and  thou 
— Thy  soul  from  sin  be  saved  ! "    To 

whom,  with  tears 
That    flashed    from    lowering    lids, 

Wolfram  replied  : 
"  To  him  a  swifter  message,  from  a 

source 
Mightier  than  whence  thou  comest, 

hath  been  vouchsafed. 
See  these  dark  hands,  blind  eyes,  and 

bloodless  lips. 
This   shattered  remnant  of  a  once 

fair  form, 
Late  home  of  desolation,  now  the 

husk 

And  ruined  chrysalis  of  a  regal  spirit 
That  up  to  heaven  hath  parted  on 

the  wing  ! 
But  thou,  to  Koine  returning  with 

hot  speed,  [Christ 

Tell  the  high  Vicar  of  the  Fold  of 
How  that  lost   sheep  his    rescuing 

hand  would  reach, 


Although  by  thee  unfound,  is  found 

indeed, 
And  in  the  Shepherd's  bosom  lies  at 

peace." 

And  they  that  heard  him  lifted  :ip 

the  voice 
And    wept.     But    they    that    stood 

about  the  hills 
Far  off,  not  knowing,  ceased  noi  t>> 

cry  out, 
"Glory  to  God  that  makes  the  bare 

bough  green  ! " 
Till  Echo,  from  the  inmost  heart  of 

all 
That  mellowing  morn  blown  open 

like  a  rose 
To  round  and  ripen  to  the  perfect 

noon, 
Resounded,    "Glory!    glory!"   and 

the  rocks 
From  glen  to  glen  rang,  "  Glory  unto 

God  !" 

And  so  those  twain,  severed  by  Life 

and  Sin, 
By  Love  and  Death  united,  in  one 

grave 
Slept.     But  Sir  Wolfram  passed  into 

the  wilds  : 
There,  \\\\\\  long  labor  of  his  hands, 

he  hewed 
A  hermitage  from  out  the  hollow 

rock, 

Wherein  he  dwelt,  a  solitary  man. 
There,  many  a  year,  at  nightfall  or 

at  dawn, 
The  pilgrim  paused,  nor  ever  paused 

in  vain, 
For  words  of  cheer  along  his  weary 

way. 
But  once,  upon  a  windy  night,  me -4 

heard 
A  noise  of  rustling  wings,  and  at  th 

dawn 
They  found  the  hermit  parted  to  his 

peace. 

The  place  is  yet.     The  youngest  pil- 
grim knows, 
And  love?  it.    Three  gray  rock*  ; 

and,  over  these, 


343 


CL  YTEMNESTRA. 


A  mountain    ash    that,   mourning, 

head  by  bead, 
Drops  her  red  rosary  on  a  ruined  cell. 

So  sang  the  Saxon  Bard.     And  when 
he  ceased, 


The  women's  cheeks  were  wet  with 
tears  ;  hut  all 

The  broad-blown  Barons  roared  ap- 
plause, and  flowed 

The   jostling   tankards    prodigal  of 


wine. 
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PERSONS  OF  THE  DRAMA. 


AGAMEMNON. 


(  >I;I;STES. 
PilOCIAN. 

HERALD. 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 
ELECTBA. 

CASSANDRA. 
CHOHUS. 


SCENE. — Before  the  Palace  of  Ar/amcmnon  in  Aryos. 

which  the  shield  of  Agamemnon,  on  the  wall. 
TIMK. — Mornhiy.     The  action  continues  till  Sunset. 


Trophies,  amongst 


I.     CLYTEMNESTRA. 

CIA'TEMNESTRA. 

MORXIXU  at  last  !  at  last  the  linger- 
ing day 
Creeps  o'er  the  dewy  side  of  yon 

dark  world. 

O  dawning  light  already  on  the,  hills! 
(>  universal  earth,  and  air,  and  thou, 
First  freshness  of  the  east,  which  art 

a  breath 
Breathed  from  the  rapture  of  the 

gods,  who  bless 
Almost  all   other  prayers  on  earth 

but  mine  ! 
Wherefore  to  me   is   solacing  sleep 

denied  ? 

A inl  honorable  rest,  the  rinlit  of  all  ? 
So  that  no  medicine  of  the  slumbrous 

shell. 
Brimmed  with  divinest  draughts  of 

melody, 


Nor  silence  under  dreamful  canopy, 
Xor  purple    cushions   of    the   lofty 

couch 

May  lull  this  fever  for  a  little  while. 
Wherefore    to    me, — to    me,   of  all 

mankind. 

This  retribution  for  a  deed  undone? 
For  many  men  outlive  their  sum  of 

crimes, 

And  eat.  and  drink,  and  lift  up  thank- 
ful hands, 
And  take  their  rest  securely  in  tht 

dark. 
Am  I  not  innocent, — or  more  thai. 

these  ? 
There  is  no  blot  of  murder  on  my 

brow, 

Nor  any  taint  of  blood  upon  my  robe. 
— It  is  the  thought !  it  is  the  thought! 

.  .  .  aiid  men 
Judge   us   by  acts  !  ...  as  though 

one  thunder-clap 


-MORNING  AT  LAST!  AT  LAST  THE  LINGERING  DAY." 
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Let  all  Olympus  out.    Unquiet  heart, 
111  fares  it  with  thee  since,  ten  sad 

years  past, 
In  one   wild  hour  of  unacquainted 

joy, 
Thou  didst  set  wide  thy  lonely  bridal 

doors 

|      For  a  forbidden  guest  to  enter  in  ! 
Last  night,  methought  pale  Helen, 

with  a  frown, 
Swept  by  me,  murmuring,  "I — such 

as  thou — 
A  Queen  in  Greece — weak-hearted, 

(woe  is  me  !) 

Ailured  by  love — did,  in  an  evil  hour. 
Fall  off   from  duty.     Sorrow  came. 

Beware  ! ' ' 
And  then,  in  sleep,  there  passed  a 

baleful  band, 
The  ghosts   of  all  the  slaughtered 

under  Troy. 
From   this    side    Styx,    who    cried, 

"  For  such  a  crime 
We   fell   from   our  fair  palaces   on 

earth. 
And    wander,   starless,   here.      For 

such  a  crime 
A  thousand   ships    were   launched, 

and  tumbled  down 
The  topless  towers  of  Ilion,  though 

they  rose 
To  magic    music,   in   the    time    of 

Gods  ! " 

With  such  fierce  thoughts  forever- 
more  at  war, 
Vext  not  alone  by  hankering  wild 

regrets, 
But  fears,  yet  worse,  of  that  which 

soon  must  come. 
My  heart  wai'.s  armed,  and  from  the 

citadc' 
Of  its  higl*  sorrow,  sees  far  off  dark 

sha  jes, 

And  heavs  the  footsteps  of  Necessity 
Tread    near,   and    nearer,   hand   in 

hand  with  \Voe. 

Last  ni'^ht  the  flaming  Herald  warn- 
ing urged 
Up   all    the   hills, — small    time    to 

pause  and  plan  !  [to  do, 

(     lusel  is  weak  :  and  much  remains 


That  Agamemnon,  and,  if  else  re- 
main 

I  Of  that  enduring  band  who  sailed 
for  Troy 

Ten  years  ago  (and  some  sailed 
Lethe  ward), 

Find  us  not  unprepared  for  their    ; 
return. 

But — hark  !  I  hear  the  tread  of  nim- 
ble feet 

That  sounds  this  way.  The  rising 
town  is  poured 

About  the  festive  altars  of  the  Gods, 

And  from  the  heart  of  the  great 
Agora, 

Lets  out  its  gladness  for  this  last 
night's  news. 

— Ah,  so  it  is  !  Insidious,  sly  Re- 
port, 

Sounding  oblique,  like  Loxian 
oracles, 

Tells  double-tongued  (and  with  the 
selfsame. voice  !) 

To  some  new  gladness,  new  despair 
to  some. 


II.      CHORUS    AND    CLYTEM- 
NESTRA. 


O  dearest  Lady,  daughter  of  Tyn- 

darus  ! 
With  purple  flowers  we  come,  and 

offerings — 

Oil,  and  wine  ;  and  cakes  of  honey, 
Soothing,  unadulterate  ;  tapestries 
Woven  by  white  Argive  maidens, 
God-descended  (woven  only 
For  the  homeward  feet  of  Heroes) 
To  celebrate  this  glad  intelligence 
Which  last  night  the  fisry  courier 
Brought  us,  posting  up  from  Ilion, 
Wheeled  above  the  dusky  circle 
Of  the  hiils  from  lighted  Ida. 
For  now  (Troy  lying  extinguisht 
Underneath  a  mighty  Woe) 
Our  King  and  chief  of  men, 
Agamemnon,  returning 
(And  with  him  the  hope  of  Argos) 
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Shall  worship  at  the  Tutelary  Altars 
Of  their  dear  native  land  : 
In  tlic  fane  of  ancient  Here, 
Or  the  great  Lyc;ean  God  ; 
Immortally  crowned  with  reverend 

honor ! 
But  tell    us    wherefore,   O  godlike 

woman, 

Having  a  lofty  troubh  in  your  eye, 
You     walk    alone     with    loosened 

tresses  ? 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Shall  the  ship  toss,  a 'id  yet  the  helm 

not  heave  ? 
Shall  they    drowse    sitting    at    the 

lower  oars, 
When  those  that  hold   the  middle 

benches  wake  ? 
He  that  is  yet  sole  eye  of  all  our 

state 
Shining  not  here,  shall  ours  be  shut 

in  dreams  ? 
But  haply  you  (thrice  happy  !)  prove 

not  this, 
The   curse    of    Queens,    and   worse 

than  widowed  wives — 
To  wake,  and  hear,  all  night,  the 

wandering  gnat 
Sing  through  the   silent  chambers, 

while  Alarm, 
In  place  of  Slumber,  by  the  haunted 

couch 
Stands    sentinel  ;    or    when    from 

coast  to  co^«t 
Wails  the  nigh*  wandering  wind,  or 

when  o'°r  heaven 
Bootes     hath    unleashed    his    fiery 

hounds, 
And  Night  her  glittering  camps  hath 

set,  and  lit 
Her  watch-fires  through  the  silence 

of  the  skies, 
— To  count  ill  chances  in  the  dark, 

and  feel 
Deserted  pillows  wet  with  tears,  not 

kisses, 
Where  kisses  once  fell. 

But  now  Expectation 
Stirs  up  such  rest'ess  motions  of  the, 

blood 


As  suffer  not  my  lids  to  harbo, 
sleep. 

Wherefore,  O  beloved  companions. 

I  wake  betimes,  and  wander  up  and 
down, 

Looking  toward  the  distant  hill- 
tops. 

From  whence  shall  issue  fair  fulfil- 
ment 

Of  all  our  ten-years'  hoping.  For, 
behold  ! 

Troy  being  captived,  we  shall  see 
once  more 

Those  whom  we  loved  in  days  of 
old. 

Yet  some  will  come  not  from  the 
Phrygian  shore, 

But  there  lie  weltering  to  the  surf 
and  wind  ; 

Exiled  from  day,  in  darkness  blind, 

Or  having  crost  unhappy  Styx. 

And  some  who  left  us  full  of  vigor- 
ous youth 

Shall  greet  us  new  gray-headed 
men. 

But  if  our  eyes  behold  again 

Our  long-expected  chief,  in  truth, 

Fortune  for  us  hath  thrown  the 
Treble  Six. 

CHORUS. 

By  us,  indeed,  these  things  are  also 

%\  irfht. 
Wherefore,  if  now  to  this  great  son 

of  Atreus 
(Having  survived  the  woeful  walls 

of  Troy), 
With  us,  once  more,  the  Gods  permit 

to  stand 
A  glad  man  by  the  pillars  of  his 

hearth, 
Let  his  dear  life  henceforth  be  such 

wherein 
The  Third  Libation  often  shall  be 

poured. 

CLTTKM9X8TBA* 

And  let  his  place  be  numbered  with 
the  Gods,  |  walls, 

Who   overlook   the   world's   eternal 
Out  of  all  reach  of  sad  calamities. 


CL  YTEMffESTRA. 


35' 


CHORUS. 

It  is  not  well,   I  think,  that  men 

should  set 
Too  near  the  Gods  any  of  mortal 

kind  : 
But  brave  men  are  as  God?  upon  the 

earth. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

And  whom  Death  daimts  not,  these 
are  truly  brave. 

CIIORUS. 

But  more  than  all  I  reckon  that  man 

blest, 
Who,  having  sought  Death  nobly, 

finds  it  not. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Except  he  'hid  it  where  he  does  not 
seek. 

CHORUS. 

You  speak  in  riddles. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

For  so  Wisdom  speaks. 
But    now    do    you     with    garlands 

wreathe  the  altars, 
While  I,  within,  the  House  prepare. 
That  so  our  King,  at  his  returning, 
With  his  golden  armament, 
Kind  us  not  unaware 
Of  the  greatness  of  the  event. 

CHORUS. 

Soon  shall  we  see  the  faces  that  we 

loved. 

Brother  once  more  clasping  brother, 
As  in  the  nnforgotton  days  : 
And  heroes,  meeting  one  another, 
(Men  by  nl'H'ious  toils  approved) 
Where  once  they  roved, 
Shall   rove  again    the   old    familiar 

ways. 
And   they  that  from   the    distance 

come 
Shall  teed  their  hearts  with  tales  of 

home  ; 


And  tell   the  famous  story  of  the 
war, 

Rumored  sometime  from  afar. 

Now  shall  these  again  behold 

The  ancient  Argos  ;  and  the  grove 

I  O'.iur  sin  e  trcd 

By  the  frenzied  child  of  Inachus  ; 

And  the  Forum,  famed  of  old, 

Of  the  wolf-destroying  God  ; 

And  the  opulent  Mycenae, 

Home  of  the  PelopicKe, 

While    they  rove    with  those  thej 
love, 

Holding  pleasant  talk  with  us. 

O  how  gloriously  they  went, 

That  avenging  armament  ! 

As  though  Olympus  in  her  womb 
I  No  longer  did  entomb 

The  greatness  of  a  bygone  world — 

Gods  and  godlike  men — 
I  But  cast  tliem  forth  again 

To  frighten  Troy  :  such  storm  was 
hurled 

On  her  devoted  towers 

By  the  retributive  Deity, 

Whosoe'er  he  be 

Of  the  Immortal  Powers — 

Or  maddening  Pan,  if  he  chastise 

His    Shepherd's    Phrygian    treach- 
eries ; 

Or  vengeful  Loxias  ;  or  Zens, 

Angered  for  the  shame  and  abuse 

Of  a  great  man's  hospitality. 

As  wide  as  is  Olympus'  span 
Is  the  power  of  the  high  Gods  ; 
Who,  in  their  golden  blest  abodes 
See  all  things,  looking  from  the  sky; 
And  Heaven  is  hard  to  pacify 
For  the  wickedness  of  man. 
My  heart  is  filled  with  vague  fore- 
bodings, 

And  opprest  by  unknown  terrors 
Lest,  in  the  light  of  so  much  glad- 
ness, 

Ilise  the  shadow  of  ancient  wrong. 
A  Daemon  of  the  double  lineage 
Of  Tantalus  ;  and  the  Pleisthenida. 
i  Inexorable  in  thy  mood, 
•  On  the  venerable  threshold 
|  Of  the  ancient  House  of  Peiop* 
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Surely  is  enough  of  blood  ! 
Wherefore  does  my   heart    missive 
me  ?  [me  ? 

Wherefore  comes  this  doubt  to  grieve 
O.  may  no  Divine  Envy 
Follow  home  the  Arrive  army, 
Being  vexed  for  things  ill-done 
In  wilful  pride  of  stubborn  war. 
Long  since,  in  the  distant  lands  ! 
May  no  Immortal  wrath  pursue 
Our  dear  King,  the  Light  of  Argos, 
For  the  unhappy  sacrifice 
Of  a  daughter  ;  working  evil 
In  tbe  dark  heart  of  a  woman  ; 
Or  some  household  treachery. 
And  a  curse  from  kindred  hands  ! 

III.  CLYTEMNESTEA. 

CLYTEMXESTUA. 

\Iie-enterinyfrom  the  house. 

To-morrow  .  .  .  ay,  what  if  to-day  ? 

.  .  .     Well— then  ? 
Why,  if  those  tongues  of  flame,  with 

which  last  night 

The  land  was  eloquent,  spoke  cer- 
tain truth, 
By    this    perchance  through  green 

Saronic  rocks 

Those  black  ships  glide   .  .  .  per- 
chance .  .  .    well,   what's  to 

fear? 
'Twere  well  to  dare  the  worst — to 

know  the  end — 
Die  soon,  or  live  secure.     What's 

left  to  add 
To  years  of  nights  like  those  which 

I  have  known  ? 
£hall  I  shrink  now  to  meet  one  little 

hour 
Which  I  have  dared  to  contemplate 

for  years  ? 
By  all  the  Gods,  not  so  !     The  end 

crowns  all. 
Which  if  we  fail  to  seize,  that's  also 

lost 
Which  went  before  :  as  who  would 

lead  a  host 
Through   desolate    dry    places,   yet 

return 


In  sight  of  kingdoms,  when  the  Gods 

are  roused 
To  mark  the  issue  ?  .  .  .  And  yet, 

yet — 

I  think 
Three  nights  ago  there  must  have 

been  sea-storms. 
The  wind  was  wild  among  the  Pal 

ace  towers  :  i 

Far  off  upon  the  hideous  Element 
I  know  it  huddled  up  the  petuleul 

waves, 
Whose    shapeless    and    bewildering 

precipices 
Led  to  the  belly  of  Orcus  ...  O,  to 

slip 

Into  dark  Lethe  from  a  dizzy  plank, 
When  even  the  Gods  are  reeling  on 

the  poop  ! 

To  drown  at  night,  and  have  no  sep- 
ulchre ! — 
That  were  too  horrible  !  .  .  .  yet  it 

may  be 
Some  easy  chance,  that  comes  with 

little  pain, 
Might  rid   me   of  the  haunting  of 

those  eyes, 
And  these  wild   thoughts   ...    To 

know  he  roved  among 
His  old  companions  in  the  Happy 

Fields, 

And  ranged  with  heroes — I  still  in- 
nocent ! 
Sleep  would  be  natural  then. 

Yet  will  the  old  time 
Never  return  !  never  those  peaceful 

hours  ! 
Never  that  careless  heart  !  and  never 

more, 

Ah,  nevermore  that  laughter  with- 
out pain  ! 
But  I.  that  languish  for  repose,  mu  t 

fly  it, 
Nor,  save  in  daring,  doing,  taste  of 

rest. 
O,  to  have  lost  all  these  !    To  have 

bartered  calm. 
And   all    the   irrevocable   wealth  of 

youth, 
And   gained  .  .  .  what  ?     But  thia 

change  had  surely  come, 
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Even  were  all  things  other  than  they 

are. 
I  blame  myself  o'ermuch,  who  should 

blame  time, 
i    And  life's  inevitable  loss,  and  fate, 
;     Ami  day;-  grown  lovelier  in  the  retro- 
spect. 
We  change  :  wherefore  look  back  ? 

The  path  to  safety 
Lies  forward  .  .  .  forward  ever. 

[In  pasviw/  toward  the  houne  she 
reco'jnizcx  the  tt/neld  of  Agamem- 
non, and  pauses  before  it, 

Ha  !  old  shield,  ; 
Hide  up  for  shame  that  honest  face  ; 

of  thine. 
Stare  not  so   bluntly  at  us  ...  O,  ' 

this  man  ! 
Why  sticks  the  thought  of  him  so  in  ! 

my  heart  '.' 
If  I  had  loved  him  once — if  for  one 

hou;  — 

Then  were  there  treason  in  this  fall- 
ing off. 
But  never  did  I  feel  this  wretched 

heart 
Until  it   leaped  beneath  ^Egisthus' 

eyes. 
Who  could  have  so  forecounled  all 

from  first '? 
From  that  flusht  moment  when  his 

hand  in  mine 
Rested  a  thought  too  long,  a  touch 

too  kind, 
To  leave  its  pulse  unwarmed  .  .  . 

but  1  remember 
I  dreamed  sweet  dreams  that  night, 

and  slept  till  dawn, 
And    woke    with    nutterings    of    a 

happy  thought, 
And  felt,  not  worse,  but  better  .  .  . 

And  now  .  .  .  now  ? 
When  first  a  strange  and  novel  ten- 
derness 
Quivered  in  these  salt  eyes,  had  one 

said  then 
"O  bead  of  dew  may  drag  a  deluge 

down  : " — 
In  that  first  pensive  pause,  through 

which  I  watched 


Unwonted    sadness    on    ^ 

brows, 
Had  some  one  whispered,  "  Ay,  the 

summer-cloud 

Comes  first:  the  tempest  follows.'' — 

We'll,  what's  past 

Is  past.     Perchance  the  worst's  '«J 

follow  yet. 
How  thou  art  hackt,  and  hewn,  anl 

bruised,  old  shield  ! 
Was    the    whole  edge  of    the   war 

against  one  man  ? 
But  one  thrust  more  upon  this  dexter 

ridge 
Had  quite  cut  through  the  double 

inmost  hide. 
He  must  have  stood  to  it  well  !    O,  he 

was  cast 

I'  the  mould  of  Titans  :   a  magnifi- 
cent man, 
With   head    and    shoulders    like    a 

God's.     He  seemed 
Too  brimful  of  this  merry  vigorous 

life 
To  spill  it  all  out  at  one  stab  o'  the 

sword. 
Yet  that  had  helped  much  ill  ...  O 

Desilny 
Makes  cowards  or  makes  culprits  of 

us  all  ! 
Ah,  had  some  Trojan  weapon  .  .  . 

Fool  !  fool  !  fool  ! 
Surely  sometimes  the  unseen  Eume- 

nides 
Do  prompt  our  musing  moods  with 

wicked  hints, 
And  lash  us  for  our  crimes  ere  we 

commit  them. 
Here,  round  this  silver  boss,  he  cut 

my  name, 

Once — long  ago  :  he  cut  it  as  he  lay 
Tired  out  with  brawling  pastimes- 
prone — his  limbs 
At  length  diffused — his  head  droopt 

in  my  lap — 
His  spear  flung  by  :  Electra  by  th« 

hearth 
Sat  with  the  young  Orestes  on  her 

knee  ; 
While  he,  with  an  old  broken  sword, 

hacked  out 
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These      crooked     characters,     and 

lunched  to  see 
(Sprawled  from  the  unused  strength 

of  his  large  hands) 
The  marks  make  CLYTKMVKST;:A. 

How  lie  laughed  ! 
yEgisthus'  hands  are  smaller. 

Yet  I  know 

That  matrons  envied  me  my  hus- 
band's strength. 
And   I  remember  when  he    strode 

among 
The  Argive  crowd  he  topped  them 

by  a  head, 
And   tall   men  stood   wide-eyed   to 

look  at  him, 
Where  his  great  plumes  went  tossing 

up  and  down 
The  brazen  proves  drawn  out  upon 

the  sand. 
War  on  his  front  was  graved,  as  on 

thy  disk, 
Shield  !   which  he  left  to  keep  his 

memory 
Grand  in  men's  mouths  :  that  some 

revered  old  man 
Winning  to  this  the  eyes  of  our  hot 

youth, 
Might  say,  "  'Twas  here,  and  here — 

this  dent,  and  that — 
An  such,  and  such  afield  (which  we 

remember)  [time. 

That  Agamemnon,  in  the  great  old 
Held  up  the  battle." 

Now  lie  there,  and  rest! 
Thy  uses  all  have  end.   Thy  master's 

home 
Should  harbor  none  but  friends. 

O  triple  brass, 

Iron,  and  oak  !  the  blows  of  blund- 
ering men 
Clang    idly    on    yo\i  :    what    fool's 

strength  is  yours  ! 
For,   surely,    not    the     adamantine 

tunic 
Of  Ares,  nor  whole  shells  of  blazing 

plates, 

Nor  ashen   spear,  nor  all  the  cum- 
brous coil 
Of  seven  bulls'  hides  may  guard  the 

strongest  king 


From  one  defenceless  woman's  quie* 
hate. 

What  noise  was  that  ?    Where  can 

yEgisthus  be  ? 
yEgistlms  !  —  my  yEgisthus  !   .   .   . 

There  again  ! 
Louder,     and     longer  —  from     the 

Agora— 
A  mighty  shout :  and  now  I  see  i' 

the  air 
A  rolling  dust  the  wind  blows  near. 

yEgisthus  ! 

0  much   I  fear  .  .  .  this   wild-willed 

race  of  ours 
Doth  ever,  like  a  young  unbroken 

colt, 
Chafe  at  the  straightened  bridle  of 

our  stale — 

If  they  should  find  him  lone,  irreso- 
lute, 
As  is  his  wont  ...  I  know  he  lacks 

the  eye 
And  forehead  wherewith  crowned 

Capacity 
Awes  rash  Rebellion  back. 

Again  that  shout  ! 
Gods  keep  yEgisthus  safe  !    myself 

will  front 
This  novel  storm.      How  my  heart 

leaps  to  danger  ! 

1  have  been  so  long  a  pilot  on  rough 

seas, 
And  almost  rudderless  ! 

O  yet  'tis  much 

To  feel  a  power,   self-centred,  self- 
assured, 
Bridling  a  glorious  danger  !  as  when 

one 
That    knows    the    nature    of    the 

elements 
Guides  some  frail  plank  with  sublime 

skill  that  wins 
Progress  from  all  obstruction  ;  and, 

erect. 
Looks   bold  and  free  down   all   the 

dripping  slars. 
Hearing   the     hungry    storm  boom 

baffled  by. 
yEgisthus  ! .  . .  hark  \ .  .  .  /Egisthus] 

.  .  .  there  . .  .  yEgisthus  1 
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I  would  to  a'l  the  Gods  I  knew   him 

safe  ! 
\    Who   comes  this   way,   guiding  his 

racing  feet 
Safe  to  us,  like  a  nimble  charioteer  ? 

IV.  CLYTEMXESTRA.  HERALD. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Now,   gloom-bird  !  are   there  prod- 
igies about  ? 
What  new  ill-thing  sent  thee  before? 

HERALD. 

O  Queen — 

CLYTE5IXESTRA. 

I    Speak,   if    thou  hast  a    voice  !     I 
listen. 

HERALD. 

O  Queen — 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Hath  an  ox  trodden  on  thy  tongue  ? 
.  .  .  Speak  then  ! 


O  Queen  (for  haste  hath  caught  away 

my  breath), 
The  King  is  coming. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Say  again — the  King 
Is  coming — 

HERALD. 

Even  now.  the  broad  sea-fields 
Grow  white  with  flocks  of  sails,  and 

towards  the  west 

The  sloped  horizon  teems  with   ris- 
ing beaks. 

CLYTEMNESTKA. 

The  people  know  this  ? 

HERALD. 

Heard  you  not  the  noise  ? 
For  soon  as   this  winged   news  had 

toncht  the  gate 
The  whole  land  shouted  in  the  suii. 


CLYTEMXESTRA. 

So  soon  ! 
The    thought's      outsped    by     the 

reality, 
And  halts  agape  .  .  .  the  King — 

HERALD. 

How  she  is  moved. 
A  noble  woman  ! 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Wherefore  beat  so  fast, 
Thou   foolish  heart'?    'tis  not  thy 
master — 

HERALD. 

Truly 

She  looks    all    over  Agamemnon's 
mate. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Destiny,  Destiny  !    The  deed's  half 
done. 


She  will  not  speak,  save    by  that 

brooding  eye 
Whose  light,  is  language.    Some  great 

thought,  I  see, 
Mounts  np  the  royal  chambers  of 

her  blood. 
As  a  kinr  mounts  his  palace  ;  holds 

high  pomp 
In  her  Olympian  bosom  ;  gains  her 

face, 
Possesses    all    her    noble    glowing 

cheek 
With   sudden    state  ;    and    gathers 

grandly  up 
Its  slow  majestic   meanings  in  her 

eyes  ! 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

So  quick  this  sudden  joy  hath  taken 

us, 

T  scarce  can  realize  the  sum  of  it. 
You  say  the  King  conies  here, — the 

King,  my  husband, 
Whom  we  have  waited  for  tei*  tears, 

— O  joy  I 
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Pardon  our  seeming  roughness  at  the 

first. 
Hope,   that  will  often    fawn    upon 

despair 
And  flatter  desperate  chances,  when 

the  event 

Falls  at  our  feet,  soon  takes  a  quer- 
ulous tone, 
And  jealous  of  that  perfect  joy  she 

guards 
(Lest  the   ambrosial  fruit  by  some 

rude  hand 
Be  stol'n  away  from  her,  and  never 

tasted), 
Barks  like  a  lean  watch-dog  at  all 

who  come. 
But    now  do  you,  with  what  good 

speed  you  may. 
Make  known  this  glad  intelligence  to 

all. 
Ourselves,  within,   as  best  befits  a 

wife 

And  woman,  will   prepare  my   hus- 
band's house. 
Also,    1  pray  you,  summon  to  our 

side 
Our  cousin,  ^Egisthus.     We  would 

speak  with  him. 
We  wou'd  that  our  own  lips  should 

be  the  first 
To  break  these  tidings  to  him  ;  so 

obtaining 
New  joy  by  sharing  his.     And,  for 

yourself, 
Receive     our    gratitude.      For  this 

great  news 
Henceforth  you  hold  our  royal  love 

in  fee. 
Our  fairest  fortunes  from  this  day  I 

date, 
And  to  the  House  of  Tantalus  new 

honor. 

HERALD. 

She's  gone  !    With  what  a  majesty 

she  filled 
The  whole  of  space  !    The  statues  of 

the  Gnds 
Are  not  so  godlike.     She  has  Here's 

eyes, 
And  looks  immortal  I 


V.  CLYTEMXESTRA.    CHORUS. 

CLYTEMXESTRA  las  .the  ascends  the 
of  the  Palace). 


So  ...  while  on  the  verge 
Of   some     wild    purpose     we    hang 

dizzily, 
Weighing   the   danger    of  the  leap 

below 
Against  the    danger    of    retreating 

steps, 

Upon  a  sudden,  some  forecast  event, 
Issuing  full-armed  from  Councils  of 

the  Gods, 
Strides  to  us,  plucks  us  by  the  hair, 

and  hurls 
Headlong    pale    conscience    to    the 

abyss  of  prime. 
Well  —  I  shrink  not.      'Tis  but  a  leap 

in  life. 
There's  fate   in  this.      Why  is  he 

here  so  soon  ? 
The  sight  of  whose  abhorred  eyes 

will  add 
Whatever  lacks  of  strength  to   this 

resolve. 
Away  with    shame  !     I  have    had 

enough  of  it. 
What's  here   for  shame?    .  .  .  the 

weak  against  the  strong  ? 
And  if  the  weak  be  victor  ?  .  .  .  what 

of  that  •.' 
Tush  !  .  .  .  tbere,  —  my  soul  is  set 

to  it.     What  need 
Of  argument  to  justify  an  act 
Ni-eessity    compels,    and    must   ab- 

solve ? 
I  have  been  at  play  with  scruples- 

like  a  girl. 
Now  they  are  all  flung  by.     I  have 

talked  with  Crime 
Too  long  to  play  the  prude.     These 

thoughts  have  been 
Wild  guests  by  night.     Now  I  shall 

dare  to  do 
That    which    I    did    not    dare    to 

think  .  .  .   O,  now 
I  know  myself  !    Crime's  easier  than 

we  dream. 
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Upon  the  everlasting  hills 
Throned  Justice  works,  and  waits. 
Between  the  shooting  of  a  star, 
That  falls  unseen  on  summer  nights 
Out  of  the  bosom  of  the  dark, 
And  the  magnificent  march  of  War, 
Kolled  from  angry  lands  afar 
IkOiind  some  doomed  city-gates. 
Nothing  is  to  her  unknown  ; 

Nothing  unseen. 

Upon  her  hills  she  sits  alone, 

And  in  the  balance  of  Eternity 

Poises  against  the  What-has-been 

The  weight  of  \Vhat-shall-be. 

She  sums  the  account  of  human  ills. 

The  great  world's  hoarded  wrongs 

and  rights 

Are  in  her  treasures.   She  will  mark, 
With  in  ward-searching  eyes  sublime, 
Tiie  frauds  of  Time. 
The  empty  future  years  she  fills 
Out  of  the  past.     All  human  wills 
Sway  to  her  on  her  reachless  heights. 

Wisdom    she    teaches    men,     with 

tears, 

In  the  toilful  school  of  years  : 
Climbing  from  event  to  event. 
And.  being  patient,  is  content 
To  stretch  her  sightless  arms  about, 
And  lind  some  human  instrument, 
From  many  sorrows  to  work  out 
Her  doubtful,  far  accomplishment. 

She  the  two  Atridae  sent 

Upon  llion  :  being  intent 

The  heapt-up  wrath  of  Heaven  to 

move 

Against  the  faithless  Phrygian  crime. 
Them  the  Thunder-bird  of  Jove, 
Swooping  sudden  from  above, 
Summoned  to  fates  sublime. 

She,  being  injured,  for  the  sake 
Of  her.  the  often-wedded  wife, 
(Too  loved,  and  too  adoring  !) 
Many  a  brazen  band  did  break 
In  many  a  breathless  battle-strife  ; 
Many  a  noble  life  did  take  ; 


Many  a  headlong  agony, 

Frenzied  shout,  and  frantic  cry. 

For  Greek  and  Trojan  storing. 

When,  the  spear  in  the  onset  being 
shivered, 

The  reeling  ranks  were  rolled  to- 
gether 

Like  mad  waves  mingling  in  windy 
weather, 

Dasht  fearfully  over  and  over  each 
other. 

And  the  plumes  of  Princes  were 
tossed  and  thrust, 

And  dragged  about  in  the  shameful 
dust  ; 

And  the  painful,  panting  breath 

Came  and  went  in  the  tug  of  death  : 

And  the  sinews  were  loosened,  and 
the  strong  knees  stricken  : 

And  the  eyes  began  to  darken  and 
thicken  : 

And  the  arm  of  the  mighty  and  ter- 
rible quivered. 

O  Love  !  Love  !  Love  !    How  terri- 
ble art  thou  ! 
How  terrible  ! 
O,  what  hast  thou  to  do 
With  men  of  mortal  years, 
Who  toil  below, 
And  have  enough  of  griefs  for  tears 

to  flow  ? 

O,  range  in  higher  spheres  ! 
Hast  thou,  O  hast  thou,  no  divine? 

hues 
To  paint  thy  wings,  but  must  transv 

fuse 

An  Iris-light  from  tears  ? 
For  human  hearts  are  all  too  weak 

to  hold  thee. 
And  how,  O  Love,  shall  human  arms 

infold  thee  ? 
There  is  a  seal  of  sorrow  on  thf 

brow. 

There  is  a  deadly  fire  in  thy  breath. 
With  life  thou  lurest,  yet  thougivest 

death. 
O  Love,  the  Gods  are  weak  by  reason 

of  thee  ; 
And  many  wars  have  been  upon  th« 

earth. 
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Thou    art   Hie    sweetest    source  of 

saltest  sorrows. 
Thy  blest  to-days  bring  such  unblest 

to-morrows  ; 
Thy    softest    hope    makes    saddest 

memory. 
Thou  hadst  destruction  in  thee  from 

the  birth  ; 
Incomprehensible  I 

O  Love,  thy  brightest  bridal  gar- 
ments 

Are  poisoned,  like  that  robe  of  ag- 
onies 

Which  Deianira  wove  for  Hercules, 

And,  being  put  on,  turn  presently 
to  cerements  ! 

Thru  art  unconquercd  in  the  fight. 

Thou  rangest  over  land  and  sea. 

O  let  the  foolish  nations  be  ! 

Keep  thy  divine  desire 

To  upheave  mountains  or  to  kindle 
fire 

From  the  frore  frost,  and  set  the 
world  alight. 

Why  make  thy  red  couch  in  the, 
damask  cheek  ? 

Or  light  thy  torch  at  languid  eyes  ? 

Or  lie  entangled  in  soft  sighs 

On  pensive  lips  that  will  not  speak  ? 

To  sow  the  seeds  of  evil  things 

In  the  hearts  of  headstrong  kings  ? 

Preparing  many  a  kindred  strife 

For  the  fearful  future  hour  ? 

O  leave  the  wretched  race  of  man, 

Whose  days  are  but  the  dying  sea- 
sons' span  ; 

Vex  not  his  painful  life  ! 

Make  thy  immortal  sport 

In  heaven's  high  court, 

And  cope  with  Gods  that  are  of 
equal  power. 

VI.    ELECTRA.    CHORUS.    CLY- 
TEMNESTRA. 

ELECTRA. 

Now  is  at  hand  the  Lour  of  retribu- 
tion. 


For  my  father,  at  last  returning, 
In   great    power,   being  greatly    In- 
jured, 

Will  destroy  the  base  adulterer, 
And  efface  the  shameful  Past. 


CHORUS. 

O  child  of  the  Godlike  Agamemnon. 
Leave  vengeance  to  the  power  of 

Heaven  ; 

Xor  forestall  with  impious  footsteps 
The  brazen  tread  of  black  Eriunys. 

ELECTRA. 

Is  it,  besotted  with  the  adulterous 

sin, 
Or,  as  with  flattery  pleasing  present 

power, 
Or,  being  intimidate,  you  speak  these 

words  ? 

CHORUS. 

Nay,  but  desiring  justice,  like  your- 
self. 

ELECTRA. 

Yet  Justice  ofttimcs    uses    mortal 


CHORUS. 

But  flings  aside  her  tools  when  work 
is  done. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

0  dearest  friends,  inform  me,  went 

this  way 
JSgisthus  ? 

CHORUS. 

•    Even  now,  hurrying  hitherward 

1  see  him  walk,  with  irritated  eyes. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

A  reed  may  show  which  way  the 

tempest  blows. 
That  face  is  pale,— those  brows  are 

dark  ...  ah  I 
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VII.  ^EGISTHUS.  CLYTEMNES- 
TUA. 

^EGISTIIUS. 

Agamemnon  — 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

My  husband  .  .  .  well  ? 


CL.YTEMXE8TRA. 

Ah,  no  !  you  cannot  smile  so,  more. 
Nor  I  ! 


(Whom  may  the  great  Gods  curse  !) 
Is  scarce  an  hour  hence. 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 


Then  that  hour's  yet  saved 
From  sorrow.     Smile,  ./Egisthus  — 


Hear  me  speak. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

\ 

Not  as  your  later  wont  has  been  to 

smile  — 
Quick,  fierce,  as  though  you  scarce 

could  hurry  out 
The    wild   thing  fast  enough  ;   for 

smiling's  sake, 
As  if  to  show  you  could  smile,  though 

in  fear 
Of  what  might  follow,  —  but  as  first  ; 

you  smiled 
Years,  years  ago.  when  some  slow  ; 

loving  thought 
Stole  down  your  face,  and  settled  on 

your  lips, 
As  though  a  sunbeam  halted  on  a 

rose. 
And   mixed   with    fragrance,   light. 

Can  you  smile  still 
Just  so,  ^Egisthus  ? 

>EGTSTHUS. 

These  are  idle  words, 
And  like  the   Avanderings   of  some 

fevered  brain  : 
Extravasant  phrases,  void  of  import, 

wild. 


Hark  !  in  an  hour  the  King — 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Hush  !  listen  now,-- 
I  hear,  far  down  yon  vale,  a  shephen 

piping 
Hard  by  his  milk-white  flock.     The 

lazy  things  ! 

HOAV  quietly  they  sleep  or  feed  among 
The    dry  grass    and    the    acanthus 

there  !  .  .  .  and  he, 
He  hath  flung  his  faun-skin  by,  and 

Avhite-ash  stick, 
You  hear  his  hymn  ?    Something  of 

Dryope. 
Faunus,  and  Pan  ...  an  old  wood 

tale,  no  doubt  ! 
It  makes  me  think  of  songs  Avhen  I 

Avas  young 
I  used  to  sing  betAveen  the  valleys 

there. 

Or  higher  up  among  the   red  ash- 
berries, 
Where  the  goats  climb,  and  gaze. 

Do  you  remember 
That  evening  Avhen  we  lingered  all 

alone, 

BeloAv  the  city,  and  one  yellow  star 
Shook    o'er    yon   temple  ?  .  .  .  ah, 

and  you  said  then, 
"Sweet,  should  this  evening  never 

change  to  night, 
But  pause,  and  pause,  and  stay  just 

so, — yon  star 
Still  steadfast,  and  the  moon  behind 

ihe  hill, 
Still  rising,  never  risen, — would  this 

seem  strange  ? 
Or  should   Ave  say.  '  why  halts  the 

day  so  late  :"  " 
Do  you  remember  ? 

uEGISTHUS. 

Woman  !  Avoman  !  this 
Surpasses  frenzy  !    Not  a  breath  of 
time 
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Between    us     and    the    clutch    of 

Destiny,  — 
Already  sound  there  footsteps  at  our 

heels, 
AJready  comes  a  heat  against'  our 

cheek, 

Already  fingers  cold  among  our  hair, 
And    you    speak    lightly    thus,    as 

though  the  day 
Lingered  toward  nuptial  hours  !  .  .  . 

awake  !  arouse  ! 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

I  do  wake  .  .  .  well,  the  King  — 


Even  while  we  speak 
Draws  near.     And  we— 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Must  meet  him. 

^EGISTUUS. 

Meet  ?  ay  ...  how  ? 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

As  mortals  should  meet  fortune  — 
calmly. 

^EGISTHUS. 

Quick  ! 
Consult  !  consult  !  Yet  there  is  time 

to  choose 
The  path  to  follow. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

I  have  chosen  it 
J.ong  since. 


How  ?— 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

O,  have  we  not  had  ten  years 
To  ripen   counsel,   and   mature  re- 

solve '.' 
What's  to  add  now  ? 


I  comprehend  you  not. 
The  time  is  plucking  at  our  sleeve. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

jEgisthus, 

There  shall  be  time  for  deeds,  and 

soon  enough, 
Let  that  come  when  it  may.     And  it 

may  be 
Deeds  must  be  done  shall  shut  and 

shrivel  up 
All  quiet  thoughts,  and  quite  pre- 
clude repose 
To    the    end    of    time.     Upon  this 

awful  strait 

And  promontory  of  our  mortal  life 
We  stand  between  what  was,  and  is 

not  yet. 

The  Gods  allot  to  us  a  little  space, 
Before  the  contests  which  must  soon 

begin, 
For   calmer  breathing.     All  before 

lies  dark, 
And    difficult,    and    perilous,    and 

And  all  behind  .  .  .  What  if  we  take 

one  look, 
One  last  long  lingering  look  (before 

Despair, 
The  shadow  of  failure,  or  remorse, 

which  often 
Waits  on  success,  can  come  'twixtua 

and  it, 
And  darken  all)  at  that  which  yet 

must  seem 
Undimmed  in  the  long  retrospect  of 

years, — 

The  beautiful  imperishable  Past ! 
Were  this  not  natural,  being  inno- 
cent now 
—At  least  of  that  which  is  the  greater 

crime  ! 
To-night  we  shall  not  be  so. 

^GISTHUS. 

Ah,  to-night  ! 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

All  will  be  done  which  now  the  Goda 

foresee. 
The  sun  shines  stilL 
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2EGISTHUS. 

I  oft  have  marked  some  day 

Begin  all  gold  in  its  flusht  orient. 

With  splendid  promise  to  the  wait- 
ing world. 

And  turn  to  blackness  ere  the  sun 
ran  down. 

So  draws  our  love  to  its  dark  dose. 
To-night — 

rl.YTK.MNKSTUA. 

Shall  bring  our  bridals,  my  Beloved  ! 

For,  either 
Upon     the    melancholy    shores    of 

Death 
(One  shadow  near  the  doors  of  Pluto) 

greeted 
By  pale  Proserpina,  our  steps  shall 

be, 
Or  else,  secure,  in  the  great  empty 

palace 
We  shall  sleep  crowned — no  noise  to 

startle  us — 
And  Argos  silent  round  us — all  our 

own  ! 

^EGISTHUS. 

In  truth  I  do  not  dare  to  think  this 

thing. 
For  all  the  Greeks  will  hate  us. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

What  of  that  ? 

If  that  they  do  not  harm  us, — as  who 
shall  ? 

^EGISTHUS. 

Moreover,  though  we  triumph  in  the 

act 
(Vixl  we  may  fail,  and  fall)  we  shall 

go  down 
Covered  with  this  reproach  into  the 

tomb, 

Hunted  by  all  the  red  Eumenides  ; 
And,  in  the  end,  th  >  ghost  of  him  we 

slew, 
Being  beforehand  there,  will  come 

be!  ween 
Us   and   the    awful   Judges    of  the 

dead  ! 


And  no  one  on  this  earth  will  piay 

for  us  ; 
And  no  hand  will  hang  garlands  on 

our  urns, 
Either  of  man,   or  maid,  or    little 

child  ; 
But  we  shall  he  dishonored. 

CLYTEMN'ESTRA. 

O  faint  heart ! 
When  this  poor  life  of  ours  is  done 

with — all 
Its  foolish  days  put  by — its  bright 

and  dark — 
.Its  praise   and  blame — rolled   quite 

•      away — gone  o'er 
Like  some  brief  pageant — will  it  stir 

us  more, 
Where  we  are  gone,  how  men  may 

hoot  or  shout 
After  our  footsteps,  then  the  dust 

and  garlands 
I  A  few  mad  boys  and  girls  fling  in 

the  air 
"WTien  a  great  host  is  passed,  can 

cheer  or  vex 
The  minds  of  men  already  out  of 

sight 
Toward  other  lands,  with  pa?an  and 

with  pomp 
Arrayed  near  vaster  forces  ?     For 

the  future, 
We  will  smoke  hecatombs,  and  build 

new  fanes, 
And  be    you  sure    the    gods    deal 

leniently 
With  those  who  graiple  for  their 

life,  and  pluck  il 
From  the  closed  grip  of  Fate,  albeit 

perchance 
Some    ugly  smutch,   some  drop    A 

blood  or  so, 
A  spot  here,  there  a  streak,  or  stain 

of  gore, 
Should  in  the  contest  fall  to  them, 

and  mar 
That  life's  original  whiteness. 

^GISTHUS. 

Tombs  have  tongues 


CL  YTEMNESTRA. 


That    talk    in    ITadcs.      Think    it  ! 

Dare  we  hope, 
This  done,  to  be  more  happy  ? 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

My  Beloved. 
We  are  not  happy, — we  may  never 

be, 
rerchance,  again.     Yet  it  is  much  to 

think 
We  have  been  so  :  and  even  though 

we  must  weep, 
We  have  enjoyed. 

The  roses  and  the  thorns 
We    have    plucked    together.      We 

have  proved  both,     bay, 
Was  it  not  worth  the  bleeding  hands 

they  left  ns 
To  have  won  such  flowers  ?    And  if 

'twere  possible 
To  keep  them  s'Jll, — keep  even  the 

withered  leaves, 
Even  the  withered  leaves  are  worth 

our  care. 
We  will  not  tamely  give  up  life, — 

such  life  ! 
What  though  the  years  before,  like 

those  behind, 
Be  dark  as  clouds  the  thunder  sits 

among, 
Tipt  only  here  and  there  with  a  wan 

gold 
More  bright  for  rains  between  ? — 

'tis  much, — 'tis  more, 
For  we  shall  ever  think  "the  sun's 

behind. 
The  sun  must  shine  before  the  day 

goes  down  !  " 
Anything  better  than  the  long,  long 

night, 
And  that  perpetual  silence  of   the 

tomb  ! 
'Tis  not  for  happier  hours,  but  life 

itself 
Which  may  bring  happier  hours,  we 

strike  .it  Fate. 
Why,  though  from  all  the  treasury 

of  the  Past 

'Tis  but  one  solitary  gem  we  save — 
One  kiss  more  such  as  we  have  kist, 

out:  smile, 


One  more  embrace,  one  night  more 

such  as  those 
Which  we  have  shared,  how  costly 

were  the  prize, 

How  richly  worth  the  attempt !    In- 
deed, I/know, 
When    yet    a    child,   in   those  dim 

pleasant  dreams 
A  girl    will    dream,    perchance    ia 

twilit  hours, 
Or  under  eve's  first  star  (when  we 

are  young 
Happiness    seems    so    possible, — so 

near  ! 
One  says,  "  it  must  go  hard,  but  I 

shall  find  it  !") 
Ofttiines  I  mused, — "  My  life  shall 

be  my  own, 
To  make  It  what  I  will."     It  is  their 

fault 
(I  thought)  who  miss  the  true  de- 

liirhts.     1  thought 
Men  might  bare  saved  themselves  : 

they  flung  away. 
Too    easily    abasht,    life's    opening 

promise  : 
But  all  things  will  be  different  for 

me. 
For  I   felt   life    so    strong   in  me  I 

indeed 
I  was  so  sure  of  my  own  power  to 

love 
And  to  enjoy, — I  had  so  much  to 

give, 

I  said,  "  be  sure  it  must  win  some- 
thing back  1" 
Youth  is  so  confident !    And  though 

I  saw 
All  women  sad, — not  only  those  I 

knew, 
As    Helen    (whom    from    youth    I 

knew,  nor  ever 

Divined  that  sad  impenetrable  smil 
Which   ot'r    voild    darken   t.irough 

her  lusirous  eyes, 
As  drawing  slowly  down  o'er  her 

cold  cheek 
The  yellow  braids  of  odorous  hair, 

she  turned 
From   Menelaus   praising  her,   and 

sighed,— 
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That  was  before  lie,  flinging  bitterly 

down 
The    trampled     parsley-crown     and 

undrained  goblet, 

Cursed  before  all  the  Gods  his  sud- 
den shame 
And    young     Hermione's    deserted 

youth  !) 
Not  only  her. — but  all  whose  lives  I 

learned, 

Medea,  Deianira,  Ariadne, 
And      many     others,  —  all      weak, 

wronged,  opprest, 
Or    sick   and    sorrowful,   as    I    am 

now, — 
Yet  in  their  fate  I  would  not  see  my 

own, 
Xor  grant  allegiance  to  that  general 

law 
From  which  a  few,  I  knew  a  very 

fe\v. 
With  whom  it  seemed  I  also  might 

be  numbered. 

Had  yet  escaped   securely  : — so  ex- 
empting 

From  this  world's  desolation  every- 
where 
One  fate — my  own  ! 

Well,  that  was  foolish  !    Now 
I  am  not  so  exacting.     As  we  move 
Further  and  further  down  the  path 

of  fate 
To  the  sure  tomb,  we  yield  up,  one 

by  one, 
Our    claims    on  Fortune,   till   with 

each  new  year 

We  seek  less  and  go  further  to  ob- 
tain it. 
'Tis  the  old   tale, — aye,  all  of   us 

must  learn  it  ! 
But  yet  I  would  not  empty-handed 

stand 
Before  the   House  of   Hades.     Still 

there's  life, 
Aiid  hope  with  life  ;  and  much  that 

may  be  done. 
Look  up,   O  thou   most    dear   and 

cherisht  head  ! 
We'll  strive  still,  conquering  ;  or,  if 

falling,  fall 
In  sight  of  grand  results. 


May  these  things  be  ! 
I  know  not.    All  is  vague.    I  should 

be  strong 
Even  were  you  weak.     'Tis  other- 

wise —  I  see, 
No  path  to  safety  sure.    We  have 

done  ill  things. 
Best  let  the  past  be  past,  lest  ue\r 

griefs  come. 
Best  we  part  now. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Part  !  what,  to  part  from  thee  ! 
Never  till  death,  —  not  in  deam  even, 
part  ! 


But  one  course  now  is  left. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

And  that  is  —  • 

^GISTHUS. 


Flight. 


CLYTEMXESTRA. 


Coward  ! 


I  care  not. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Flight  !  I  am  a  Queen. 
A  goddess  once  you  said,  —  and  why 

not  goddess  ? 
Seeing  the  Gods  are  mightier  than 

we 
By  so  much  more  of  courage.    O, 

not  I, 
But  you,  are  mad. 


Nay,  wiser  than  I  was. 

CLYTEMNESTRA.- 

And  you  will  leave  me  ? 

JEGISTHUS. 

Not  if  you  will  come. 


CL  YTEMNESTRA. 


CLYTEMXESTKA. 

TliLs  was  the  Atlas  of  the  world  I 
built  ! 


For  so  would  vengeance  hound  and 
earth  us  down. 


Fliglit  !  .  .  .  yes,  I  know  not  .  .  .  I 
somewhere  .  .  .  anywhere. 

YOU   come?    .    .    .    you    come    not? 
well  ?  .  .  .  no  time  to  pause  ! 

CiYTEMXESTKA. 

And  this  is  he  —  this  he,  the  man  I 

loved  ! 
And    this  is    retribution  !      O    my 

heart  ! 
O    Agamemnon,    how     art     thou 

avenged  ! 
And  I  have  done  so  much  for  him  ! 

.    .    .    would  do 
So    much  !    .    .    .    a   universe  lies 

ruined  here. 

Now  by  Apollo,  be  a  man  for  once  ! 
Be   for  once  strong,  or  be  forever 

weak  ! 
If  shame  be  dead,  and  honor  be  no 

more, 
Xo  more  true  faith,  nor  that  which 

in  old  time 
Made  us  like  Gods,  sublime  in  our 

high  place, 
Yet  all    surviving    instincts    warn 

from  flight. 
Flight  !  —  O,  impossible  !    Even  now 

the  steps 
Of  fate  are  at  the  threshold.    Which 

way  fly  ? 

For  every  avenue  is  barred  by  death. 
Will  these  not    scout    your  flying 

heels  ?    If  now 
They  hate  us   powerful,   will   they 

love  us  weak  ? 
y.>  land  is  s;;fo  ;   nor  any  neighbor- 

ing king 

AVill  harbor  Agamemnon's  enemy. 
rt  on  Troy  ;  her  ashes  smoul- 

der yet. 

JEOISTHU8. 

Her  words  compel  me  with  their  aw- 
ful truth. 


CLYTEMXKSTHA. 

If  I  am  weak  to  move  you  by  that 

love 
You  swore  long  since — and  sealed  It 

with  false  lips  ! — 

Yet  lives  there  nothing  of  the  ambi- 
tious will  ? 
Of  those  proud  plots,  and  dexterous 

policy, 
On  which   you   builded    such   high 

hopes,  and  swore 
To    rule    this    people  Agamemnon 

rules  ; 
Supplant  him  eminent  on  his  own 

throne, 
And  push  our  power  through  Greece? 

^EGISTHUS. 

The  dream  was  great. 
It  was  a  dream.     We  dreamt  it  like 
a  king. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Ay,  and  shall  so  fulfll  it — like  a 
King  ! 

Who  talks  of  flight  ?  For  now,  be- 
think yon  well, 

If  to  live  on,  the  byword  of  a  world, 

Be  any  gain,  even  such  flight  oilers 
not. 

Will  long- armed  Vengeance  never 
find  you  out 

When  you  have  left  the  weapon  in 
her  hands  ? 

Be  bold,  and  meet  her  !  Who  fore- 
stall the  bolts 

Of  heaven,  the  Gods  deem  worthy 
of  the  <;<-ds. 

Success  is  made  the  measure  of  our 
acts. 

And,  think,  vEgisthus,  there  has 
been  one  thought 

Before  us  in  the  intervals  of  years, 

Between  us  ever  in  the  long  dark 
nights, 

When,  lying  all  awake,  we  heard  Uie 
wind. 
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Do  you  shrink  then  ?  or,  only  closer 

drawing 
Your  lips  to  mine,  your  arms  about 

my  neck, 
Say,  '•  Who  would  fear  such  chances, 

when  he  saw 
Behind  them  such  a  prize  for  him  as 

this?" 
Do  you  shrink  DOM-  ?    Dare  you  put 

all  this  from  you  ? 
Revoke  the  promise  of  those  years, 

and  say 
This  prospect  meets  you  unprepared 

at  last  ? 
Our  motives  are  so  mixt  in  their  be- 

ginnings 
And  so  confused,  we  recognize  them 

not 
Till  they  are  grown  to  acts  ;    but 

ne'er  were  ours 
So  blindly  wov'n,  but  what  we  both 

untangled 

Out  of  the  intricacies  of  the  heart 
One    purpose  :  —  being   found,    best 

grapple  to  it. 
For  to  conceive  ill  deeds  yet  dare  not 

do  them, 
This  is  not  virrtue,  but  a  twofold 

shame. 
Between  the  culprit  and  the  demi- 

g<  .<! 
There's  but  one  difference  men  re- 

gard —  success. 
The  weakly-wicked  shall  be  doubly 

damned  ! 


I  im  not  weak  .  .  .  what  will  you  ? 

...(),  too  weak 
To  bear  this   scorn  !  .  .  .  She  is  a 

godlike  fiend, 
And  hell  and  heaven  seem  meeting 

in  her  eyes. 

CLYTKMXESTRA. 

Those    who    on    perilous    ventures 

once  embark 
Should    burn   their   ships,  nor  ever 

dream  return. 
Better,  though  all  Olympus  marched 

oil  us, 


To  die  like  fallen  Titans,  scorning 

Heaven. 
Than  live  like  slaves  in  scorn  of  our 

own  selves  ! 

^EGISTIIUS. 

We  wait  then  ?    Good  !    and  dare 

this  desperate  chance. 
And  if  we  fall  (as  we.  I  think,  must 

fall) 
It  is  but  some  few  sunny  hours  we 

lose, 
Some  few  bright  days.     True  !  and 

a  little  less 

Of  life,  or  else  of  wrong  a  little  more, 
What's  that  ?    For  one  shade  more 

or  less  the  night 
Will  scarce  seem  darker  or  lighter, 

— the  long  night  ! 
We'll  fall  together,  if  we  fall  ;  and 

if — 
O,  if  we  live  ! — 

CI.YTEMXESTRA. 

Ay,  that  was  noblier  thought. 

Now  you  grow  back  into  yourself, 
your  true  self. 

My  King!  my  chosen  !  my  glad  care- 
less helpmate 

In  the  old  time  !  we  shared  its  pleas- 
ant days 

Royally,  did  we  not  ?  How  brief 
they  were  ! 

Nor  will  I  deem  you  less  than  what 
I  know 

You  have  it  in  you  to  become,  for 
this 

Strange  freakish  fear, — this  passing 
brief  alarm. 

Do  I  not  know  the  noble  steed  will 
start 

Aside,  scared  lightly  by  a  straw,  % 
shadow, 

A  thorn-bush  in  the  way,  while  the 
dull  mule 

Plods  stupidly  adown  the  dizziest 
paths  ? 

And  oft  indeed,  such  trifles  will  dis- 
may 

The  finest  and  most  eager  spirits, 
which  yet 


CL  YTEMNESTRA. 


Daunt  not  a  duller  mind.     O  love, 

be  sure 
Whate'er  betide,  whether  for  well  or 

ill, 
Thy  fate  and  mine  are  bound  up  in 

one  skein  ; 
Clotho  must  cut   them  both  insep- 

arate. 
You  dare  not  leave  me  —  had  you 

wings  for  flight  ! 
You  shall  not  leave  me*  !    You  are 

mine,  indeed, 
(As  I  am  yours  !)  by  my  strong  right 

of  grief. 
Not   death    together,   but    together 

life  ! 
Life—  life  with  safe  and  honorable 

years, 
And   power  to  do  with  these  that 

which  we  would  ! 
^His  lips  comprest  —  his  eye  dilates 

—  he  is  saved  ! 
O,  when  strong  natures  into  frailer 

ones 
Have  struck  deep  root,  if  one  exalt 

not  both, 
Both  must  drag  down  and  perish  ! 


If  we  should  live  — 

CLYTEMNESTKA. 

And  we  shall  live. 

^EGISTHUS. 

Yet  .  .  .  yet  — 

CLYTEMNESTIJA. 

What  !  shrinking  still  ? 
I'll  do  the  deed.     Do  not  stand  off 
from  me. 

JEGISTHUS. 

Terrible  Spirit  ! 

CL.YTEMXESTRA. 

Nay,  not  terrible, 

Not  to  thee  terrible  —  O  say  not  so  ! 
To  thee  I  never  have  been  anything 


But  a  weak,   passionate,   unhappy 

woman, 
(O  woe  is  me  !)    and  now  you  fear 

me — 


^EGISTIIUS. 


No, 


But  rather  worship. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

O  my  heart,  my  heart, 
It  sends  up  all   its  anguish  in  this 

cry  — 
Love  me  a  little? 


What  a  spell  she  h;  $ 
To  sway  the  inmost  courses  of  the 

soul  ! 

My  spirit  is  held  up  to  such  a  height 
I  dare  not  breathe.     How  finely  sits 

this  sorrow 
Upon  her,    like  the    garment  of  a 

God! 
I  cannot  fathom    her.      Does    tho 

same  birth 
Bring  forth   the    monster    and  the 

demigod  ? 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

I  will  riot  doubt  !    All's  lost,  if  love 

be  lost,  — 
Peace,     honor,     innocence,  —  gone, 

gone  !  all  gone 
And    you,  too  —  you,   poor    baffled 

crownless  schemer, 
Whose   life   my    love    makes   royal, 

clothes  in  purple, 
Establishes    in    state,   without   me, 

answer  me, 
What  should  you  do  but  perish,  as  is 

fit? 
O  love,  you  dare  not  cease  to  love 

me  now  ! 
We  have  let  the  world  go  by  us.    We 

have  trusted 
To  ourselves   only  :  if  we  fail  our< 

selves 
What  shall  avail  us  now  ?    Without 

my  love 
What    rest    for  you  but  universal 

hate, 
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And  Agamemnon's  sword  ?    Ah,  - 

—  you  love  me, 
Must  love  me,  better  than  you  ever 

loved,  — 
Love  me,  I  think,  as  you  love  life 

itself  ! 
.rfEgisthus  !  Speak,  ^Egisthus  ! 

^EGISTIIUS. 

O  great  heart, 

2  am   all  yours.     Do   with  me  what 
you  will. 

CLYTEMXESTBA. 

O,  if  you  love  me,  I  have  strength 

for  both. 
And  you  do  love  me  still  ? 


O  more,  thrice  more, 
Thrice  more  then  wert  thou  Aphro- 

dite's self 
Slept  zoned  and  sandalled  from  the 

Olympian  Feasts 
Or  first  revealed  among  the  pink  sea- 

foam. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Whate'er  I  am,  be  sure  that  I  am 

that 
Which  thou  hast  made    me,  —  noth- 

ing of  myself. 
Once,  all  unheedful,  careless  of  my- 

self, 

And  wholly  ignorant  of  what  I  was, 
I  grew  up  as  a  reed   some  wind  will 

touch,  ' 
And  wake  to  prophecy,  —  tili  then  all 

mute, 
And  void    of    melody,  —  a   foolish 

Aveed  ! 
Jly  soul  was  blind,  and  all  my  life 

was  dark, 
And  all  my  heart  pined  with  some 

ignorant  want. 
I   moved   about,   a    shadow    in   the 

house, 
And  fdt  unwedded  though  I  was  a 

wife  ; 
And  all  the  men  and  women  which 

I  saw 


Were  but  as  pictures  painted   on   a 

wall  : 
To  me  they  had  not  either  heart,  or 

brain, 

Or  lips,  or  language, — pictures!  noth- 
ing more. 
Then,     suddenly,      athwart      those 

lonely  hours 
Which,  day  by  day  dreamed  listlessly 

away, 
Led  to  the  dark    and    melancholy 

tomb, 
Thy  presence   passed   and   touched 

me  with  a  soul. 
My  life  did  but  begin  when  I  found 

thee. 
O  what  a  strength  was  hidden  in  this 

heart ! 
As,  all  unvalued,  in  its  cold  dark 

cave 
Under  snow  hills,   some    rare   and 

priceless  gem 
May    sparkle  and  burn,   so   in   this 

life  of  mine 
Love  lay  shut  up.     You  broke  the 

rock  away, 

You  lit  upon  the  jewel  that  it  hid, 
You  plucked    it  forth, — to  wear  it, 

my  Beloved  ! 

To  set  in  the  crown  of  thy  dear  life  ! 
To   embellish   fortune  !    Cast  it  not 

away. 
Now   call   me   by  the    old  familiar 

names  : 
Call  me   again  your  Queen,  as  once 

you  used  ; 
You  large-eyed  Here  ! 

^EGISTHUS. 

O,  you  are  a  Queen 
That  should  have  none  but  Gods  to 

rule  over  ! 
Make  me  immortal  with  one  costly 

kiss  ! 

VITI.  CHORUS.  ELECTRA.  CLY. 
XE2CHE8TRA,  ^EGISTHUS. 

CHORUS. 

lo  !  lo  !    I  hear  the  people  shout. 
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ELECTRA. 

See  how  these  two  do  mutually  con- 
fer, 

Hatching  new  infamy.  Now  will  he 
dare, 

In  his  unbounded  impudence,  to 
meet 

My  father's  eyes  ?  The  hour  is  nigh 
at  hand. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

O  love,  be  bold  !  the  hour  is  nigh  at 
hand. 

ELECTRA. 

Laden    with    retribution,    lingering 

slow. 

^EGISTHUS. 

A  time  in  travail  with  some  great 
distress. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Nay,   rather  safety  for  the  rest  of 

time. 
O  love  !  O  hate  ! 

ELECTRA. 

O  vengeance  ! 

AO  "STIIUS. 

O  wild  chance 
If  favoring  fate — 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Despair  is  more  than  fate. 

CHOIU'S. 

lo     lo  !    The  King  is  on  his  march. 

vEGISTHUS. 

Did  you  hear  that  ? 

ELECTRA. 

The  hour  is  nigh  at  hand  ! 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Leave  me  to  deal  with  these.    I  know 

the  arts 
That  guide  the  doubtful  purpose  of 

discourse 


Through  many  windings  to  the   ap- 

|>oin;<j<l  goal. 
I'll  draw  them  on  to  such  a  frame  of 

mind 
As  best  befits   our  purpose.      You, 

meanwhile, 
Scatter     vague    words     among    tl  e 

other  crowd, 
Least  the  event,  when  it  is  due,  fa  1 

foul 
Of  unpropitious  natures. 


Do  you  fear 

The  helpless,  blind  ill-will  of  such  a 
crowd  ? 

CL  YTEM  X  ESTRA. 

He  only  fears  mankind  who  knows    I 

them  not. 
But  him  I  praise  not  who  despises    j 

thetu. 
Whence  come,  Electra  ? 

ELECTRA. 

From  my  father's  hearth 
To  meet  him  ;  for  the  hour  is  nigh 
at  hand. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

So  do  our  hopes  race  hotly  to  one 

end, 

(A  noble  rivalry  !)  as  who  shall  first 
Embrace  this  happy  fortune.     Tarry 

not. 
We  too  will  follow. 

ELECTRA. 

Justice,  O  he  swift.' 

IX.  CLYTEMNESTRA.    CHORUS 
SEMI-CHORUS.     HERALD. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

A  frownm  child  !    She's  gone.     My 

blood's  in  her. 
Her  father's,  too,  looks  out  of  that 

proud  face. 
She  is  too  bold  .  .  .  ha,  well— 

thus  ?  .  .  .  goue  1 
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O  fate  !  to  be  a  woman  !    You  great 

Gods, 
Why  did  you  fashion  me  iu  this  soft 

mould  ? 
Give  me  these  lengths  of  silky  hair  ? 

These  hands 
Too  delicately   dimpled  !  and   these 

arms 
Too  white,  too  weak  !  yet  leave  the 

man's  heart  in  me, 
To  mar  your  masterpiece,  —  that  I 

should  perish, 
Who  else  had  won  renown  among  my 

peers, 
A  man,  with  men, — perchance  a  god 

with  you, 
Had  you  but  better  sexed  me,  you 

blind  Gods  ! 
But,  as  for  man,  all  things  are  fitting 

to  him. 

He  strikes  his  fellow 'mid  the  clang- 
ing shields, 
And  leaps  among  the  smoking  walls, 

and  takes 
Some  long-haired  virgin  wailing  at 

the  shrines. 
Her  brethren    having  fallen  ;    and 

you  Gods 
Commend   him,  crown   him,   grant 

him  ample  days, 
And   dying   honor,   and  an  endless 

peace 

Among  the  deep  Elysian  asphodels. 
O  fate,  to  be  a  woman  !    To  be  led 
Dumb,  like  a  poor  mule,  at  a  mas- 
ters will, 

And  be  a  slave,  though  bred  in  pal- 
aces, 
And  be  a  fool,  though  seated  with 

the  wise, — 
A  poor  and   pitiful   fool,   as   I   am 

now, 
Loving    and    hating  my    vain    life 

away  ! 

CHORUS. 

These  flowers — we  plucked  them 
At  morning,  and  took  them 
From    bright    bees    that    sucked 
them 


And  warm  winds  that  shook  them 
:Neath    blue   hills    that    o'erlook 
them. 

SEMI-CHOUUS. 

With  the  dews  of  the  meadow 
Our  rosy  warm  fingers 
Sparkle  yet,  and  the  shadow 
Of  the  summer-cloud  lingers 
In  the  hair  of  us  singers. 

FIRST  SEMI-CHORUS. 

Ere  these  buds  on  our  altars 
Fade  ;  ere  the  forkt  fire, 
Fed  with  pure  honey,  falters 
And  fails  :  louder,  higher 
Raise  the  Pajan. 

SECOND  SEMI-CHORUS. 

Draw  nigher, 

Stand  closer  !    First  praise  we 
The  Father  of  all. 
To  him  the  song  raise  we. 
Over  Heaven's  golden  wall 
Let  it  fall  !    Let  it  fall  ! 

FIRST  SEMI-CHORUS. 

Then  Apollo,  the  king  of 
The  lyre  and  the  bow  ; 
Who  taught  us  to  sing  of 
The  deeds  that  we  know, — 
Deeds  well  done  long  ago. 

SECOND  SEMI-CHORUS. 

Next,  of  all  the  Immortals, 
Athene's  gray  eyes  ; 
Who  sits  throned  in  our  portals, 
Ever  fair,  ever  wise. 

FIRST  SEMI-CHORUS. 

Neither  dare  we  despise 
To  extol  the  great  Here, 

SECOND  SEMI-CHORUS. 

And  then, 

As  is  due,  shall  our  song 
Be  of  those  among  men 
Who  were  brave,  who  were  strong, 
Who  endured. 
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FIKST  SEMI-CHORUS, 


Then,  the  wrong 
Of  the  Phrygian  :  and  liion's  false 

sons  : 

And  Scamander's  wild  wave 
|         Through  the  bleak  plain  that  runs. 

SECOND  SEMI-CHORUS. 

Then,  the  death  of  the  brave. 

FIRST  SEMI-CHOKUS. 

Last,  of  whom  the  Gods  save 
For  new  honors  :  of  them  none 
So  good  or  so  great 
As  our  chief  Agamemnon 
The  crown  of  our  State. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

O  friends,  true  hearts,  rejoice  with 
me  !  This  day 

Shall  crown  the  hope  of  ten  uncer- 
tain years  1 

CHORUS. 

For  Agamemnon  cannot  be  far  off — 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

He  comes — and  yet — O  Heaven  pre- 
serve us  all  ! 

My  heart  is  weak — there's  One  he 
brings  not  back  ; 

Who  went  with  him  ;  who  will  not 
come  again  ; 

Whom  we  shall  never  see  ! — 

CHORUS. 

O  Queen,  for  whom, 
Lamenting  thus,  is  your  great  heart 
cast  down  ? 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

The  earliest  loved — the  early  lost ! 
my  child — 


CHORUS. 


Iphigenia  ? 


It  was  a  God  that  did  decree  the 
death. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

'Tis  through  the  heart  the  Gods  do 
speak  to  us. 

High  instincts  are  the  oracles  of 
heaven. 

Did  ever  heart, — did  ever  God,  be- 
fore, 

Suggest  such  foul  infanticidal  lie  ? 

CHORUS. 

Be  comforted  !    The  imi versa!  trood 
Needed  this  single,  individu.il  loss. 

CLYTEMXKSTRA. 

Can  all  men's  good  be  helped  by  one 
man's  crime  ? 

CHORUS. 

He  loosed  the  Greeks  from  Aulis  by 
that  deed. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

O  casual  argument  !  Who  gave  the 
Greeks 

Such  bloody  claim  upon  a  virgin's 
life  ? 

Shall  the  pure  bleed  to  purge  impu- 
rity ? 


CLYTKMXKSTRA. 

She — my  child- 

CHOKV8. 

—Alas 
That  was  a  terrible  necessity  ! 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Was  it  necessity  ?  O  pardon,  friends, 
But  in  the  dark,  unsolaced  solitude, 
Wild  thoughts  come  to  me,  and  per- 
plex my  heart. 

This,  which  you  call  a  dread  neces- 
sity, 
Was  it  a  murder  or  a  sacrifice  ? 
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JL  hundred  Helens  were  not  worth 
that  death  ! 

What  !  had  the  manhood  of  com- 
bined Greece, 

Whose  boast  was  in  its  untamed 
strength,  no  help 

Better  than  the  spilt  blood  of  one 
poor  girl  ? 

Or,  if  it  were  of  need  that  blood 
should  flow 

What  God  ordained  him  execution- 
er ? 

Was  it  for  him  the  armament  was 
planned  ? 

For  him  that  angry  Greece  was 
leagued  in  war  ? 

For  him,  or  Menelaus,  was  this  done? 

Was  the  cause  his,  or  Menelaus' 
cause  ? 

Was  he  less  sire  than  Menelaus  was? 

He,  too,  had  children  ;  did  he  mur- 
der them  ? 

O,  was  it  manlike  ?  was  it  human, 
even  ? 

CHORUS. 

Alas  !  alas  !  it  was  an  evil  thing. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

O  friends,  if  any  one  among  you  all, 
If  any  be  a  mother,  bear  with  me  ! 
She  was  my  earliest  born,  my  best 

beloved. 
The  painful  labor  of  that  perilous 

birth 
That  gave  her  life  did   almost  take 

my  own. 
He  had  no  pain.     lie  did  not  bring 

her  forth. 
How  should  he,  therefore,  love  her 

as  I  loved  ? 

CHORUS. 

Ai  !  ai  !  alas  !  Our  tears  run  down 
with  yours. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

O,  who  shall  say  with  what  delicious 

tears, 
With    what    ineffable    tenderness, 

while  he 


Took  his  blithe  pastime  on  the  windy 

plain, 
Among    the    ringing    camps,     and 

neighing  steeds, 
First  of  his    glad    compeers,  I  sat     \ 

apart, 

Silent,  within  the  solitary  house  : 
Rocking  the  little  child   upon  my 

breast  ; 
And  soothed  its  soft  eyes  into  sleep 

with  song  ! 

CHORUS. 

Ai !    ai  !    unhappy,   sad,   unchilded 
one  ! 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Or,  when  I  taught,  from  inarticulate 

sounds, 
The  little,  lisping  lips,  to  breathe  his 

name. 
Now  they  will  never  breathe  that 

name  again  ! 


Alas  !  for  Hades  has  not  any  hope, 
Since   Thracian   women  lopped  the 

tuneful  head 
Of  Orpheus,  and  Heracleus  is  no 

more. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Or,  spread  in  prayer,  the  helpless, 

infant  hands, 
That   they,   too,   might   invoke  the 

Gods  for  him. 
Alas,  who  now  invokes  the  Gods  for 

her  ? 
Unwedded,  hapless,  gone  to  glut  the 

womb 
Of  dark,  untimely  Orcus  ! 


CHORUS. 


Ai !  alas  ! 


CLYTEMXESTRA. 


I  would  have  died,  if  that  could  be, 

for  her  ! 
When  life  is  half-way  set  to  feeble 

eld, 
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A  little  space. 

The   speechless  father  turned.     No 

word  \vas  said, 
lie  wrapped  his  mantle  close  about 

his  face. 

In  his  dumb  grief,  without  a  moan. 
The  lopping  axe  was  lifted  overhead. 
Then,  suddenly, 
There  sounded  a  strange  motion  of 

the  sea. 
Booming  far  inland  ;  and  above  the 

east 

A  ragged  cloud  rose  slowly,  and  in- 
creased. 
Not  one  line  in  the  horoscope  of 

Time 
Is  perfect.     O,  what  falling  off  is 

this, 
When  some  grand  soul,  that  else  had 

been  sublime, 
Falls  unawares  amiss, 
And  stoops  its  crested  strength  to 

sudden  crime  ! 

Sr»  gracious  a  thing  is  it,  and  sweet. 
In  life's  clear  centre  one  true  man  to 

see, 
That  holds  strong  nature  in  a  wise 

control  ; 

Throbbing  out,  all  round,  the  heat 
Of  a  large  and  liberal  soul. 
No  shadow,  simulating  life, 
But  pulses  warm  with  human  nature, 
In  a  soul  of  godlike  stature  ; 
Heart  and  brain,  all  rich  and  rife 
With  noble  instincts  ;  strong  to  meet 
Time  calmly,  in  his  purposed  place. 
Sound  through  and  through,  and  all 

complete  ; 

Exalting  what  is  low  and  base  ; 
Enlarging  what  is  narrow  and  small; 
He  stamps  his  character  on  all, 
And  with  his  grand  identity 
Fills  up  Creation's  eye. 
He  will  not  dream  the  aimless  years 

away 

In  blank  delay, 
But  makes  eternity  of  to-day, 
And  reaps  the  full-eared  time.     For 

him 
Nature  her  affluent  horn  doth  brim, 


To  strew  with  fiuitand  flowers  his 

way — 
Fruits  ripe  and  flowers  gay. 

The  clear  soul  in  his  earnest  pyes 
Looks    through     and     through     all 

plaited  lies, 

Time  shall  not  rob  him  of  his  youth, 
N»r  narrow  his  large  sympathies. 
He  is  not  true,  he  is  a  truth, 
And  such  a  truth  as  never  dies. 
Who    knows   his    nature,  feels   his 

right, 

And,  toiling,  toils  for  bis  delight  ; 
Not  as  slaves  toil  :  where'er  he  goes, 
The  desert  blossoms  with  the  rose. 
He  trusts  himself  in  scorn  of  doubt, 
And  lets  orbed  purpose  widen  out. 
The  world  works  with  him  ;  all  men 

see 

Some  part  of  them  fulfilled  in  him  ; 
His  memory  never  shall  grow  dim  ; 
He  holds  the  heaven  and  earth  in 

fee, 

Not  following  that,  fulfilling  this, 
He  is  immortal,  for  he  is  ! 

O  weep  !  weep  !  weep  ! 

Weep  for  the  young  that  die  ; 

As  it  were  pale  flowers  that  wither 

under 

The  smiting  sun,  and  fall  asunder, 
Before  the  dews  on  the  grass  are  dry, 
Or  the  tender  twilight  is  out  of  the 

sky, 

Or  the  lilies  have  fallen  asleep  ; 
Or  ships  by  a  wanton  wind  cut  short 
Are  wrecked  in  sight  of  the  placid 

port 

Sinking  strangely,  and  suddenly — 
Sadly,  and  strangely,  and  suddenly — • 
Into  the  black  Plutonian  deep. 
()  weep  !  weep  !  weep  ! 
Weep,  and  bow  the  head, 
For  those  whose  stin  is  set  at  noon  ; 
Whose  night  is  dark,  without  a  moon; 
Whose  aim  of  life  is  sped 
Beyond  pursuing  woes,    . 
And  the  arrow  of  angry  foes, 
To  the  darkness  thatnonian  knows—- 
The darkness  among  the  dead. 
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Let  us  mourn,  ami  how  the  head, 

And  lift  up  the  voice,  and  weep 

For  the  early  dead  ! 

For  the  early  dead  we  may  bow  the 
head, 

And  strike  the  breast,  and  weep  ; 

But,  O,  what  shall  be  said 

For  the  living  sorrow  ? 

For  the  living  sorrow  our  grief — 

Dumb  grief — draws  no  relief 

From  tears,  nor  yet  may  borrow 

S  >lare  from  sound  or  speech  ; — 

For  the  living  sonow 

That  heaps  tb-moir-nv  upon  to-mor- 
row 

In  piled-up  pain,  beyond  Hope's 
reach  ! 

It  is  well  that  we  mourn  for  the  early 
dead. 

Strike  the  breast,  and  bow  the  head; 

For  the  sorrow  for  these  may  be  sung, 
or  said, 

And  the  chaplets  be  woven  for  the 
fallen  head. 

And  the  urns  to  the  stately  tombs  be 
led, 

And  Love  from  their  memory  may 
be  fed. 

And  song  may  ennoble  the  anguish  ; 

But,  O.  for  the  living  sorrow, — 

For  the  living  sorrow  what  hopes  re- 
main ? 

For  the  prisoned,  pining,  passionate 
pain, 

That  is  doomed  forever  to  languish, 

And  to  languish  forever  in  vain, 

For  the  want  of  the  words  that  may 
bestead 

The  hunger  that  out  of  loss  is  bred. 

O  friends,  for  the  living  sorrow — 

For  the  living  sorrow — 

For  the  living  sorrow  what  shall  be 
said? 

XL    A    PHOCIAX.     CHORUS. 
SEMI-CHORUS. 

PHOCIAX. 

O  noble  strangers,  if  indeed  you  be 
Such  as  you  seem,  of  Argos,  and  the 
land 


That  the  unconquer'd  Agamemnon 

rules. 
Tell  me  is  this  the  palace,  these  the 

roofs 
Of  the  Atridaj,  famed  in  ancient 

song  ? 

CHORUS. 

Not  without  truth    you    name  the 

neighborhood, 
Standing  before  the  threshold,  and 

the  doors 

Of  Pelops.  and  upon  the  Argive  soil. 
That  which  you  see  above  the  Agora 
Is  the  old  fane  of  the  Lycsean  God, 
And  this  the  house  of  Agamemnon's 

queen. 
But  whence  art  thou?    For  if  thy 

dusty  locks. 
And  those  soiled  sandals  show  with 

aught  of  truth, 
Thou  shouldst  be  come  from  far. 

PHOCIAN. 

And  am  so,  friends, 
But,  by  Heaven's  favor,  here  my 
journey  ends. 

CHORUS. 
Whence,  then,  thy  way  ? 

PHOCIAN. 

From  Phocis  ;  charged  with  gifts 
For  Agamemnon,  and  with  messages 
From  Strophius,  and  the  sister  of 

your  king. 
Our  watchmen  saw  the  beacon  on 

the  hills, 
And  leaoed  for  joy.    Say,  is  the  king 

yet  come  ? 

CHORUS. 

He  conies  this  way  ;  stand  by,  I  hear 

them  shout  ; 
Here  shall    you    meet  him,   as  he 

mounts  the  hill. 


Now  blest  be  all  the  Gods,   from 
Father  Zeus, 
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And  memory  more  than  hope,  and 

to  dim  eyes 
The  gorgeous  tapestry  of  existence 

shows 
Mothed,   fingered,  frayed,  and  bare, 

'twere  not  so  hard 
To  flins  away  this  ravelled  skein  of 

life, 
Which  else,  a  little  later,  Fate  had 

cut. 
A. ml  who  would  sorrow  for  the  o'er- 

blown  rose 
Sharp  winter  strews  about  its  own 

bleak  thorns  ? 
But,  cropped  before  the  time,  to  fall 

so  young  ! 
And  wither  in  the  gloomy  crown  of 

Dis! 
Never  to  look  upon  the  blessed  sun— 

CHORUS. 

Ai  !   ai  !   alinon  !   woe  is  me,   this 

grief 
Strikes  pity  paraiyzed.  •   All   words 

are  weak  ! 

CI-Y  fEMXESTRA. 

And  I  had  dreamed   such  splendid 

dreams  for  her  ! 
Who  would  not  so  for  Agamemnon's 

child  ? 
For  we  had  hoped  that  she,  too,  in 

her  time 
Would    be    the    mother    of   heroic 

men  ! 

CHORUS. 

There  rises  in  my  heart  an  awful 

fear, 
Lest  from   these  evils  darker  evils 

come  ; 
For  heaven  exacts,  for  wrong,   the 

uttermost  tear, 
And  death  hath  language  after  life 

is  dumb  ! 

CLYTEMXKSTRA. 

It  works  !  it  works  ! 

CHORUS. 

Look,  some  one  comes  this  way. 


HERALD. 

O  Honor  of  the  House  of  Tantalus  ! 
The     king's    wheels    echo    in    the 
bra/sen  gates. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Our  heart  is  hah-way  there,  to  we'-f 

come  him. 
How   looks   he  ?     Well  ?      And   al! 

our  long-lost  friends — 
Their  faces  grow  before  me.      Lead 

the  way 
Where  we  may  meet  them    All  our 

haste  seems  slow. 

CHORUS. 

Would   that  he  brought^  his    dead 
child  back  with  him  ! 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Now  let  him  come.     The  mischiei 
works  apace  ! 


x.   CHORUS. 

CHORUS. 

The  winds    were    lulled   in  Aulis  ; 

and  the  day, 
Down-slope  J,  was    loitering  to  the 

lazy  west. 
There  was  no  motion  of  the  glassy 

bay, 
But    all  "things    by  a    heavy   light 

opprest. 
Windless,  cut  off  from  the  destiix  d 

way, — 
Dark  shrouds,  distinct  against  tl  J 

lurid  lull. — 
Dark  ropes  hung  useless,  loose,  from 

mast  to  hull. — 
The  black  ships  lay  abreast. 
Not    any    cloud    would    cress    the 

brooding  skies. 
The    distant    sea    boomed    faintly. 

Nothing  more. 
They  walked  "about  upon  the  yellow 

shore  \ 
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Or,  lying  listless,  huddled  groups 
supine, 

With  faces  turned  toward  the  flat 
sea-spine, 

They  planned  the  Phrygian  battle 
o'er  and  o'er  ; 

Till  each  grew  sullen,  and  would 
talk  no  more, 

]!ut  sat,  dumb-dreaming.  Then 
would  some  one  rise. 

And  look  toward  the  hollow  hulls, 
with  haggard,  hopeless  eyes — 

Wild  eyes — and,  crowding  round, 
yet  wilder  eyes— 

And  gaping,  languid  lips  ; 

And  everywhere  that  men  conld  see. 

About  the  black,  black  ships. 

Was  nothing  but  the  deep-red  sea  ; 

The  deep-red  shore  ; 

The  deep-red  skies  ; 

The  deep-red  silence,  thick  with 
thirsty  sighs  ; 

And  daylight,  dying  slowly.  Noth- 
ing more. 

The  tall  masts  stood  upright  ; 

And  not  a  sail  above  the  burnished 
prores  ; 

The  languid  sea,  like  one  outwearied 
quite. 

Shrank,  dying  inward  into  hollow 
shores, 

And  breathless  harbors,  under  sandy 
bars ; 

And,  one  by  one,  down  tracts  of 
quivering  blue, 

The  singed  and  sultry  stars 

looked  from  the  inmost  heaven, 
far,  faint,  and  few, 

While,  all  below,  the  sick  and  steam- 
ing brine 

The  spilled-out  sunset  did  incarna- 
dine. 

At  last  one  broke  the  silence  ;  and  a 

word 
Was  lisped  and  buzzed  about,  from 

mouth  to  mouth  ; 
Pale  faces -grew    more  pale;    wild 

whispers  stirred  ; 
And  men,  with  moody,  murmuring 

lips,  conferred 


In    ominous    tones,     from    shaggy 

beards  uncouth  : 
As  though  some   wind  had  broken 

from  the  blurred 
And  blazing  prison  of  the  stagnant 

drouth. 
And  stirred  the  salt  sea  in  the  stifled 

south. 
The  long-robed  priests  stood  round  ; 

and.  in  the  gloom. 
Under  black  brows,  their  bright  and 

greedy  eyes, 
Shone    deathfully  ;     there    was     a 

sound  of  sighs, 
Thick-sobbed  from   choking  throats 

among  the  crowd. 
That,    whispering,    gathered    close, 

with  dark  heads  bowed  ; 
But  no  man  lifted  up  his  voice  aloud, 
For  heavy  hung  o'er  all  the  helpless 

sense  of  doom. 

Then,  after  solemn  prayer, 

The  father  bade  the  attendants,  ten- 
derly 

Lift  her  upon  the  lurid  altar-stone. 

There  was  no  hope  in  any  face  ; 
each  eye 

Swam  tearful,  that  her  own  did  gaze 
upon. 

They  bound  her  helpless  hands  with 
mournful  care  ; 

And  looped  up  her  long  hair, 

That  hung  about  her,  like  an  amber 
shower, 

Mixed  with  the  saffron  robe,  and 
falling  lower, 

Down  from  her  bare  and  cold  white 
shoulder  flung. 

Upon  the  heaving  breast  the  pale 
cheek  hung, 

Suffused  with  that  wild  light  that 
rolled  among 

The  pausing  crowd,  out  of  the  crim- 
son drouth. 

They  held  hot  hands  upon  her 
pleading  mouth  ; 

And  stifled  on  faint  lips  the  natural 
cry. 

Back  from  the  altar-stone, 

Slow-moving  in  his  nxed  place 
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Who    reigns    o'er  windy  (Eta,   far 

away, 
To  King  Apollo,   with  the  golden 

horns. 


Look  how  they  cling  about  him  ! 
Far  and  near 

The  town  breaks  loose,  and  follows 
after, 

Crowding  up  the  ringing  ways. 

The  boy  forgets  to  watch  the  steer  ; 

The  grazing  steer  forgets  to  graze  ; 

The  shepherd  leaves  the  herd  ; 

The  priest  will  leave  the  fane  ; 

The  deep  heart  of  the  land  is  stirred 

To  sunny  tears,  and  tearful  laughter, 

To  look  into  his  face  again. 

Burst,  burst  the  bra/en  gates  ! 

Throw  open  the  hearths,  and  follow! 

Let  the  shouts  of  the  youths  go  up 
.  to  Apollo, 

Lord  of  the  graceful  quiver  : 

Till  the  tingling  sky  dilates — 

Dilates,  and  palpitates  ; 

And,  P.ean  Pajan  !  the  virgins 
sing  ; 

Ptean  !  Paean  !  the  king  !  the  king  ! 

Laden  with  spoils  from  Phrygia  ! 

lo  !  lo  !  lo  !  they  sing 

Till  the  pillars  of  Olympus  ring  : 

lo  !  to  Queen  Ortygia, 

Whose  double  torch  shall  burn  for- 
ever ? 

But  thou,  O  Lord  of  the  graceful 
(juiver, 

Bid,  bid  thy  Pythian  splendor  halt, 

Where'er  he  beams,  surpassing  sight; 

Or  on  some  ocean  isthmus  bent, 

Or  wheeled  from  the  dark  continent, 

Half-way  down  Heaven's  rosy  vault, 

Voward  the  dewy  cone  of  night. 

Let  no!  the  breathless  air  grow  dim, 

Until  the  whole  land  look  at  him  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
Slaud  back  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Will  he  come  this  way  ? 


SEMI-CIIOKrs. 

N"o  ;  by  us. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Gods,  what  a  crowd  ! 

SKMI-CHORUS. 

How  firm  the  old  men  walk! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

There  goes  the  king.  I  know  him 
by  his  beard. 

SKMI-CHORUS. 

And   I,  too,  by   the  manner  of  his 

gait. 

That  Godlike  spirit  lifts  him  from 
the  earth. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

How  gray  he  looks  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

His  cheek  is  seamed  with  scars. 

SK  MI-CHORUS. 

What  a  bull's  front  ! 

s.- MI-CHORUS. 
He  stands  up  like  a  tower. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Ay,  like  some  moving  tower  of 
armed  men, 

That  carries  conquest  under  city- 
wall.". 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

He  lifts  his  sublime  head,  and  in  his 

port 
Bears  eminent  authority. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Behold, 

H:s  spear  shows  like  the  spindle  of  a 
Fate  I 
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SEMI-CHORUS. 

O,  what  an  arm  ! 


Most  fit  for  such  a  sword  ; 
Look  at  that  sword. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

What  shoulders  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

What  a  throat  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

What  are  these  bearing  ? 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Urns. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Alas  !  alas  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

O  friends,  look  here  !    how  are  the 

mighty  men 

Shrunk  up  into  a  little  vase  of  earth, 
A  child  might  lift.      Sheathed  each 

in  brazen  plates, 
They  went    so    heavy,  they    come 

back  so  light, 
Sheathed,   each  one,  in  the  brazen 

urn  of  death  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

i7ith  what  a  stateliness  he  moves 
along  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

See,  how  they  touch  his  skirt,  and 
grasp  his  baud  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Is  that  the  queen  ? 


SEMI-CHORUS. 

Ay.  how  she  matches  him  I 
With  what  grand  eyes  she  looks  up, 
full  in  his  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Say,  what  are  these  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

O  Phrygians  !  how  they  walk! 
The  only  sad  man  in  the  crowd,  I 
think. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

But  who    is  this,   that  with    such 

scornful  brows, 
And  looks  averted,  walks  among  the 

rest? 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

I  know  not,  but  some  Phrygian  wo- 
man, sure. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Her    heavy-fallen    hair    down    her 

white  neck 
(A  dying  sunbeam  tangled  in  each 

tress) 
All  its  neglected  beauty   pours  one 

way. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Her  looks  bend  ever  on  the  alien 

ground, 
As  though  the  stones  of  Troy  were 

in  lier  path. 
And  in  the  pained  paleness  of  her 

brow 
Sorrow  hath  made  a  regal  tenement. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Here  comes  Electra  ;  young  Orestes, 

too  ; 
See    how  he  emulates  his    father^ 

stride  ! 
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SEMI-CHORUS. 

Look  at  ./Egisthus,  ^here  he  walks 

apart, 
And  bites  his  lip. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

I  oft  have  seen  him  so 
When  something  chafes  him  in  his 
bitter  moods. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
Peace,  here  they  come  ! 

CHORUS. 
lo  !  lo  I    The  King  ! 


XII.  AGAMEMNON,  CLYTEM- 
NESTRA,  ^EGISTHUS,  ELEC- 
TRA,  ORESTES,  CASSANDRA, 

a    Pho<:inn,  Chorus,  Scud-Chorus, 
and  others  in  the  procession. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

O  blazing  sun,  that  in  thy  skyey 
tower, 

Pausest  to  see  one  kingly  as  thy- 
self, 

Lend  all  thy  brighest  beams  to  light 
his  head, 

And  guide  our  gladness  !  Friends, 
behold  the  King  ! 

Nor  hath  ^Etolian  Jove,  the  arbiter 

Of  conquests,  well  disposed  the  issues 
here  ; 

For  every  night  that  brought  not 
news  f  O:ii  Troy 

Heaped  fear  on  fear,  as  waves  suc- 
ceed to  waves, 

When  Northern  blasts  blow  white 
the  Cretan  main, — 

Knowing  that  thou,  far  off,  from 
toil  to  toil 

Climbedst,  uncertain.  Unto  such  an 
one 

His  children,  and  young  offspring 
of  the  house 


Are  as  a  field,  which  he,  the  hus- 
bandman. 

Owning  far  off  does  only  look  upon 
At    seedtime     once,   nor    then  till 

harvest  comes  ; 
And  his  sad   wife  must  wet    with 

nightly  tears 
Unsolaced   pillows,   fearing  for  his 

fate. 
To  these  how  welcome,  then,  his  glad 

return, 
When  he,  as  thou,  comes  heavy  with 

the  weight 
Of  great  achievements,  and  the  spoils 

of  time. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Enough  !  enough  !  we  weigh  you  at 

full  worth, 
And  hold  you  dear,  whose  gladness 

equals  yours  ; 

But  women  ever  err  by  over-talk. 
Silence  to  women,  as   the  beard  to 

men, 
Brings   honor  ;    and  plain   truth   is 

hurt,  not  helped 
By    many    words.      To     each    his 

separate  sphere 

The  Gods  allot.     To  me  the  sound- 
ing camp, 
Steeds,  and  the  oaken  spear  ;  to  you 

the  hearth, 
Children,  and  household  duties    of 

the  loom. 
'Tis  man's    to  win    an    honorable 

name  ; 
Woman's  to  keep  it  honorable  still. 

CLVTEMNESTRA. 

(O  beast !  O  weakness  of  this  wo- 
manhood ! 

To  let  these  pompons  male  things 
strut  in  our  eyes. 

And  in  their  lordship  lap  themselves 
secure, 

Because  the  lots  in  life  are  fallen  to 
tliem. 

Am  I  less  heart  and  head,  less  blood 
and  brain, 

Less  force  and  feeling,  pulse  and 
passion— I — 
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Than  this  self- worshipper — a  lie   all 

through  ?) 
Forgive  if  joy  too  long  unloose  our 

lips, 

Silent  so  long  :  your  words   fall   on 

my  soul 
As  rain  on  thirsty  lands,  that   feeds 

the  dearth 
With     blessed      nourishment.      My 

whole  heart  hears. 
You    speaking    thus,   I    would   he 

silent  ever. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Who  is  this  man  ? 

CLVTEMXESTRA. 

A  Phocian,  by  bis  look. 
PIIOCIAN. 

9  King,  from  Strophius,  and  your 

sister's  court, 
Despatched  with  this  sealed  tablet, 

and  with  gifts, 
Though   both  express,  so   says   my 

royal  Head. 
But  poorly  the  rich  welcome  they 

intend. 
Will  you  see  this  ? — and  these  ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

Anon  !  anon  ! 
We'll  look  at  them  within.     O  child, 

thine  eyes 
Look  warner  welcome  than  all  words 

express. 
Thou  art  mii.e  own  child  by  that 

royal  brow. 
Nature  hath  marked  thee  mine. 


ELECTRA. 


O  Father  ! 


AGAMEMNON. 

Come  ! 
And    our    Orestes !      He    is    nobly 

grown  ; 
He  shall  do  great  deeds  when  our 

own  are  dim. 
So    shall  men   come    to  say   "the 

father's  sword 


In  the  son's  hands  hath  hewn  out 

nobler  fame." 
Think  of  it,  little  one  !  where  is  our 

cousin  ? 

..EGISTIIUS. 

Here  !  And  the  keys  of  the 
Acropolis  ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

0  well  !  this  dust  and  heat  are  over- 

much. 
And,  cousin,  you  look  pale.  Anon  ! 

anon  ! 
Speak  to  us  by  and  by.  Let  business 

wait. 
Is  our  house  ordered  ?  we  will  take 

the  bath. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Will  you  within  ?  where  all  is  ordered 
fair 

Befitting  state  :  cool  chambers, 
marble-floored 

Or  piled  with  blazing  carpets,  scented 
rare 

With  the  sweet  spirit  of  each  odor- 
ous gum 

In  dim,  delicious,  amorous  mists 
about 

The  purple-paven,  silver-sided  bath, 

Deep,  Hashing,  pure. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Look  to  our  captives  then. 

1  charge  you  chiefly  with  this  woman 

here, 
Cassandra,  the  mad  prophetess  of 

Troy. 
See  that  you  chafe  her  not  in  her 

wild  moods. 


XIII.   CLYTEMXESTRA.    ^EGIS- 
THUS. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Linger  not ! 

wEGISTHUS. 

What  ?  you  will  to-day— 
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CI,YTE>LXKSTKA. 

—  This  hour. 

^EGISTIIUS. 

O,  if  some  chance  mar  all  ! 

CLYTEMXESTKA. 

We'll  make  chance  sure. 
Doubt  is  the  doomsmanof  self-judged 

disgrace  : 
But  every  chance  brings  safety  to 

self-help. 


Ay,  but  the  means  —  the  time  — 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

—  Fulfil  themselves. 
O  most  irresolute  heart  !  is  this   a 

lime 
When   through  the  awful  pause  of 

life,  distinct, 
The  sounding  shears  of  Fate  slope 

near,  to  stand 
Meek,    like   tame    wethers,   and  be 

shorn  ?     I  low  say  you, 
The  blithe  wind  up,  and  the  broad 

sea  before  him, 
Who  would  crouch  all  day  long  be- 

side the  mast 
Counting  the  surges  beat  his  idle 

helm, 
Because  between  him  and  the  golden 

isles 
The  shadow  of  a  passing  storm  might 

hang  ? 
Danger,  being  pregnant,  doth  beget 

resolve. 
1 

^EGISTHUS. 

Thou  wert  not  born  to  fail.     Give 
me  thy  hand. 


CLYTEMXESTRA, 


Take  it. 


CI.YTEMXESTRA. 

O  be  strong  ! 
The  future  hangs  upon  the  die  we 

r:iM   : 
Fortune  plays  high  for  us — 

^EGISTIIUS. 

Gcids  grant  she  win. 


It  does  not  tremble. 


XIV.   CHORUS.    SEMI-CHORUS 
CASSANDRA. 


O  thou  that  dost  with  globed  glory 
Sweep   the   dark  world   at  noon   of 

night. 
Or  among  snowy  summits,  wild  and 

hoary, 

Or  through  the  mighty  silences 
Of  immemorial  seas. 
With  ail  the  stars  behind  thee  flying 

white, 

O  take  with  thee,  where'er 
Thou  wandcrest.  ancient  Care. 
And   hide    her  in   some   interlunar 

haunt  ; 

Where  but  the  wild  bird's  chaunt 
At  night,  through  rocky  ridges  gaunt, 
Or  meanings  of  some  homeless  sea 

may  find  her 

There,  (Joddess,  bar.  and  bind  her  ; 
Wheiv  she  may  pine,  but  wander  not; 
Loathe  her  haunts,  but  leave  them 

not ; 

Wail  and  rave  to  the  wind  and  wave 
That  hear,  yet  understand  her  not  ; 
And  curse  her  chains,  yet  cleave 

them  7iot  ; 

And  hate  her  lot,  yet  help  it  not. 
Or  let  her  mve  with  Gods  undone 
Who  dwell  below  the  selling  sun, 
And  the  sad  western  hours 
That  burn  in  fiery  bowers  ; 
Or  in  Amphitrite's  grot 
Where  the  vexed  tides  unite, 
And  the  sp^nt  wind,  howling,  breaks 
O'er  sullen  oceans  out  of  sight 
Among  sea-snakes,   that  the   white 
wakes 
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Till    they    shake    themselves    into 

diamond  tlukes. 

Coil  and  twin"  in  the  glittering  brine 
And  swing  themselves   in  the,  long 

moonshine  ; 

Or  hy  wild  shores  hoarsely  rage, 
And  moan,  and  vent  her  spile, 
In  s,  une  inhospitable  harborage 
Of  Thracian  waters,  white. 
There  let  her  grieve,  and  grieve,  and 

In  1  1  her  breath 

Until  she  liate  herself  to  death. 
I  seem  with  rapture  lifted  higher, 
Like  one  in  mystic  trance. 
O  Pan  !  Pan  !  Pan  ! 
First  friend  of  man, 
And  founder  of  Heaven's  choir, 
Come  ihou  from  old  Cyllene,  and  in- 
spire 

The  Gnossian,  and  Xysaean  dance  ! 
Come  thoii.  too,  IX-lian  king, 
From  the  bine  JEgean  sea, 
And  Mycone's  yellow  coast  : 
Give  my  spirit  such  a  wing 
As  there  the  foolish  Icarus  lost, 
That  she  may  soar  above  the  cope 
Of  this  high  pinnacle  of  gladness, 
And  dizzy  height  of  hope  ; 
And  there,  beyond  all  reach  of  sad- 
ness, 

May  tune  my  lips  to  sing 
Great  Pjeans.  full  and  free, 
Till  the  whole  world  ring 
With  such  heart-melting  madness 
As  bards  are  taught  by  thee  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Look  to  the  sad  Cassandra,  how  she 
stands  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

She  turns  not  from  the  wringing  of 
her  hands. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
What  is  she  doing  ? 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Look;  Ler  lips  art,  moved. 


SEMI-CHORUS. 

And  yet  their  motion  shapes  not  any 
sound. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Speak  to  her. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

She  will  heed  not. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

But  yet  speak. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Unhappy  woman,  cease  a  little  while 
From     mourning.       Recognize    the 

work  of  Heaven. 
Troy  smoulders.      Think  not  of  it. 

Let  the  past 
B2  buried  in  the  past.      Tears  mend 

it  not. 
Fate  may  be  kindlier  yet  than  she 

appears. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
She  does  not  answer. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Call  to  her  again. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

O  break  this  scornful  silence!    Hear 

us  speak. 
We  would  console  you. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
Look,  how  she  is  moved  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

O  speak  !    the  heart's  hurt  oft    is 
helped  by  words. 

CASSANDRA. 

O  Itys  !  Itys  !  Itys  : 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

What  a  shriek  ! 

She  takes  the  language  of  the  night- 
ingale, 
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Unhappy    bird  !    that    mourns  her 

perished  form, 
And  leans  her  breast  against  a  thorn, 

all  night. 

CASSAXDRA. 

The  bull  is  in  the  shambler*. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Listen,  friends  ! 
She  mutters  something  to  herself. 

CASSANDRA. 

Alas  ! 
Did  any  name  Apollo  ?  woe  is  me  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

She  calls  upon  the  God. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Unhappy  one, 

What  sorrow  strikes  thee  with  be- 
wilderment ? 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Now  she  is  mute  again. 

CHORUS. 

A  Stygian  cold 
Creeps     through     my    limbs,     and 

loosens  every  joint. 
The  hot  blood  freezes  in  its  arteries, 
And  stagnates  round  the  region  of 

the  heart. 

A  cloud  comes  up  from  sooty  Ache- 
ron, 

And  clothes  mine  eyelids 
"\Vith  infernal  night. 
My  hair  stands  up. 
What  supernatural  awe 
Shoots,  shrivelling  through  me, 
To  the  marrow  and  bone  ? 
O  dread  and  wise  1'rophetic  Powers, 
Wlmse  strong-compelling  law 
Doth  hold  in  awe 
The  laboring  hours, 
Your  intervention  I  invoke, 


My    soul   from   this   wild   doubt  to 

save  ; 

Whether  you  have 
Your  dwelling  in  some  dark,  oracu- 
lar c  ive, 
Or  solemn,  sacred  oak  ; 
Or    in    Dodona's  ancient,  honored 

beech. 

Whose  mystic  boughs  above 
Sat  the  wise  dove  ; 
Or  it'  the  tuneful  voice  of  old 
Awake  in  Deios,  to  unfold 
Dark  wisdom  in  ambiguous  speech. 
Upon  the  verge  of  strange  despair 
My  heart  grows  dizzy.     Now  I  seem 
Like  one  that  dreams  some  ghastly 

dream, 

And  cannot  cast  away  his  care, 
But  harrows  all  the  haggard  air 
With  his  hard   breath.     Above,  be- 
neath. 

The  empty  silence  seems  to  team 
With  apprehension.     ()  declare 
What   hidden   thing  doth  Fate  pre- 
pare. 
What   hidden,   horrible   thing   doth 

Fate  prepare  ? 

For  of  some  hidden  grief  my  heart 
seems  half  aware. 


XV.     CLYTEMXESTRA.      CAS- 
SANDRA.    CHORUS. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

One  blow  makes  all  sure.     Ay,  but 

then, — beyond  ? 
I    cannot    trammel  up    the    future 

thus, 
And  so  forecast  the  time,  as  with 

one  blow 
To  break  the  hundred  Hydra-heads 

of  Chance. 
Beyond — beyond  I  dare  not  look,  for 

who, 
If  first  he  scanned  the  space,  would 

leap  the  gulf? 
One  blow  secures  the  moment.     O, 

but  he  .  . 
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Ay.  tliere  it  lies  !    I  dread  lest  my 

love,  being 
So  much  the  stronger,  scare  his  own 

to  death  ; 
As   what   they   comprehended   not, 

men  abhor. 

He  has  a  wavering  nature,  easily 
L' n noised  ;    and    trembling   ever  on j 

extremes. 
O,  what  if  terror  outweigh  love,  and 

love. 
Having  defiled  his  countenance,  take 

part 
Against     himself,     self-loathed,     a 

fallen  God? 
Ah,   his   was   never  yet  the  loving 

soul, 
But  rather  that  which  lets  itself  be 

loved  ; 
As   some    loose    lily   leans  upon   a 

lake, 
Letting  the  lympli  reflect  it,  as  it 

will. 
Still  idly  swayed,  whichever  way  the 

stream 
Stirs  the  green  tangles  of  the  water 

moss. 
The  flower  of  his  love  never  bloomed 

upright, 
But  a  sweet  parasite,  that  loved  to 

lean 
On      stronger      natures,      winning 

strength  from  them, — 
Not  such  a  flower  as  whose  delirious 

cup  , 

Maddens  the  bee,  and  never  can  give 

forth 
Enough   of    fragrance,   yet   is    ever 

sweet. 
Yet  which  is  sweetest, — to  receive  or 

give  ? 
Sweet  to  receive,  and  sweet  to  give, 

in  love  ! 

When  one  is  never  sated  that  re- 
ceives, 
Nor    ever  all  exhausted    one    that 

gives. 

I  think  I  love  him  more,  that  I  re- 
semble 
So  little  aught  that  pleases  me  in 

him. 


Perchance,  if  I  dared  question  this 

dark  heart, 
'Tis  not  for  him,  but  for  myself  in 

him, 
For  that  which  is  my  softer  self  in 

him, — 
I  have   done    this,    and   this, — and 

shall  do  more  : 
Hoped,  wept,  dared  wildly,  and  will 

overcome  ! 
Does  he  not  need  me  ?    It  is  sweet 

to  think- 
That  I  am  all  to  him,  whate'er  I  be 
To  others  ;    and  to    one, — little,   I 

know  ! 
But    to    him,    all    things, — sceptre, 

sword,  and  crown. 
For  who  would  live,  but  to  be  loved 

by  some  one  ? 

Be  fair,  but  to  give  beauty  to  an- 
other ? 
Or  wise,  but  to  instruct  some  sweet 

desire  ? 
Or  strong,  but  that  thereby  love  may 

rejoice  ! 
Or  who  for  crime's  sake  would  be 

criminal  ? 
And  yet  for  love's  sake  would  not 

dare  wild  deeds  ? 
A  mutual  necessity,  one  fear, 
One  hope,  and  the  strange  posture  cf 

the  time 

Unite  us  now  ; — but  this  need  over- 
past, 
O,  if,  'twixt  his  embrace  juid  mine, 

there  rise 
The  reflex  of  a  murdered  head  !  and 

he, 
Remembering  the  crime,  remember 

not 

It  was  for  him  that  I  am  criminal, 
But  rather  hate  me  for  the  part  he 

took — 
Against  his  soul,  as  he  will  say — in 

this  ?— 
I  will  not  think  it.      Upou  this  wild 

venture, 
Freighted  with  love's  last  wealthiest 

merchandise, 
My  heart  sets  forth.     To-morrow  1 

shall  wake 
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A  beggar,  as  it  may  be,  or  thrice 

rich. 
As  one  who  plucks  his  last  gem  from 

his  crown 
(Some  pearl  for  which,  in  youth,  he 

bartered  states) 
And,    sacrificing    with    an  anxious 

heart. 
Toward  night  puts  seaward  in  a  little 

bark 
For  lands  reported  far  beyond  the 

sun, 
Trusting  to  win  back  kingdoms,  or 

there  drown — 

So  I — and  with  like    perilous    en- 
deavor ! 
O,  but  I  think  I  could  implore  the 

Gods 
More    fervently  than    ever,   in  my 

youth, 
I    prayed   that    help  of    Heaven  I 

needed  not, 
And  lifted  innocent  hands  to  their 

great  sky. 
So  much  to  loose  ...  so  much  to 

gain  ...  so  much  .  .  . 
I  dare  not  think  how  .  .  . 

II.i,  the  Phrygian  slave  ! 
He  dares  to  bring  his  mistress  to  the 

hearth  ! 
She  looks  unhappy.     I  will  speak  to 

her. 
Perchance  her  hatred  may  approve 

my  own. 
And    help    me   in   the  work  I  am 

about. 
'Tvvere  well  to  sound  her. 

Be  not  so  cast  down, 
Unhappy  stranger!    Fear  no  jealous 

hand. 

In  sorrow  I,  too,  am  not  all  untried. 
Oin  fortunes  are  not  so  dissimilar, 
Slaves  both — and  of  one  master. 

Nay,  approach. 
Is  my  voice  harsh  in   its  appeal  to 

thee  ? 

If  so.  believe  me,  it  belies  my  heart. 
A  woman  speaks  to  thee. 

What,  silent  still  ? 
O,  look  not  on  me  with  such  sullen 

eyes, 


There  is  no  accusation  in  my  own. 
Rather  on  him   that   brought   thee, 

than  on  thee. 
Our  scorn  is  settled.     I  would  help 

thee.     Come  ! 
Mute  still  ? 

I  know  that  shame  is  ever  dumb, 
And  ever  weak  ;  but  here  is  no  r  - 

proach. 
Listen  !    Thy  fate  is  given  to  tl  f 

hands. 
Art  thou  a  woman,  and  dost  scorn 

contempt  ? 
Art  thou  a  captive,  and  dost  loathe, 

these  bonds  ? 
Art  thou   courageous,  as  men   call 

thy  race  ? 
Or,   helpless   art  thou,  and  wouldst 

overcome  ? 
If  so, — look  up  !    For  there  is  hope 

for  thee. 
Give  me  thy  hand — 

CASSANDRA. 

Pah  !  there  is  blood  on  it  1 

CLYTE.VXESTRA. 

What  is  she  raving  of? 
CASSANDIIA. 

The  place,  from  old, 


Is  evil. 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 


Ay.  there  is  a  sickness,  here, 
That  needs  the  knife. 

CASSANDRA. 
O,  horrible  !  blood  !  blood  \ 

CLYTEMXESTUA. 

I  see  you  are  a  Phrygian  to  the 
bone  ! 

Coward  and  slave  !  be  so  forever- 
more  ! 

CASSANDRA. 

Apollo!  O  Apollo  !  O  blood  !  blood  I 
The  whole  place  swims  with  it  I 
The  slippery  steps 


CLYTEMXESTRA. 
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Steam  with  the  fumes  !    The  rank 
air  smells  of  blood  ! 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Heed  her  not  !   for  she  knows  not 

what  she  says. 
This  is  some  falling  sickness  of  the 

soul. 
Her  fever  frights  itself. 

CASSAXDBA. 

It  reeks  !  it  reeks  ! 
I*,  smokes  !  it  stifles  !  blood  !  blood, 
everywhere  ! 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

See,    he    hath    brought    this    mad 

woman  from  Troy, 
To  shame  our  honor,  and  insult  our  • 

care. 
Look  to  her,  friends,  my  hands  have 

other  work  ! 

CHORUS. 

Alas  !    the    ITouse    of    Tantalus    is 
doomed  ! 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

The    King  sleeps — like    an    infant. 

His  huge  strength 
Holds   slumber  thrice    as   close    as 

other  men. 
How  well  he  sleeps  !    Make  garlands 

for  the  Gods. 
I  go  to  watch  the  couch.    Cull  every 

flower, 

And  honor  all  the  tutelary  fanes 
With  sacrifice  as  ample  as  our  joy, 
Lest  some  one  say  we  reverence  not 

the  Gods  !  " 

CHORUS. 

O  .loome'd  House  and  race  ! 

O  toilsome,  toilsome  horsemanship 

Of  Pelops  ;  that  ill  omen  brought 

to  us  ! 

For  since  the  drowned  Myrtilus 
Did  from  his  golden  chariot  slip 


To  his  last  sleep,  below  the  deep, 
Nothing  of  sad  calamitous  disgrace 
Hath  angry  Heaven  ceased  to  heap 
On   this    unhappy   House    of    Tan- 
talus. 

Not  only  upon  sacred  leaves  of  old, 
Preserved  in  many  a  guarded,  nm- 

tic  fold, 

But  sometimes,  too,  enrolled 
On  tablets  fair 
Of  stone  or  brass,  with  quaint  and 

curious  care, 
In  characters  of  gold, 
And   many   an    iron-bound,  melan- 
choly book. 

The  wisdom  of  the  wise  is  writ  ; 
And  hardly  shall  a  man, 
For  all  he  can, 
By  painful,  slow  degrees, 
And  nightly  reveries, 
Of    long,   laborious    thought,   grow 

learned  in  these. 
But  who,  that  reads  a  woman's  wily 

look, 
Shall  say  what  evil  hides,  and  lurks 

in  it? 

Or  fathom  her  false  wit  ? 
For  by  a  woman  fell  the  man 
Who  did  Neman's  pest  destroy, 
And  the  brinded  Hydra  slew. 
And  many  other  wonders  wrought 
By  a  woman,  fated  Troy 
Was  overset,  and  fell  to  naught. 
Royal  Amphiaraus,  too, 
All  his  wisdom  could  not  free 
From  his  false  Eriphyle, 
Whom  a  golden  necklace  bought, — 
So  has  it  been,  and  so  shall  it  be, 
Ever  since  the  world  began  ! 

O   woman,   woman,   of  what  othe 

earth 

Hath  d;edal  Nature  moulded  thee  ? 
Thou  art  not  of  our  clay  compact, 
Not  of  our  common  clay  ; — 
But  when  the  painful  world  in  labor 

lay- 

Labor  long — and  agony, 
In  her  heaving  throes  distract. 
And  vext  with  angry  Heaveu's  red 

ire, 
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Nature,  kneading  snow  and  fire, 
In  thy  mystic  being  pent 
Each  contrary  element, 
i   Life  and  death  within  tliee  blent  : 
j   All  despair  and  all  desire  : 
I   There  to  mingle  and  ferment. 
While,  mad  midwives,  at  thy  birth, 
Furies  niixt  with  Sirens  bent, 
inter-wreathing  snakes  and  smiles, — 
fairest  dreams  and  falsest  guiles. 

buch  a  splendid  mischief  thon  ! 
With  thy  light  of  languid  eyes  ; 
And  thy  bosom  of  pure  snow  : 
And  thine  heart  of  (ire  below, 
Whose  red  light  doth  come  and  go  - 
Ever  o'er  thy  changeful  cheek 
When  love-whispers  tremble  weak  : 
The  warm  lips  and  per.sive  sighs, 
That  the  breathless  spirit  bow  : 
And  the  heavenward  life  that  lies 
In  the  still  serenities 
Of  thy  snowy,  airy  brow, — 
Thine  etli°real  airy  brow. 
Such  a  splendid  mischief,  thou  ! 
What  are  all  thy  witcheries  ? 
All  thine  evil  beauty  ?     All 
Thy  soft  looks,  and  stibtl  •  smiles  ? 
Tangled  tresses  ?    Mad  caresses  ? 
Tenderness  ?    Tears  and  kisses  ? 
And  the  long  look,  between  whiles, 
That  the  helpless  heart  beguiles, 
Tranced  in  such  a  subtle  thrall  ? 
What  aie  all  thy  sighs  and  smiles  ? 
Fairest  dreams  and  falsest  guiles  ! 
Hoofs  to  horses,  teeth  to  lions, 
Horns  to  bulls,  and  speed  to  hares, 
To  the  fish  to  glide  though  waters, 
To  the  bird  to  glide  through  airs, 
Nature  gave  :  to  men  gave  courage, 
And  the  use  of  brazen  spears. 
WTiat  was  left  to  give  to  woman, 
All    her    gifts   thus    given '.       Ah, 

tears, 
Smiles,      and      kisses,       whispers, 

glances, 

Only  these  ;  and  merely  beauty 
On  her  arched  brows  unfurled. 
And  with  these  she  shatters  lances, 
All  unarmed  hinds  armed  Duty. 
And  in  triumph  drags  the  world  I 


XVI.  SEMI-CHORUS.  CHORUS. 
CASSANDRA.  AGAMOIX<  )X. 
CLYTEMNESTRA.  .EG  IS 

THUS. 

SEMI-CIIOItUS. 

Break  oif,   break  off  !    It  seems  I 
heard  a  cry. 

CHORDS. 

Surely  one  called  within  the  house. 

SEMI-CIIOUUS. 

Stand  by. 

CIIOKVS. 

The  Prophetess  is  troubled.     Look, 

her  eye 
Rolls  fearfully. 

BKM1-CHORUS. 

Now  all  is  husht  once  more. 
CHORUS. 

I  hear  the  feet  of  some  one  at  the 
door. 

AGAMEMNON    (icitllin). 

Murderess  !  oh,  oh  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
The  house  is  filled  with  shrieks. 

CHORUS. 

The  sound  deceives  or  that  was  the 
King's  voice. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
The  voice  of  Agamemnon  ! 

AGAMEMNON    (in //«'»)• 

Ai  !  ai  !  ai  1 

CASSANDHA. 

The  hull  is  in  the  toils. 

AGAMEMNON  (within). 

I  will  not  die! 
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US  (within,). 
O  Zeu.-j !  hij  wih  escape. 

CLYTEMXESTRA  (within). 

He  haa  it. 
AGAMEMNON  (within). 

Ai  !  ai ! 
CHORUS. 

Some  hideous    deed  is  being  done 

within. 
Durst  in  the  doors  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

I  cannot  open  them. 
Barred,  barred  within  ! 

CASSANDRA. 

Th«  axe  is  at  the  bull. 
CHORUS. 
Call  the  elders. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

And  the  People.     O  Argives  !  Ar- 


gives 


Alinon  !  Alinon  ! 

CHOUUS. 

You  to  the  Agora. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

To  the  temples  we. 

CHORUS. 

Hearken,  O  maidens  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

This  way. 

CHORUS. 

That  way. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Quick  !  quick  ! 

CASSANDRA. 

Seal  my  sight,  O  Apollo  !  O  Apollo  ! 


CHORUS 

To  tha  Agora  i 

BEMI-CHOBU8, 

To  the 


CHORUS. 

Hacto  :  has  to? 

AGAMEMNON     (within). 

Stabbed,  oh  ! 

CHORUS. 

TUJ  iato  ! 

CASSANDRA. 

The  bull  is  bellowing. 
JSGISTHUS  (within). 
Thrust  there;  again. 

CLYTEMNESTRA   (within). 

One  blow  has  dons  it  alL 


(within). 
Id  it  quite  through  ? 

CLYTEMNESTRA     (within). 

He  will  not  move  again. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 
O  Heaven   and  Earth  !     My  heart 

stands  still  with  a\ve  ! 
Where  will  this  murder  end  ? 

CHORUS. 
Hold  !  some  one  comes  ! 

XVII.      ELECTRA.      ORESTES. 
CHOKUS.     A  PHOCIAN. 

ELECTRA  (leading  ORESTES). 
Save  us  !  save  him  —  Orestes  ! 

CHORUS. 

What  has  fallen  ? 
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ELECTKA. 

A.n  evil  thing.    O,  we  are  fatherless  : 

CHORUS, 

Ill-starred   Electra  !     But  how  fell 
tliis  chance  ? 

ELECTRA. 

Hero  is  no  time  for  words, — scarce 

time  for  flight. 
When  from  his  royal  bath  tho  Kinj 

would  rise, — 
That  devilish  woman,  lying  long  in 

lurk, 
Behind  him  crept,  with  stealthy  feet 

unheard, 
And  flung  o'er  all  his  limbs  ?.  subtle 

web. 

Caught  in  the  craft  of  whoso  con- 
trived folds, 
Stumbling,  ho  fell.    ^Egisthus  seized 

a  sword  ; 

But,  halted,  half  irresolute  to  strike. 
}Iy  father,  liko  a  lion  in  the  toils, 
Upheaved    his   head,  and,  writhing, 

roared  with  wrath. 
And  angry  shame  at  this  infernal 

snare. 
Almost  he  rent  tho    blinding  nets 

at  wain. 

But  Clytemnestra  on  him  flung  her- 
self, 
And  caught  th«  steel,  and  smit  him 

through  the  ribs, 
lie  slipped,  and  reeled.     She  drove 

the  weapon  through, 
Piercing  the  heart  I 

CHORUS. 

O  woe  !  what  tale  is  this  ? 

ELECTRA. 

I,  too,  with  him,  had  died,  but  for 

this  child, 
And  that  high  vengeance  which   is 

yet  to  be. 

CHORUS. 

Alas  !  then  Agamemnon  is  no  more. 
Who  stood,   but  now,  amongst  us, 

full  of  life, 


Crowned  with  achieving  years  !  The 

roof  and  cope 
Of  honor,  fallen  !     Where   shall  we 

lift  our  eyes  ? 
Where  set  renown  ?    Where  garner 

up  our  hopes  ? 
All  worth  is  dying  out.     Tho  land  \3 

dark, 
And  Treason   looks    abroad  in   th 

eclipse. 
He  did  not,  die  the  death  of  man  that 

live 
Such  life  as   he   lived,  fall'n   among 

his  peers, 
Whom  the   red  battle  rolled  away, 

while  yet 
The    shout    of    Gods  was    ringing 

through  and  through  them  ; 
But  Death  that  feared  to  front   him 

in  full  field. 
Lurked  by  the  hearth  and  smote  him 

from  behind. 
A  mighty  man  is  gone.     A  mighty 

grief 
Remains.     And  rumor  of    undying 

deeds 
For  song  and  legend,  to  the  end  of 

time  ! 
What  tower  is  strong  ? 

ELEGTHA. 

O  friends — if  friends  yon  be — • 
For  who  shall  say  where  falsehood 

festers  not, 
Those    being    falsest,    who    should 

most  be  true  ? 
Where   is   that,  Phocian  .'    Let   him 

tak<!  the  boy, 
And   bear  him    with-  him    to    hia 

master's  court. 
Else  will  ^Egisthus  slay  him. 

CJfOAUB. 

Orphaned  one, 
Fear  you  not  ? 

OBK8TK8. 

I  am  Agamemnon's  son. 
CHORUS. 

Therefore  shouiust  fear — 
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ORESTES. 

And  therefore  cannot  fear. 

PHOCIAX. 

I  heard  a  cry.     Did  any  call  ? 

CHORUS. 

O,  well  ! 

Ton  happen  this  way  in  the  need  of 
time. 

ELECTRA. 

O  loyal  stranger,  Agamemnon's  child 
Is  fatherless.     This  boy  appeals  to 

yon. 
O    save    him,   save    him    from   his 

father's  foes  ! 

PIIOCIAN. 

Unhappy  lady,  what  wild  words  are 
these  ? 

ELECTRA. 

Tue  house  runs  blood.     jKgisthus, 

liUo  a  fiend. 

Is  raging  loose,  his  weapon  dripping 
gora 

CHORUS. 

T<ie  king  is  dead. 

PHOCIAK. 

Is  dead  ! 

ELECTRA. 

Dead. 

PHOCIAX. 

Do  I  dream  ? 

ELECTRA. 

Such  dreams  are  dreamed  in  hell — 

such  dreams — O  no  ! 
Is   not  the  earth   as   solid— heaven 

above — 
The  sun  in  heaven- -and  Nature  at 

her  work — 
And  men  at  theirs — the  same  ?    O, 

no!  no  dmun  ! 
We  shall  not  wake  —nor  he  ;  though 

the  Gods  sleep  ! 
Unnaturally  murdered — 


PHOCIAX. 

Murdered 

ELECTRA. 
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And  the  sun  blackens  not ;  the  "world 

is  green  ; 
The  fires  of  the  red  west  are  not  put 

out. 
Is  not  the  cricket  singing   in  the 

grass  ? 
And  the  shy  lizard  shooting  through 

thj  leaves  ? 
I  hear  the  ox   low  in  the  labored 

field. 
Those   swallows   build,  and   are   as 

garrulous 
High  up  i'  the  towers.     Yet  I  speak 

the  truth, 
By  Heaven,  I  speak  the  truth — 

PHOCIAX. 

Yet  more,  vouchsafe 
How  died  the  king  ? 

ELECTRA. 

O,  there  shall  be  a  time 
For  words  hereafter.    While  we  dally 

here, 
Fate  haunts,  and  hounds  us.    Fnend. 

receive  this  boy. 
Bear   him    to   Strophius.    All  this 

tragedy 
Relate  as  best  you  may  ;  it  beggars 

speech. 
Tell  him  a  tower  of  hope  is  fallen 

this  day — 
A  name  in  Greece — 

PHOCIAN. 

— But  you — 

ELECTRA. 

Away  !  away  ! 

Destruction    posts   apace,  while   we 
delay. 

PUOCIAN. 
CoFie  then  ! 

ELECTRA. 

I  dare  not  leave  my  f ather'  hearth, 
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For  who  would  then  do  honor  to  his 

urn  '.' 
It  may  be  that  my  womanhood  and 

'youth 
May  help  me  here.    It  maybe  I  shall 

fall. 
And  mix  my  own  with  Agamemnon's 

blood. 
No  matter.     On  Orestes  hangs  the 

hope 
Of    all  this  House.     Him    save  for 

better  days, 

And  ripened  vengeance. 
PHOCIAX. 

Noble-hearted  one  ! 
Come  then,   last  offspring   of   this 

fated  race. 

The  future  calls  thee  ! 
OBESTES. 

Sister  !  Sister  ! 


ELECTKA. 


Go! 


ORESTES. 

O  Sister  ! 

ELECTKA. 

O  my  brother   !  .  .     One  last  kiss, — 
One  last  long  kiss, — how  I  have  loved 

thee,  boy  ! 
Was  it  for  this  I  nourished  thy  yonng 

years 
With  stately  tales,  and  legends  of  the 

gods  ? 
For  this  ?  .  .  .  How  the  past  crowds 

upon  me  !    Ah — 
Wilt   tr-on  recall,   in  lonely,  lonely 

Hours, 
How  once  we  sat  together  on   still 

eves, 
(Ah  me  !)  and  brooded  on  all  serious 

themes 
Of  sweet,  and  high,  and  beautiful, 

and  good, 
That    throng    the    ancient    years. 

Alcmena's  son, 
And  how  his  life  went  out  in  fire  on 

(Eta; 
Or  of  that  bright-haired  wanderer 

after  fame, 


That  brought  the   great  gold-fleece 

across  the  sea. 
And  left  a  name  in  Colchis  ;  or  we 

spake 

Of  the  wise  Theseus,  councils,  king- 
doms, thrones, 
j  And  laws  in  distant  lands  ;  or,  later 

still, 

Of  the  great  leaguer  set  round  Ilion. 
And  what  heart-stirring  tidings   <>f 

the  war 
Bards  brought  to  Hellas.     But  when 

I  would  breathe 
Thy  father's  name,   diclst  thou  not 

grasp  my  haiid, 
And  glorious  deeds  shone  round  us 

like  the  stars 
That  lit  the  dark  world  from  a  great 

way  off, 
And  died  up  into  heaven,  among  the 

Gods  ? 

OUESTES. 

Sister,  O  Sister  ! 

BLKCTRA. 

Ah,  too  long  we  linger. 
Away  !  away  ! 

PHOCIAN. 
Come  ! 

CHORUS. 

Heaven  go  with  thee  ! 
To  Crissa  points  the  hand  of  Destiny. 

ELECTRA. 

O  boy,  on  thee  Fate  hangs  an  awful 

weight 
Of  retribution  !      Let  thy  father's 

ghost 
Forever  whisper  in  thine  ear.     Be 

strong. 
About  thee,  yet  unborn,  thy  mother 

wove 
The  mystic  web  of  life  in  such-like 

form 
That  Agamemnon's   spirit  ui   thine 

eyes 
Seems  living  yet.     His  seal  is  set  on 

thee  ; 


CL  YTEMNESTRA. 


39* 


And  Pelops'  ivory  shoulder  marks 
thee  his. 

Thee,  child,  nor  contests  on  the 
Isthmian  plain, 

Xor  sacred  apple,  uur  green  laurel- 
leaf, 

But  graver  deeds  await.  Forget  not, 
son, 

Whose  blood,  unwashed,  defiles  thy 
mother's  doors  ! 

CHORUS. 

O  haste  !  I  hear  a  sound  within  the 
house. 

ELECTRA. 

Farewell,  then,  son  of  Agamemnon! 


PIIOCIAN. 


Come  ! 


XVIII.     ELECTRA.     CHORUS. 
JEGISTHUS. 

ELECTRA. 

Gone  !    gone  !     Ah  saved  !  .  .  .  O 
fool,  thou  missest,  here  ! 

CHORUS. 

,\las,  Electra,  whither  wilt  thou  go  ? 

ELECTRA. 

Touch  me  not !    Come  not  near  me ! 

Let  me  he  ! 
For  this  day,  which  I  hoped  for,  is 

not  mine. 

CHORUS. 

See  how  she  gathers  round  her  all 

her  robe,  [it  be 

And  sits  apart  with  grief.     O,  can 

Great    Agamemnon    is  among    the 

shades  ? 

EI.ECTRA. 

Would  I  had  grasped  his  skirt,  and 
followed  him  ! 

CHORUS. 

\las  !  there  is  an  eminence  of  joy, 
\Vhere     Fate    grows    dizzy,    being 

mounted  there, 
Ajid  so  tilts  over  on  the  other  side  ! 


O  fallen,  O  fallen 

The  tower,  which  stood  so  high  ! 

Whose  base  and  girth  were  strong 

i'  the  earth, 

Whose  head  was  in  the  sky  ! 
O  fall'n  that  tower  of  noble  power, 
That  tilled  up  every  eye  ! 

He  stood  so  sure,  that  noble  tower  ! 
To  make  secure,  and  fill  with  power' 
From  length  to  length,  the  land  o 

Greece  ! 
In  whose   strong  bulwarks  all  men 

saw, 

Garnered  on  the  lap  of  law, 
For  dearth  or  danger,  spears  of  war, 
And  harve  t  sheaves  of  peace  ! 
O  fall'n,  O  fall'n  that  lofty  tower, — 
The  loftiest  tower  in  Greece  ! 

His  brows  he  lift  above  the  noon. 
Filled  with  the  day,  a  noble  tower  ! 
Who   took    the    sunshine    and   the 

shower, 

And  flung  them  back  in  merry  scorn. 
Who  now  shall  stand  when  tempests 

lower  ? 

He  was  the  first  to  catch  the  morn, 
The  last  to  see  the  moon. 
O  friends,  he  was  a  noble  tower  ! 
O  friends,  and  fall'n  so  soon  ! 

Ah,  well  !  lainent  !  lament  ! 

His  walls  are  rent,  his  bulwarks 
bent, 

And  stooped  that  crested  eminence, 

Which  stood  so  high  for  our  de- 
fence ! 

For  our  defence, — to  guard,  and 
fence 

From  all  alarm  of  hurt  and  harm, 

The  fulness  of  a  land's  content  ! 

O  fall'n  away,  fall'n  at  midday, 

And  set  before  the  sun  is  down, 

The  highest  height  of  our  renown  ! 

O  overthrown,  the  ivory  throne  ! 

The  spoils  of  war,  the  golden  crown, 

And  chief est  honor  of  the  state  ! 

O  mourn  with  me  !  what  tower  is 
free 

From  over-topping  destiny  ? 

What  strength  is  strong  to  fate  ? 
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O  mourn  with  me  !   when   shall  M'e 

see 

Another  such,  so  good,  so  great  ? 
Another  such,  to  guard  the  state  ? 


lie    should   have    stayed    to  shout 

through  Troy,  or  bellow 
*  'ill  hulls  in  Ida  — 

CHOURV8. 

Look  !    yEgisthus  comes  ! 
Like  some  lean  tiger,  having  dipt  in 

blood 
His  dripping  fangs,  and  hot  athirst 

for  more. 
His  lurid  eyeball  rolls,  as  though  it 

swam 
Through  sanguine  films.     He  stag- 

gers, drunk  with  rage 
And  crazy  mischief. 


Hold  !  let  no  one  stir  ! 
I  charge  you.  all  of  you,  who  hear 

me  speak, 
Where  may  the  boy  Orestes  lie  con- 

cealed ? 
I  hold  the  life  of  each  in  gage  for 

his. 
If  any   know  where  now  he  hides 

from  us, 
Let  him  beware,  not  rendering  true 

reply  ! 

CHORUS. 

The  boy  is  fled  — 

ELECTRA. 

—  is  saved  ! 

-SGISTIIUS. 

Electra  here  ! 
How  mean  you  ?    What  is  this  '? 

ELECTRA. 

Enough  is  left 

Of  Agamemnon's  blood  to  drowu 
you  in. 


JfGtSTBVS. 

You  shall  not  trifle  with  me,  by  my 

heard  ! 
There's   peril    in    this   pastime. 

Where's  the  boy  ? 

ELECTRA. 

Half-way  to  Phocis,  Heaven  helping 
him. 

^EGISTHUS. 

By  the  black  Styx  ! 

ELECTRA. 

Take  not  the  oath  of  Gods, 
Who  art  but  half  a  man,  blasphem- 
ing coward  ! 


But  you,   by  Heaven,   if  this  be  a 

sword, 
Shall  not  be  any  more  — 

KLECTRA. 

A  slave  to  thee, 
Blundering     bloodshed  der,    though 

thou  boast  thyself 
As  huge  as  Ossa  piled  on  Pelion, 
Or  anything  but  that  weak  wretch 

thou  art  ! 
O,   thou    hast   only   half   done   thy 

black  work  ! 
Thou  shouldst  have  slain  the  young 

lion  with  the  old. 
Look  that  he   come  not  back,  and 

mid  himself 
Ungiven   food,   and  still   the  lion's 

share  ! 

jEOlSTHUS. 

Insolent  !  but  I  know  to  seal  thy 
lips  — 

ELECTItA. 

—  For  thou   art   only  strong  among 

the  weak. 
We  know  ihou  hast  an  aptitude  for 

blood. 

To  take  a  woman's  is  an  easy  task, 
And  one  well  worthy  thee. 
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^EGISTHUS. 

O,  but  for  words  ! 

ELECTKA. 

Yet,  couldst  thou  feed  on  all  the  no- 
ble l)lood 

Of  godlike  generations  on  this  earth, 
}  should  not  help  thee  to  a  hero's 
heart. 


0  peace,  Electra,  but  for  pity's  sake  ! 
Heap  not  his  madness  to  such  dan- 

gerous heights. 

ELECT  HA. 

1  will  speak  out  my  heart's  scorn, 

thouh  I  die. 


And  thou  shall  die,  but  not  till  I 

have  tamed 
That  stubborn  spirit  to  a  wish  for 

life. 

CHORUS. 

O  cease,    infatuate  !    I    hear    the 
Queen. 

[By  a  movement  of  the  Eccyclema 
the  palace  ix  thrown  open,  and 
discovers  CLYTKMXESTKA  stand- 
ing over  the  body  of  AGAMEM- 
NON. 

XIX.     CLYTEMXESTRA.     CHO- 
IIL'S.    ^EGiSTHUS.   ELECTKA. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Argives  !  behold  the  man  who  was 
your  King  ! 

CHORUS. 
J  ead  !  dead  I 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Not  I,  but  Fate  hath  dealt  this  blow. 

CHORUS. 

Dead  !   dead,  alas  !   look  where  he 

lies,  O  friends  ! 
That  noble  head,  aud  to  be  brought 

so  low  ! 


CLYTEMXESTRA. 

He  who  set  light  by  woman,  with 

blind  scorn. 
And  held  her  with  the  beasts  we  sac- 

rifice, 

Lies,  by  a  woman  sacrificed  himself. 
This  is  high  justice  which  appeals  to 

you. 

CHORUS. 

Alas  !  alas  !   I  know  not  words  for 
this. 

CLYTEMNESTRA.  | 

We  are  but  as  the  instrument  oi 

heaven. 

Our  work  is  not  design,  but  destiny. 
A  God  directs   the  lightning  to  its 

fall  ; 
It  smites  and  slays,  and  passes  other-  • 

where, 
Pure  in  itself,  as  when,  in  light,  it 

left 

The  bosom  of  Olympus,  to  ils  end 
In  this  cold  heart  the  wrong  tf  a  1 

the  past 
Lies  buried.     I  avenged,  and  I  for- 

give. 
Honor    him    yet.     He    is    a    king. 

though  fallen. 

CHORUS. 

O,  how  she  sets  Virtue's  own  crest 

•  on  Crime, 
And  stands  there  stern  as  Fates  wild 

arbitress  ! 

Xot  any  deed  could  make  her  less 
than  great. 

(CLYTEMXESTRA  descends  the 
steps,  and  lays  her  hand  on  t/it 
arm 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Put    up    the    sword  I      Enough    oi 
blood  is  spilt. 


Hist  !      O,    not    half,  —  Orestes    is 
escaped. 
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CL.YTEMXESTRA. 

Sufficient  for  the  future  be  that 
thought. 

What's  done  is  well  done.      What's 

undone — yet  more  : 
Something  still  saved  liuui  crime. 

/EGISTHUS. 

This  lion's  Avhelp 
Will  work  some  mischief  yet. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

He  is  a  child — 
— Our  own — we  will  but  war  upon 

the  strong. 
Not  upon  infants.     Let  this  matter 

rest. 

^GISTHUS. 

O,  ever,  in  the  wake  of  thy  great 
will 

Let  me  steer  sure!  and  we  will  leave 
behind 

Great  tracks  of  light  upon  the  won- 
dering world. 

If  but  you  err  not  here — 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

These  pale-eyed  groups ! 
See   how  they    huddle   shuddering, 

and  stand  round  ; 
As    when    some    mighty  beast,  the 

brindled  lord 
Of  the  rough   woodside,   sends  his 

wild  death-roar 
Up  the    shrill    caves,  the    meaner 

denizens 
Of    ancient   woods,   shy    deer,   and 

timorous  hares, 
Peer  from   the   hairy  thickets,  and 

shrink  back. 
We  feared  the  lion,  and  we  smote 

him  down. 
Now   fear   is   over.     Shall   we  turn 

aside 
To  harry  jackals  ?    Laugh  !  we  have 

not  laughed 
So  long,  I  think  you  have  forgotten 

howl 


Have    we    no    right  to    laugh   like 

other  men  .' 
Ha!  Ha!    I  laugh.      Now  it  is  time 

to  laugh  ! 

client's. 
O,  awful   sight!      Look  where  the 

bloody  sun, 
As    though    with   Agamemnon    ha 

were  slain, 
Runs  reeking,  lurid,  down  the  palace 

lloors  ! 

CLYTEM.VKSTRA. 

O  my  beloved !  Now  we  will  reign 
sublime, 

And  set  our  foot  upon  the  neck  of 
Fortune  I 

And  for  the  rest — O,  much  re- 
mains ! — for  you, 

(To  tke  CBOBVS.) 

A  milder  sway,  if  mildly  yon  submit 

To  our  free  service  and  supremacy. 

Nor  tax,  nor  toll,  to  carry  dim  re- 
sults 

Of  distant  war  beyond  the  perilous 
seas. 

But  gateless  justice  in  our  halls  of 
state, 

And  peace  in  all  the  borders  of  our 
land  ! 

For  you — 

(To  ELECTRA,  who  has  thrown 
herxelf  upon  the  body  of  AGA- 

SIEMXOX.) 

EI.ECTRA. 

O,  hush  !    What  more  remains  to 

me, 
But  this  dead  hand,  whose   tlasp  is 

cold  in  mine  ? 
And  all  the  battled  memory  of  the 

past. 
Buried  with  him  ?    What  more? 

CLTTBMXE8TRA. 

— A  mother's  heart, 
If  you  will  coiue  to  it.    Free  con- 
fidence. 
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A  liberal   share   in   all   our    future 

hope. 
Now,     more     than     ever — mutually 

weak — 
We    stand    in    need,    each    of    the 

other's  love. 
Oar  love  !  it  shall  not  sacrifice  thee, 

child, 
To  wanton  whims  of  war,  as  he,  of 

old, 
Did  thy  dead  sister.     If  you  will  not 

these,  [then — 

But    answer  love   with   scorn,  why 

ELECTRA. 

—What  then  ? 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Safe    silence.    And    permission    to 


XX.  CHORUS.  SEMI-CHORUS. 
CLYTEMXESTRA.  GASSAX- 
DKA. 


CHORUS. 

What  shall  we  say  ?    What  has  heen1 

done  ? 

Shed  no  tear  !     O.  shed  no  tear  ! 
Hang  up  his  harness  in  the  sun  ; 
The  booked  car,  and  barbed  spear  ; 
And  all  wars  adamantine  gear 
Of  trophied  spoils  ;  for  all  his  toils 
Are  over,  alas  !  are  over,  and  done  ! 
What  shall  we  say  ?    What  has  been 

done  ? 

Shed  no  tear  !    O.  shed  no  tear  ! 
Uut  keep  solemn  silence  all, 
As  befits  when  heroes  fall  : 
Solemn  as  his  fame  is  ;  sad 
As  his  end  was  :  earth  shall  wear 
Mourning  for  him.     See,  the  sun 
Blushes  red  for  what  is  done  ! 
And  the  wild  stars,  one  by  one, 
Peer  out  of  the  lurid  air, 
And  shrink  back  with  awe  and  fear, 
Shuddering,  for  what  is  done. 
When   the   night  comes,  dark   and 

dun 

As  our  sorrow  ;  blackness  far 
Shutting  out  the  crimsuu  &uu  ; 


Turn    his    face    to    the    moon  and 

star, —  [are, 

These  are  bright  as  his  glories 
And  great  Heaven  shall  see  its  son  ! 
What  shall  we  say?  What  has  been 

done  ? 

Shed  no  tear  !    O,  shed  no  tear  ! 
Gather  round  him,  friends  '     Look 

here  ! 

All  the  wreaths  which  he  hath  won 
In  the  race  that  he  hath  run, — 
Laurel  garlands,  every  one  ! 
These  are  things  to  think  npc  n, 
Mourning  till  the  set  of  sun, 
Till  the  mourning  moon  appear. 
Now  the  wreaths  which  Fame  begun 
To  uplift,  to  crown  his  head, 
Memory  shall  seize  upon, 
And  make  chaplets  for  his  bier. 
He  shall  have  wreaths  though  he  be 

dead  ! 

But  his  monument  is  here, 
Built  up  in  our  hearts,  and  dear 
To  all  honor.     Shed  no  tear  ! 
O,  let  not  any  tear  be  shed  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Look  at  Cassandra  !  she  is  stooping 
down. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

She  dips  and  moves  her  fingers  in 
the  blood  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

Look  to  her  !    There's  a  wildness  in 
her  eye  ! 

SEMI-CHORUS. 

What  does  she  ? 

SEMI-CHOl'-OS. 

O,  in  Agamemnon's  blood, 
She  hath  writ  Oresles  on  the  palace 
steps  ! 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

^Egisthus ! 

^EGISTHUS. 

Queen  and  bride  I 
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CLYTKMNKSTIIA. 

We  have  not  failed. 

CHORUS. 

Come,  venerable,  and  ancient  Night! 
From  sources  of  the  western  stars. 
In  darkest  shade  that  Jits  this  woe. 
('  ins'iltT  of  a  thousand  griei's. 
And  likest  death  unalterably  calm. 
We  toil.  as])ire.  and  sorrow. 
And  in  a  little  while  shall  cease. 
For  \ve  know  not  whence  we  came, 
And  who  can  insure  the  morrow  ? 
Thou,  eternally  the  same, 
From  of  old,  in  endless  peace 
Eternally  survives!  ; 
Enduring  on  through  good  and  ill, 
Coeval  with  the  Gods  ;  and  still 
In  thine  own  silence  livest. 
Our  days  thou  leadest  home  [Again! 
To  the  great  Whit)-"r  which  has  no 
Impartiality  to  pleasure  and  to  pain 
Thou  sett'st   the  bourn.       To    thee 
shall  all  things  come. 

CLYTKMNKSTP.A. 

But,  if  he  cease  to  love  me,  what  is 
gained  '? 

CASSANDRA. 

With  wings  darkly  spreading, 
Like  ravens  to  the  carcass 
Scenting  far  off  the  savor  of  blood, 
From    shores    of     the     unutterable 

River. 

They  gather  and  swoop, 
They  waver,  they  darken. 
From  the  fangs  that  raven, 
From  the  eyes  that  glare 
Intolerably  fierce, 
Save  me,  Apollo  ! 
Ai  !  Ai  !  Ai  ! 
AHnon!  Alinon ! 

],:  MM!,  blood  !  and  of  kindred  nature, 
Which  the  young  wolf  returning 
Shall  dip  his  fangs  in, 
Thereby  accursedly 
Imbibing  madness  1 

CHOHUS. 

The  wild  woman  is  uttering  strange 

things 
Fearful  to  listen  to. 


CI.YTKMN'KSTHA.. 

Within  the  house 
Straightway  confine  her, 
There  to  learn  wisdom. 

^EGISTHVS. 

Orestes — O,  this  child's  life  now  out- 

weighs 
That    mighty     ruin,     Agamemnon 

dead  1 

CLYTEMXESTKA. 

yEgisthus,  dost  thou  love  iue  ? 

^EGISTHUS. 

As  my  life ! 

CLYTEMXESTHA. 

Thou  lovest  me '.     O  love,  we  have 

not.  failed. 
Give  me  thy  hand  !   So  ...  lead  me 

to  the.  house. 
Let  me   lean   on   thee.     I  am  very 

weak. 

CHORUS. 

Only  Heaven  is  high. 

Only  the  Gods  are  great. 

Above  the  searchless  sky, 

In  unremove'd  state, 

They  from  their  golden  mansions 

Look  over  the  lands,  and  the  seas ; 

The  ocean's  wide  expansions, 

And  the  earth's  varieties  : 

Secure  of  their  supremacy, 

And  sure  of  allluent  ease. 

Who  shall  say,    "  I  stand !  "  nor 

fall  ? 

Destinv  is  over  all  ! 
Rust  will  crumble  old  renown. 
Bust  and  column  tumble  down  ; 
Keep  and  castle;  tower  and  town; 
Throne    and   sceptre  ;    crest   and 

crown. 

Destiny  is  over  all ! 
One  by  one  the  pale  guests  fall 
At  lighted  feasl.  in  palace  hall  ; 
And  feast  is  turned  to  funeral. 
Who   shall  say,  "I   stand!"  uor 

fall  ? 
Destiny  is  over  all  1 
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A  LITTLE  longer  in  the  light,  love,  let  me  be.     The  air  is  warm. 

1  hear  the  cuckoo's  last  good-night  float  from  the  copse  below  the  Farm. 

A  little  longer,  Sister  sweet, — your  hand  in  mine, — on  this  old  seat. 

•    In  yon  red  gable,  which  the  rose  creeps  round  and  o'er,  your  casement 

shines 

Ag:.inst  the  yellow  west,  o'er  those  forlorn  and  solitary  pines. 
The  long,  long  day  is  nearly  done.     How  silent  all  the  place  is  grown  I 

The  stagnant  levels,  one  and  all,  are  burning  in  the  distant  marsh — 
Ilark  !  'twas  the  bittern's  parting  call.     The  frogs  are  out  :  with  murmurs 

harsh 
The  low  reeds  vibrate.     See  !  the  sun  catches  the  long  pools  one  by  one. 

A  moment,  and  those  orange  flats  will  turn  dead  gray  or  lurid  white. 
Look  up!  o'erhead  the  winnowing  hats  are  come  and  gone,  eluding  sight. 
The  little  worms  are  out.     The  snails  begin  to  move  down  shining  trails. 

With  slow  pink  cones,  and  soft  wet  horns.     The  garden-bowers  are  dim 

with  dew. 
With  sparkling  drops  the  white-rose  thorns  are  twinkling,  where  the  sun 

slips  through 
Those  reefs  of  coral  buds  hung  free  below  the  purple  Judas-tree. 

From  the  warm  upland  comes  a  gust  made  fragrant  with  the  brown  hay 

there, 
The  meek  cows,  with  their  white  horns  thrust  above  the  hedge,  stand  still 

and  stare. 
The  steaming  horses  from  the  wains  droop  o'er  the  tank  their  plaited 

manes. 

And  o'er  yon  hillside  brown  and  barren  (where  you  and  I  as  children 

played, 

Starting  the  rabbit  to  his  warren),  I  hear  the  sandy,  shrill  cascade 
Leap  down  upon  the  vale,  and  spill  his  heart  out  round  the  in  u  filed  mill. 

O  can  it  be  for  nothing  only  that  God  has  shown  his  world  to  me? 

Or  but  to  leave  the  heart  more  lonely  with  loss  of  beauty  .  .  .  can  it  be  ? 

O  closer,  closer,  Sister  dear  .  .  .  nay,  I  have  kist  away  that  tear. 

God  bless  you,  Dear,  for  that  kind  thought  which  only  upon  tears  could 

rise! 

God  bless  you  for  the  love  that  sought  to  hide  them  in  those  drooping  eyes, 
Whose   lids  I  kiss!  .  .  .   poor  lids,  so  red!  but  let  my   kiss  fall  there 

instead. 
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Yes,  sad  indeed  it  seems,  each  night,  —  and  sadder,  Dear,  for  your  sweet 

sake  I 
To  watch  the  last  low  lingering  light,  and  know  not  where  the  morn  may 

break, 
To-nighi  we  sit  together  here.  To-morrow  night  will  come  .  .  .  ah, 

where  ? 

O  rhild  !  liowe'er  assured  be  faith,  to  say  farewell  is  fraught  witli  .doom, 
Vhen.  like  one  llower,  the  germs  of  death  and  genius  ripen  toward  the 

i»mb  ; 
And  earth  each  day,  as  some  fond  face  at  parting,  gains  a  graver  grace. 

There's  not  a  flower,  there's  not  a  tree  in  this  old  garden  where  we  sit, 
J)ut  what  some  fragrant  memory  is  closed  and  folded  up  in  it. 
To-night  the  dog-rose  smells  as  wild,  as  fresh,  as  when  i  was  a  child. 

'Tis  eight  years  since  (do  you  forget  ?)  we  set  those  lilies  near  the  wall  : 
You  were  a  blue-eyed  child  :  even  yet  I  seem  to  see  the  ringlets  fall,  — 
The  golden  ringlets,  blown  behind  your  shoulders  in  the  merry  wind. 

Ah,  me  !  old  times,  they  cling,  they  clirg  !    And  oft  by  yonder  green  old 

gate 

The  fit-id  shows  through,  in  morns  of  spring,  an  eager  boy,  I  paused  elate 
"With  all  sweet  fancies  loosed  from  school.     And  oft,  you  know,  when  eves 

were  cool, 

In  summer-time,  and  through  the  trees  young  gnats  began  to  be  about, 
With  some  old  book  upon  your  knees  'twas  here  you  watched  the  stars 

come  out. 
While  oft,  to  please  me,  you  sang  through  some  foolish  song  I  made  for 

you. 

And  there's  my  epic  —  I  began  when  life  seemed  long,  though  longei 

art— 

And  all  the  glorious  deeds  of  man  made  golden  riot  in  my  heart  — 
Eight  books  ...  it  will  not  number  nine  !    I  die  before  my  heroine. 

Sister  !  they  say  that  drowning  men  in  one  wild  moment  can  recall 
Their  whole  life  long,  and   feel  again  the  pain  —  the  bliss  —  that  thronged 

it  al\  :- 
Last  night  those  phantoms  of  the  Past  again   came  crowding  round  me 

fast. 

£ear  morning,  when  the  lamp  was  low,  against  the  wall  they  seemed  tc 

flit  ; 
And,  as  the  wavering  light  would  glow  or  fall,  they  came  and  went  with 

it. 
The  ghost  of  boyhood  seemed  to  gaze  down  the  dark  verge  of  vanishtdays. 

Once  more  the  garden  where  she  walked  on  summer  eves  to  tend  hen 

flowers, 

Onco  more  the  lawn  where  first  we  talked  of  future  years  in  twilight  hours 
Arcsc  ;  ouce  more  she  seemed  to  pass  before  me  iu  the  waving  grase 
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To  that  old  terrace  ;  her  bright  hair  about  her  warm  neck  all  undone, 

And  waving  on  the  balmy  air.  with  tinges  of  the  dying  sun. 

Just  one  star  kindling  in  the  west  :  just  one  bird  singing  near  its  nest. 

So  lovely,  so  beloved  !  O,  fair  as  though  that  sun  had  never  set 
Which  stayed  upon  her  golden  hair,  in  dreams  I  seem  to  see  her  yet  ! 
;    To  see  her  in  that  old  green  place,—  the  same  huslit,  smiling,  cruel  face  .' 

i  little  older.  l»ve.  than  you  are  now  ;  and  I  was  then  a  boy  ; 
And  wild  and  wavward-heartcd  too  ;  to  her  my  passion  was  a  toy, 
Soon  broken  !  ah",  a  foolish  thing,— a  bmterily  with  crumpled  wing  ! 

Her  hair,  too.  was  like  yours.— as  bright,  but  with  a  wanner  golden  tinge: 
Her  eyes. — a  somewhat  deeper  light,  and  dreamed  below  a  longer  fringe  : 
And  still  that  strange  grave  smile  she  had  stays  in  my  heart  and  keeps  it 
sad  ! 

There's  no  one  knows  it,  truest  friend,  but  you,  for  I  have  never  breathed 
To  other  ears  the  frozen  end  of  those  spring-garlands  Hope  once  wreathed; 
And  death  will  come  before  again  I  breathe  that  name  untouched  by  pain  ! 

From  little  things — a  star,  a  llower — that  touched  us  with  the  self-same 

thought. 

My  passion  deepened,  hour  by  hour,  until  to  that  fierce  heat  'tw.-xs  wrought, 
Which,  shrivelling  over  every  nerve,  crumbled  the  outworks,  of  reserve. 

I  told  her  then,  in  that  wild  time,  the  love  I  knew  she  long  had  seen  ; 
The  accusilig  pain  that  burned  like  crime,  yet  left  me  nobler  than  I  had 

been  ; 
What  matter  with  what  words  I  \\ooed  her  ?  She  s^idl  had  misunderstood 

her. 

And  something  more — small  matter  what  !    of  friendship  something — 

sister's  love — 
She  said  that  1  was  young — knew  not  my  own  heart — as  the  years  would 

prove — 
She  wished  me  happy — she  conceived  an  interest  in  me — and  believed 

J  should  grow  up  to  something  great — and  soon  forget  her — soon  forget 

This  fancy — and  congratulate  my  life  she  had  released  it,  yet — 

With  more  such  words — a  lie  !  a  lie!  She  broke  my  heart,  and  flung  it  by  ! 

life's  libation  lifted  up,  from  her  proud  lip  she  dashed  untasted: 
here  trampled   lay   love's   costly   cup,   and  in  the   dust   the   wine   wa» 

wasted. 
She  knew  I  could  not  pour  such  wine  again  at  any  other  shrine. 

f  Then  I  remember  a  numb  mood  :    mad  murmurings  of  the  words  she 

said  : 
.A.  slow  shame  smouldering  through  my  blood  ;  that  surged  and  sung  vlth- 

in  my  head  : 

And  drunken  sunlights  reeling  through  the  leaves  :  above,  the  bur^ishf 
blue 
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Hot  on  my  eyes, — a  blazing  shield  :  a  noise  among  the  waterfalls  : 

A  free  OIMW  up  the  brown  cornfield  floating  at   will  :  f-iiut  shi-pherd-calls: 

And  reapers  reaping  in  the  shocks  of  gold  :  and  girls  with  purple  frocks: 

All  which  the  more  confused  my  brain  :  and  nothing  could  I  realize 
But  the.  great  fact  of  my  own  pain  :  I  saw  the  fields  :  I  heard  the  cries  : 
The  crow's  shade  dwindled  up  the  hill  :  the    world  went  on  :  my   heart 
stood  still. 

I  thought  I  held  in  my  hot  hand  my  life  crusht  up  :  I  could  have  tost 
The  crumpled  riddle  from  me,  and  laughed  loud  to  think  what  I  had  los*, 
A  bitter  strength  was  in  my  mind :  like  Samson,  when  she  scorned  him — 
blind, 

And  casting  reckless  arms  about  the  props  of  life  to  hug  them  down, — 
A  madman  with  his  eyes  put  out.     But  all  my  anger  was  my  own. 
I  spared  the  worm  upon  my  walk  :  I  left  the  white  rose  on  its  stalk. 

All's  over  long  since.    Was  it  strange  that  I  was  mad  with  grief  and 

shame  ? 
And  I  would  cross  the  seas,  and  change  my  ancient  home,  my  father's 

name  ? 
In  the  wild  hope,  if  that  might  be,  to  change  my  own  identity  I 

I  know  that  I  was  wrong  :  I  know  it  was  not  well  to  be  so  wild. 

But  the  scorn  stung  so  !  ...  Pity  now  could  wound  not ! .  .  .  I  have  seen 

her  child  : 
It  had  the  self-same  eyes  she  had  :  their  gazing  almost  made  me  mad. 

Dark  violet  eyes  whose  glances,  deep  with  April  hints  of  sunny  tears, 
'Xealh    long  soft   lashes  laid  asleep,  seemed  all   too  thoughtful  for  her 

years  ; 
As  though  from  mine  her  gaze  had  caught  the  secret  of  some  mournfiU 

thought. 

But,  when  she  spoke  her  father's  air  broke  o'er  her  .  .  .  that  clear  con- 
fident voice  ! 

Sonic  happy  souls  there  are,  that  wear  their  nature  lightly  ;  these  rejoice 
The  world  by  living  ;  and  receive  from  all  men  more  than  what  they  give. 

Oile  handful  of  their  buoyant  chaff  exceeds  our  hoards  of  careful  grain  : 
Because  their  love  breaks  through  their  laugh,  while  ours  is  fraught  witli 

tender  pain  : 
The  world,  that  knows  itself  too  sad,  is  proud  to  keep  some  faces  glad  : 

And,  so  it  is  !  from  such  an  one  Misfortune  softly  steps  aside 
To  let  him  still  walk  in  the  sun.     These  things  must  be.     I  cannot  chide. 
Had  I  been  sh»^  I  might  have  made  the  self-same  choice.     She  shunned  the 
shade. 

To  some  men  God  hath  given  laughter  ;  but  tears  to  some  men  he  hath 

given  : 

He  bade  us  sow  in  fears,  hereafter  to  harvest  holier  smiles  in  Heaven  : 
And  tears  and  smiles,  they  are  His  gift :  both  good,  to  smite  or  to  uplift : 


. 
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Ee  knows  His  sheep  :  the   wind  and  showers  beat  not  too  sharply  th« 

s'lorn  lamb  : 

El  is  wisdom  is  more  wise  than  ours  :  He  knew  my  nature  —  what  I  am  : 
lie  Lempers  smiles  with  tears  :  both  good,  to  bear  in  time  the  Christian 

mood. 

O  yet  —  in  scorn  of  mean  relief,  let  Sorrow  bear  her  heavenly  fruit  ! 
Be'ter  the  wildest  hour  of  grief  than  the  low  pastime  of  the  brute  ! 
lieMer  to  weep,  for  He  wept  too,  than  laugh  as  every  fool  can  do  ! 

For  sure,   'twere  best  to  bear  the  cross  ;  nor  lightly  fling  the   thorna    j 


Lest  we  grow  happy  by  the  loss  of  what  was  noblest  in  the  mind, 
—  Here—  in  the  ruins  of  my  years  —  Father,  I  bless  Thee  through  these 
tears  ! 

It  was  in  the  far  foreign  lands  this  sickness  came  upon  me  first. 

Below  strange  suns,  'mid  alien  hands,  this  fever  of  the  south  was  nurst, 

Until  it  reached  some  vital  part.     I  die  not  of  a  broken  heart. 

0  think   not   that  !     If  I  could  live  .   .   .   there's  much  to   live  for— 

worthy  life. 

It  is  not  for  what  fame  could  give  —  though  that  I  scorn  not  —  but  the  strife 
Were  noble  for  its  own  sake  too.     I  thought  that  I  had  much  to  do  — 

But  God  is  wisest  !    Hark,  again  !  .  .  .  'twas  yon  black  bittern,  as  he 

rose 

Against  the  wild  light  o'er  the  fen.     How  red  your  little  casemeuo  glows  ! 
The  night  falls  fast.     How  lonely,  Dear,  this  bleak  old  house  will  look 

next  year  ! 

So  sad  a  thought  ?  .  .  .  ah,  yes  !  I  know  it  is  not  good  to  brood  on  this  : 
And  yet  —  such  thoughts  will  come  and  go,   unbidden.      Tis  that  you 

should  miss, 
My  darling,  one  familiar  tone  of  this  weak  voice  when  I  am  gone. 

And.  for  whn.t's  past.  —  I  will  not  say  in  what  she  did  that  all  was  right, 
But  all's  forgiven  :  and  I  pray  for  her  heart's  welfare,  day  and  night.  • 
All  things  are  changed  !  This  cheek  would  glow  even  near  hers  but 

faintly  now  ! 

l 
Thoiv—  God  !  before  whose  sleepless  eye  not  even  in  vain  the  sparrov.* 

fall. 

Receive,  sustain  me  !    Sanctify  my  soul.     Thou  know'st,  Thou  lovest  all. 
Too  weak  to  walk  alone  —  I  see  Thy  hand  :  I  falter  back  to  Thee. 

Sav»d  from  the  curse  of  time  which  throws  its  baseness  on  us  day  by  day  : 
Its  wretched  joys,  and  worthless  woes  ;  till  all  the  heart  is  worn  away. 

1  feel  Thee  near.     I  hold  my  breath,  by  the  hulf-<>;.r;>  doors  of  Death. 

And  sometimes,   glimpses  from    within.  of   glory   (wondrous  sight  and 

aound  !> 
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Float  near  me  :— faces  pure  from  sin;  strange  music  ;  saints  with  splendor 

crowned  : 
I  seem  to  feel  my  native  air  blow  down  from  some  high  region  there, 

- 

And  fan  my  spirit  pure  :  I  rise  above  the  sense  of  loss  and  pain  : 
Faint  forms  that  lured  my  childhood's  eyes,   long  lost,  I  seem  to  find    : 

again  : 
see  the  end  of  all  :  I  feel  hope,  awe,  no  language  can  reveal. 

j  >rgive  me.  Lord,  if  overmuch  I  loved  that  form  Thou  mad'st  so  fair  ; 
1   know  that  Thou  didst  make  her  such  ;  and  fair  but  as  the  llowers 

were, — 

Thy  work  :  her  beauty  was  but  Thine  ;  the  human  less  than  the  divine. 
I 

My  life  hath  been  one  search  for  Thee  'mid  thorns  found  red  with  Thy 

dear  blood  ; 

In  many  a  dark  (iethsemanc  I  seemed  to  stand  where  Thou  hadst  stood  : 
And,  scorned  in  this  world's  Judgment-Place,  at  times,  through  tears,  to    '. 

catch  Thy  face. 

Thou  suffered' st  here,  and  didst  not  fail  :  Thy  bleeding  feet  these  paths    \ 

have  trod  : 
But  Thou  wert  strong,  and  I  am  frail  :  and  I  am  man,  and  Thou  wert    - 

God. 
Be  near  me  :  keep  me  in  Thy  sight :  or  lay  my  soul  asleep  in  light. 

O  to  be  where  the  meanest  mind  is  more  than  Shakespeare  !  where  one    j 

look 
Shows  more  than  here  the  wise  can  find,  though  toiling  slow  from  book  to    I 

book  ! 
Where  life  is  knowledge  :  love  is  sure  :  and  hope's  brief  promise  made    : 

secure, 
j  ? 

0  dying  voice  of  human  praise  !  the  crude  ambitions  of  my  youth  ! 

1  long  to  pour  immortal  lays  !  great  pteans  of  perennial  Truth  ! 

A  larger  work  !  a  loftier  aim  !  .  .  .  and  what  are  laurel-leaves  and  fame  ?    \ 

And  what  are  words  ?    How  little  these  the  silence  of  the  soul  express  ! 
Mere  froth. — the  foam  and  flower  of  seas  whose  hungering  waters  heave    | 

and  press 
Against  the  planets  and  the  sides  of    night, — mute,   yearning,   mystic    j 

tides  ! 

To  ease  the  heart  with  song  is  sweet  :  sweet  to  be  heard  if  heard  by  lo 
And  you  have  heard  me.     When  we  meet  shall  we  not  sing  the  old  song* 

above 
To  grander  music  ?    Sweet,  one  kiss.     O  blest  it  is  to  die  like  this  ! 

To  lapse  from  being  without  pain  :  your  hand  in  mine,  on  mine  your 

heart  : 
The  unshaken  faith  to  meet  again  that  sheathes  the  pang  with  which  we 

part  : 
My  head  upon  your  bosom,  sweet :  your  hand  in  mine,  on  this  old  seat  1 
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RAGGED  and  tall    stood  the   castle 

wall 
And  the  squires   at  their  sport,   in 

the  great  South  Court, 
Lounged  all  day  long  from  stable  to 

hall 

Laughingly,  lazily,  one  and  all. 
The    land   about    was    barren    and 

blue, 
And  swept  by  the  wing  of  the  wet 

sea-mew. 
Seven  fishermen's  huts  on  a  shelly 

shore  ; 
Sand-heaps  behind,  and  sand-banks 

before  ; 
And   a  black    champaign    streaked 

white  all  through 
To  a  great  salt  pool  which  the  ocean 

drew, 
Sucked  into  itself,  and  disgorged  it 

again 

To  stagnate  and  steam  on  the  min- 
eral plain  ;  . 
X"ot  a  tree  or  a  bush  in  the  circle  of 

sight. 
Bui   a  bare  black  thorn   which  the  ' 

sea-winds  had  withered 
\Vith  the  drifting  scum  of  the  surf 

and  blight. 

And   some  patches   of   gray   grass- 
land to  the  right. 
Where    the    lean    red-hided     cattle 

were  tethered  : 
A.  reef  of  rock  wedged  the  water  in 

t  \vair_. 
And  a  stout  stone  tower  stood  square 

to  the  main. 


And  the  flakes   of  the   spray   that 

were  jerked  away 
From  the   froth   on  the  lip  of  the 

bleak  blue  sea 
Were  sometimes  flung  by  the  wind, 

as  it  swung 

Over  turret  and  terrace  and  balcony, 
To   the    garden    below    where,    in 

desolate  corners 
Under    the    mossy    green    parapet 

there, 
The   lilies   crouched,   rocking  their 

white  heads  like  mourners, 
And  burned   off  the  heads  of    the 

flowers  that  were 
Pining  and  pale  in  their  comfortless 

bowers, 
Dry-bushed  with  the  sharp  stubborn 

lavender, 
And   paven   with   disks  of  the  torn 

sunflowers, 
Which,  day  by  day,  were  strangled, 

and  stripped 
Of  their  ravelling  fringes  and  brazen 

bosses, 
And  the  hardy  mary-buds  nipped  and 

ripped 
Into  shreds  for  the  beetles  that  lurk'nj 

in  the  mosses. 

Here  she  lived  alone,  and  from  yeai 
to  year  [appt-ar 

She  saw  the  black  belt  of  the  ocean 

At  her  casement  each  morn  as  she 
rose  ;  and  each  morn 

Her  eye  fell  first  on  the  bare  black 
thorn. 


So  ;  closer  wind  that  tender  arm  .  .  .  How  the  hot  tears  fall  !    Do  not 

weep, 
Beloved,  but  let  your  smile  stay  warm  about  me.     "In  the  Lord  they 

sleep." 
You  know  the  words  the  Scripture  saith  .  .  .  O  light,  O  Glory  '  ...  is 

this  death  ? 
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This   was    all  :    nothing  more  :    or 

sometimes  on  the  shore 
The  fishermen  sang  when   the  fish- 
ing was  o'er  ; 

>  the  lowing  of  oxen  fell  dreamily, 
Olose  on  the  shut  of  the  glimmering 

eves, 
Through  some  gusty  pause  in  the 

moaning  sea. 
When  the  pools   were  splashed  pink 

by  the  thirsty  beeves 
Or     sometimes,     when    the    pearl- 
lighted  morns  drew  the  tinges 
Of  the  cold  sunrise  up  their  amber 

fringes, 
A  white  sail  peered  over  the  rim  of 

the  main, 

Looked  all  about  o'er  the  empty  sea, 
{Staggering  back  from  the  fine  line  of 

white  light  again, 
And  dropped  down  to  another  world 

silently. 
Then     she   breathed     freer.       With 

sickening  dread 
She    had   watched   five   pate   young 

moons  unfold 
From  their  notchy  cavern  in   light, 

and  spread 
To  the  fuller   light,  and  again  grow 

old, 
And   dwindle  away  to  a  luminous 

shred. 
"He   will   not    come   back   till   the 

Spring's  green  and  gold. 
And  1  would  that  I  with  the   leaves 

were  dead, 
Quiet  somewhere  with  them  in  the 

moss  and  the  mould. 
When  he  ami  the  summer  come  this 

way.''  she  said. 
And  when   the    dull  sky   darkened 

down  to  the  edges, 
And  the  keen   frost  kindled   in  star 

and  spar, 
The  sea  miicht  be,  known  by  a  noise 

on  the  ledges 
Of  the  long  crags,  gathering  power 

from  afar 

Through  his  roaring  bays,  and  crawl- 
ing back  [dragged 
Hissing,  as  o'er  the  wet  pebbles  he 


His  skirt  of   foam  frayed,  dripping, 

and  jagged, 
And  reluctantly  fell  dowu  the  smooth 

hollow  shell 
Of  the  night,  whose  lustrous  surface  » 

of  black 
In  spots   to    an    intense  blue    was  • 

worn. 
But  later,  when  up  on  the  sullen  sea-  t 

bar 
The   wide    large-lighted    moon    had  | 

arisen, 
Where    the    dark  and    voluminous 

ocean  grew  luminous, 
Helping  after  her  slowly  one  little 

shy  star 
That  shook   blue   in  the  cold,  and 

looked  forlorn, 
The  clouds   were   troubled,  and  the 

wind  from  his  prison 
Behind   them  leaped    down   with   a  | 

light  laugh  of  scorn  ; 
Then  the  last  thing  she  saw  was  that 

bare  black  thorn  ; 
Or  the    forked  tree,   as   the    bleak 

Hast  took  it, 
Howled   through  it,  and  beat  it,  and 

bit  it,  and  shook  it, 
Seemed  to  visibly  waste  and  wither 

and  wizen. 

And  the  snow  was  lifted  into  the  air 

Layer  by  layer, 

And  turned  into  vast  white  clouds 

that  flew 
Silent    and    fleet    up  the    sky,  and 

were  riven' 
And  jerked   into   chasms  which   the 

sun  leaped  through, 
Opening  crystal  gulfs  of  a    breez 

Hue 
Fed  with   rainy   lights  of  the  Apriv 

heaven. 
From  eaves  and  leaves  the  quivering 

dew- 
Sparkled   off  :    and   the  rich  earth, 

black  and  bare, 
Was  starred  with  snowdrops  every. 

where  ; 
And  the  crocus  upturned  its  flame, 

and  burned 
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Here  ami  there. 

"  The  .Summer.''  she  said,  •'  c  nuctli  j 

blithe  and  bold  : 
And  the  crocus  is  iit  for  her  welcom-  | 

ing- ; 
And  the  days  will  have  garments  of  . 

purple  and  gold  ; 
But  I  would  be  left  by  the  pa'.e  green  | 

Spring 
With    the     snowdrops     somewhere 

under  the  mould  ; 
For    I    dare    not    think    what    the 

Summer  may  bring." 

Pale  she  was  as  the  bramble  blooms 
That  lill  the   long  fields   with   their 

faint  perfumes. 
When     the     May-wind     flits     finely 

through  sun-thread  ul  showers. 
Breathing  low  to  himself  in  his  dim  I 

meadow-bowers. 
And  her  cheek  each  year   was   paler  , 

and  thinner, 
And  white  as  the  pearl  that  was  hung 

at  her  ear, 
As  her  sad  heart  sickened  and  pined  \ 

within  her, 
And  failed  and   fainted  from  year  to 

year. 
So  that    the  Seneschal,   rough  and 

gray, 
Said,  as  he  looked  in  her  face  one 

day. 
"  St.  Catherine  save   all  good   souls, 

I  pray. 
For  our  pale  young  lady  is   paling 

away. 
O  the  Saints,"  he  said,  smiling  bitter 

and  grim, 
"  Know  she's  too  fair  and  too  good  for 

him  !  " 
fc>metimes  she  walked  on  the  upper 

leads, 
And   leaned     on     the     arm     of  the 

weatherworn  Warden. 
Sometimes  she  sat  'twixt  the  mildewy 

beds 
Of   the    sea-singed   flowers     in    the 

Pleasannce  Garden.    • 
Till    the    rotting   blooms    that    lay 

thick  on  the  walks 


Were  combed  by  the  white  sea-gust 
like  a  rake, 

And  the  stimulant  steam  of  the 
leaves  and  stalks 

Made  the  coile'd  memory,  numb  and 
cold, 

That  slept  in  her  heart  like  a  dream- 
ing snake, 

Drowsily  lift  itself,  fold  by  fold, 

And  gnaw  and  gnaw  hungrily,  half 
awake. 

Sometimes    she    looked    from    the 

window  below 
To   the  great  South  Court  and  the 

squires,  at  their  sport, 
Loungingly  loitering  to  and  fro. 
She  heard  the  grooms  there  as  they 

cursed  one  another. 
She  heard  the  great  bowls  falling  all 

day  long 
In  the  bowling-alleys.      She  heard 

the  song 
Of  the  shock-headed  Pages  that  drank 

without  stint  in 
The  echoing  courts,  and  swore  hard 

at  each  other. 
She  saw  the  red  face  of  the  rough 

wooden  Quintin, 
And   the   swinging    sand-bag  ready 

to  smother 
The  awkward  Squire  that  missed  the 

mark. 
And,  all  day  long,  between  the  dull 

noises 
Of  the  bowls,  and  the  oaths,  and  the 

singing  voices, 
The  sea  boomed  hoarse  till  the  skies 

were  dark. 

But  when  the  swallow,  that  sweet 

new-comer, 
Floated  over  the  sea  in  the  front  of 

the  summer, 
The  salt  dry  sands  burned  white,  and 

sickened 
Men's  sight  in  the  glaring  horn  of  the 

bay  ; 
And  all  things  that  fasten,  or  float  at 

ease 
In  the  silvery  light  of  the  leprcus 

seas 
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With  the  pulse  of  a  hideous  life  were 

quickened, 
Fell    loose     from     the     rocks,    and 

crawled  crosswise  away. 
Slippery     sidelong     crabs,     half 

strangled 
By  the  while  sea  grasses  in   which 

they  were  tangled, 
And    those     half-living    creatures, 

orbed,      rayed,      and     sharp- 
angled, 
Fan-fish,  and  star-fish,  and  polypous 

lumps, 
llueless  anil  boneless,  that  languidly 

thickened, 
Or  flat-faced,   or  spiked,  or  ridge'd 

with  humps, 
Melting  off  from  their  clotted  clusters 

and  clumps 
Sprawled  over  the  shore  in  the  heat 

of  the  day. 

An  hour  before  the  sun  was  set 

A  darker  ripple  rolled  over  the  sea  ; 

The  white  rocks  quivered  in  wells  of 
jet; 

And  the  great  West,  opening  breath- 
lessly 

Up  all  his  inmost  orange,  gave 

Hints  of  something  distant  and 
sweet 

That  made  her  heart  swell ;  far  up 
the  wave 

The  clouds  that  lay  piled  in  the 
golden  heat 

Were  turned  into  types  of  the  an- 
cient mountains 

Jn  an  ancient  land  ;  the  weeds, 
which  forlorn 

Waves  were  swaying  neglectfully, 

By  their  sounds,  as  they  dipped  into 
sparkles  that  dripped 

In  the  emerald  creeks  that  ran  up 
from  the  shore, 

Brought  back  to  her  fancy  the  bub- 
ble of  fountains 

Leaping  and  falling  continually 

In  valleys  where  she  should  wander 
no  more. 

And   when,  over  all  of  these,   the 
night 


Among   her  mazy  and  milk  white 

signs, 

And  clustered  orbs,  and  zigzag  lines, 
Burst    into    blossom   of    stars    and 

light, 

The  sea  was  glassy  :  the  glassy  brine 
Was  paven  with  lights, — blue,  crys- 
talline, 
And  emerald  keen  ;  the  dark  world 

hung 
Balanced     under    the    moon,    and 

swung 
In  a  net  of   silver  sparkles.     Then 

she 

Rippled  her  yellow  hair  to  her  knee, 
Bared   her  warm  white  bosom  and 

throat, 

And  from  the  lattice  leaned  athirst. 
There,  on  the  silence  did  she  gloat 
With  a  dizzy  pleasure  steeped  in 

pain, 
Half  catching  the  soul  of  the  secret 

that  blended 
God  with  his  starlight,  then  feeling 

it  vain, 

Like  a  pining  poet  ready  to  burst 
With  the  weight  of  the  wonder  that 

grows  in  his  brain, 
Or  a  nightingale,  mute  at  the  sound 

of  a  lute 
That  is  swelling  and   breaking  his 

heart  with  its  strain, 
Waiting,  breathless,  to  die  when  the 

music  is  ended. 
For  the  sleek  and  beautiful  midnight 

stole. 
Like  a  faithless  friend,  her  secret 

care, 
Crept    through    each    pore    to   the 

source  of  the  soul, 
And  mocked  at  the  angush  which  he 

found  there, 
Shining  away  from  her,  scornful  and 

fair 
In   his   pitiless   beauty,   refusing  to 

share 
The  discontent  which  he  could  not 

control. 

The  water-rat,  as  he  skulked  hi  the 
moat, 
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Set  all  the  slumbrous  lilies  afloat, 
And  sent  a  sharp  quick  pulse  along 
The  stagnant  light,  that  heaved  and 

swung 

The  leaves  together.     Suddenly 
At  limes  a  shooting  star  would  spin 
bhell-like  out  of  heaven,  and  tumble 

in, 
And  burst  o'er  a  city  of  stars  ;  but 

she, 

As  he  dashed  on  the  back  of  the  zo- 
diac, 
And  quivered  and  glowed  down  arc 

and  node, 

And  split  sparkling  into  infinity, 
Thought  that  some  angel,  in  his  rev- 
eries 

Thinking  of  earth,  as  he  pensively 
Leaned  over  the  star-grated  balcony 
In  his  palace  among  the  Pleiades, 
And  grieved   for  the  sorrow  he  saw 

in  the  land, 

Had  dropped   a   white  lily  from  his 
loose  hand. 

And  thus  many  a  night,  steeped  pale 

in  the  light 
Of  the  stars,   when  the  bells  and 

clocks 
Had  ceased  in  the  towers,  and  the 

sound  of  the  hours 
Was  eddying  about  in  the  rocks. 
Deep-sunken   in   bristling    broidery 

between  the  black  oak  Fiends 

sat  she, 

And  under  the  moth-flitted  canopy 
Of  the  mighty  antique  bed  in  her 

chamber, 

With  wild  eyes  drinking  up  the  sea, 
And   her  white   hands   heavy   with 

jewelry, 

Flashing  as  she  loosed  languidly 
Her  satins  of  snow  and  of  amber. 
And  as,  fold  by  fold,  these  were  rip- 
pled ami  rolled 
To  her  feet,  and  lay  huddled  in  ruins 

of  gold, 
She    looked    like    some   pale   spirit 

above 
Earth's    t'azx.ling    passions    forever 

flung  by, 


Freed  from  the  stains  of  an  earthly 

love. 
And  those  splendid  shackles  of  pride 

that  press 
On  the  heart  till  it  aches  with  the 

gorgeous  stress, 

Quitting  the  base  Past  remorsefully. 
And  so  she  put  by  the  coil  and  care 
Of  the  day  that  lay  furled  like  an 

idle  weft 
Of  heape'd  spots  which  a  bright  snake 

hath  left, 
Or  that  dark  house,  the  blind  worm's 

lair, 
When   the  star-winged  moth   from 

the  windows  hath  crept, 
Sleeped  her  soul  in  a  tearful  prayer, 
Shrunk    into    her  naked   self,   and 

slept. 

And  as  she  slumbered,  starred  and 
eyed 

All  over  with  angry  gems,  at  her 
side, 

The  Fiends  in  the  oak  kept  ward 
and  watch  ; 

And  the  querulous  clock,  on  its  rusty 
catch, 

With  a  quick  tick,  husky  and  thick, 

Clamored  and  clacked  at  her  sharply, 
There  was 

(Fronting  a  portrait  cf  the  Earl) 

A  shrine  with  a  dim  green  lamp,  and 
a  cross 

Of  glowing  cedar  wreathed  with 
pearl,  [writ, 

Which  the  Arimathsean,  so  it  was 

When  he  came  from  the  holy  Orient, 

Hud  worn,  with  his  prayers  embalm- 
ing it, 

As  with  the  San-Grael  through  the 
world  he  went. 

Underneath  were  relics  and  gems 

From  many  an  antique  king-saint's 
crown, 

And  some  ('twas  avouched)  from  the 
dusk  diadems 

And  mighty  rings  of  those  Wise 
Kings 

That  evermore  sleep  'uiid  the  mar- 
ble stems, 
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'Twixt  chancel   and  chalice  in  God 
his  palace, 

The  marvel  of  Cologne  Town. 

In  a  halo  dim  of  the  lamp  all  night 

Smiled    the    sad   Virgin,   holy   and 
white, 

With  a  face  as  full  of  the  soul's  af- 
fliction 

one  that  had  looked  on  the  Cru- 
ciiixion. 

At  moonrise  the  land  was  suddenly 

brighter  ; 
And    through    all    its    length    and 

breadth  the  casement 
Grew  large  with  a  luminous  strange 

amazement, 
And,  as  doubting   in  dreams  what 

that  sudden  bla/e  meant, 
The   Lady's   white    face    turned    a 

thought  whiter. 

Sometimes  in  sleep  light  finger-tips 
Touched   her  behind  ;  the  pain,  the 

bliss 

l)f  a  long  slow  despairing  kiss 
Doubled   the  heat  on  her  feverish 

lips, 
And     down     to    her    heart's-heart 

smouldering  burned  ; 
From  lips  long  mute  she  heard  her 

name  ; 
Sad  dreams  and  sweet  to  vex  her 

came  ; 

Sighing,  upon  her  pillow,  she  turned, 
Like  a  weary  waif  on  a  weary  sea 
That  is  heaving  over  continually, 
And  finds  no  course,  until  for  its 

sake 
The  heart  of  the  silence  begins  to 

ache. 

Vnsoothed  from  slumber  she  awoke 
An    hour    ere    dawn.     The    lamp 

burned  faint. 
The  Fiends  glared  at  her  out  of  the 

oak. 
She  rose,  and  fell  at  the  shrine  of 

the  Saint. 
There  with   clasped    hands  to  the 

Mother 
Of    many   sorrows,   in  sorrow,  she 

prayed  ; 


Till  all  things  in  the  room  melted 

into  each  other, 
And  vanished  in  gyres  of  nickering 

shade, 

Leaving  her  all  alone,  with  the  face 
Of  the  Saint  growing  large  in  its  one 

bright  place. 

Then  on  a  sudden,  from  far,  a  fear 
Through   all   her  heart    its    horror 

drew, 
As  of  something  hideous   growing 

near. 
Cold  fingers  seemed  roaming  through 

her  damp  hair  ; 
Her  lips  were  locked.     The  power  of 

prayer 
Left  her.     She  dared  not  turn.    She 

knew, 
From  his  panel  atilt  on  the  wall  up 

there, 
The    grim     Earl    was    gazing    her 

through  and  through. 

But  when   the    casement,    a  grisly 

square. 

Flickered  with  day,  she  flung  it  wide, 
And  looked  below.     The  shore  was 

bare. 

In  the  mist  tumbled  the  dismal  tide. 
One  ghastly  pool  seemed  solid  white; 
The  forke'd  shadow  of  the  thorn 
Fell  through  it,  like  a  raven  rent 
In  the  steadfast  blank  down  which 

it  went. 
The    blind   world    slowly    gathered 

sight. 
The  sea  was  moaning  on  to  morn. 

And  the  Summer  into  the  Autumn 

waned. 

And  under  the  watery  Hyades 
The  gray  sea  swelled,  and  the  thick 

rained, 
And  the  land  was  darkened  by  slow 

degrees. 

But  oft,  'in  the  low  West,  Ihe  day 
Smouldering  sent  up  a  sullen  flame 
Along  the  dreary  waste  of  gray, 
As  though  in  that  red  region  lay. 
Heaped  up,  like  Autuuiii  weeds  and 

flowers 
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For  fire,  its  thorny  fruitless  hours. 
And  Ck>d  said,  "  burn  it  all  away  !" 

When  all  was  dreariest  in  the  skies, 
And  the  gusty  tract  of  twilight  mut- 
tered. 
A  strange  slow  smile  grew  into  her 

ey<  s, 
As  though  from  a  great  way  off  it 

came 
And  was  weary  ere  down  to  her  lips 

it  fluttered, 
And  turned  into  a  sigh,  or  some  soft 

name 

Whose  syllables  sounded  likesi  sighs. 
Hail'    sm.ithered    in    torrmv    before 

they  were  uttered. 
Sometimes,  at   night,  a  music   was 

rolled— 

A  ripple  of  silver  harp  strings  cold  — 
From    the    hails    below    where    the 

Minstrel  sung, 
With  the  silver  hair,  and  the  golden 

tongue, 
And  the  eyes  of  passionless,  peacefu! 

blue 
(Like  twilight  which  faint  stars  gaze 

through), 
Wise  with  the  years  which  no  man 

knew. 
And  first  the  music,  as  though  the 

wings 
Of  some  blind  angel  were  caught  in 

the  strings, 

Fluttered  with  weakendeivor  :  anon 
The  uncaged  heart  of  music  grew 

bold 
And  cautiously  loosened,  length  by 

length, 

The  golden  cone  of  its  great  under- 
tone, 

1  .ike  a  strong  man  using  mild  lan- 
guage to  one 
That  is  weaker,  because  he  is  sure  of 

his  strength. 

But  once — and  it  was  at  the  fall  of 

the  -lay.  [seem 

When  siie,  if  she  closed  her  eyes,  did 

To   be   wandering  far,  in  a  sort  of 

dream, 


With     some     lost     shadow,    away, 

away. 
Down  the  heart  ol   a  golden  land 

which  she 
Remembered  a  great  way  over  tha 

sea, 
There  came  a  trample  of  horses  and 

men  ; 

And  a  blowing  of  horns  at  the  Castle- 
Gate  ; 
Then    a    clattering  noise ;    then    a 

pause  ;  and  then, 
With   the   sudden   jerk  of  a  heavy 

weight, 
And  a  wrangling  and  jangling  and 

clinking  and  clanking, 
The  sound  of  the  falling  of  cable  and 

chain  ; 
And   a    grumbling   over    the    dewy 

planking 
That   shrieked   and   sung  with   the 

weight  and  strain  ; 
And  the  rough  Seneschal  bawled  out 

in  the  ball, 
"  The  Earl  and  the  Devil  are  come 

back  again  ! " 

Hef  heart  stood  still  for  a  moment 

or  more. 
Then  suddenly  tugged,  and  strained, 

and  tore 
At  the  roots,  which  seemed  to  give 

way  beneath. 
She  rushed  to  the  window,  and  held 

her  breath. 
High  up  on  the  beach  were  the  long 

black  ships 
And  the  brown  sails  hung  from  the 

masts  in  strips  : 
And  the  surf  was  whirled  over  and 

over  them, 
And  swept  them  dripping  from  stern 

to  stem. 
Within,  in  the  great  square  court  be- 

io\v, 
Were  a  hundred  rough-faced   men, 

or  so. 
And    one    or    two   pale   fair-haired 

slaves 
Whom   the  Earl  had   brought   over 

the  winter  waves. 
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There    was    a    -wringing    of    horny 

hands  ; 
And  a  swearing  of  oaths  ;  and  a  great 

deal  of  laughter ; 
The  grim  Earl  growling  his  hoarse 

commands 
To   the  Warden  that  followed   him 

growling  after  ; 
A.  lowing  of  cattle  along  the  wet 

sands  ; 

And  a  plashing  of  hoofs  on  the  slip- 
pery rafter, 
As     the     long-tailed     black-maned 

horses  each 
Went  over  the  bridge  from  the  gray 

sea-beach. 

Then  quoth  the  grim  Earl,  "fetch 

me  a  stoop  f" 
And  they  brought  him  a  great  bowl 

that  dripped  from  the  brim, 
Which  he  seized  upon  with  a  satis- 
fied whoop, 
Drained,  and  flung  at  the  head  of 

him 
That  brought  it  ;  then,  with  a  laugh 

like  a  howl, 
Stroked   his   beard  ;    and  strode  in 

through  the  door  with  a  growl. 
Meanwhile  the  pale  lady  grew  white 

and  whiter, 
As  the  poplar  pales  when   the  keen 

winds  smite  her  : 
And,  as  the  tree  sways  to  the  gust, 

and  heaves 
Quick  ripples  of  white  alarm  up  the 

leaves, 

So  did  she  seem  to  shrink  and  reel 
From  the  casement — one  quiver  from 

head  to  heel 

Of  whitest  fear.     For  she  heard  be- 
low, 
On  the  creaking  stairway  loud  and 

slow, 
Like  drops  that  plunge  audibly  down 

from  the  thunder 
Into  a  sea  that  is  groaning  under, 
The  heavy   foot  of  the  Eail  as  he 

mounted 
Step  after  step  to  the  turret  :   she 

counted 


Step  after  step,  as  he  hastened  or 

halted  ; 
Now    clashing    shrill    through    the 

archways  vaulted  ; 
Xow  miilHcd  and  thick  ;  now  loud, 

and  more 
Loud  as  he  came  near  the  Chamber 

door. 
,  Then  there  fell,   with  a  rattle  and 

shock, 

An  iron  glove  on  the  iron  lock, 
And  the  door  burst  open — the  Earl 

burst  through  it — 

But  she  saw  him  not.     The  window- 
pane, 

Far  off,  grew  large  and  small  again  ; 
The   staggering   light  did  wax   and 

wane, 
Till  there  came  a  snap  of  the  heavy 

brain  ; 

And  a  slow-subsiding  pulse  of  pain  ; 
And  the  whole  world  darkened  into 

rest. 
!  As    the  grim   Earl    pressed    to   his 

grausome  breast 
His  while    wife.    She  hung  heavy 

there 

On  his  shoulder  without  breath, 
Darkly  filled  with  s!e  -py  death 
From  her  heart  up  to  her  eyes  : 
Dead  asleep  :  and  ere  he  knew  it 
(How  Death  took  her  by  surprise 
I  Helpless  in  her  great  despair) 
Smoothing  back  her  yellow  hair, 
He  kissed  her  icy  brows  :  unwound 
His  rough  arms,  and  she  fell  to  the 

ground. 

"  The  woman  was  fairer  than  she 

was  wise : 
Jiut  the  serpent  was  wiser  than  she 

was  fair : 

For  the  serpent  teas  lord  in  Paradise 
Or  ever  the  woman  came  tltcrc. 
But  when  Eden-gates   were  barred 

amain, 
And  the  fiery  sword  on  guard  in  the 

East, 

The  lion  aro.se/ront  a  lonfj  repose, 
And  quoth  he,  as  he  shook  out  his 

royal  mane, 
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'  Now  I  *,:>i  the  strongest  beast.' 
Ilad  the  wvinan  been  wiser  when  she 

«m  jueen 
The   lion    lu*d    never   been  Arm;/,    I , 

ween. 

lint  ever  since  storms  neyan  to  lower  I 
Beauty  on  ea.'th  hath  been  second  to  • 

Power." 
And  this  is  the  kit.  Jig  that  the  Minstrel  ' 

sung, 
With  the  silver  Lair  and  the  golden  • 

tongue, 
Who  sum;  by  night  in  tlie  grim  Earl's 

hall. 
And  they  held  him  in  reverence  one 

and  all. 

And  so  she  died, — the  pale-faced 
girl. 

And.  for  nine  days  after  that,  the 
Earl 

Famed  and  fret,  and  raved  and 
swore, 

Pacing  up  and  down  the  chamber- 
floor, 

And  tearing  his  black  beard  as  he 
went. 

In  the  n't  of  his  sullen  discontent. 

And  the  Seneschal  said  it  was  fear- 
ful to  hear  him  ; 

And  not  even  the  weather-worn 
Warden  went  near  him  ; 

And  the  sho-.'k-headed  Pages  huddled 
anear, 

And  bit  their  white  lips  till  they  bled, 
for  fear. 

But  at  last  he  bade  them  lift  her 
lightly, 

And  bury  her  by  the  gray  sea-shore, 

Where  the  winds  that  blew  from  her 
own  land  nightly 

Might  wail  round  her  grave  through 
the  wild  rocks  hoar. 

So  they  lifted  her  lightly  at  dead  of 
night, 

And  bore  her  down  by  the  long  torch- 
light,— 

Lank-Inured  faces,  sallow  and  keen, 

That  burned  out  of  the  glassy  pools 
between 


The  splashing  sands  which,  as  they 

plunged  through, 
The  coffin-lead  weighed  them  down 

into  ; 
And  their  feet,  as  they  plucked  them 

up,  left  pits 
WLich  the  water  oozed  into  and  out 

of  by  fits — 
— And  so  to  the  deep-mouthed  bay' 

black  brim, 
Where   the  pale   priests,  all   white- 

stoled  and  dim, 
Lifted   the   cross    and   chanted   the 

hymn, 
That  her  soul  might  have  peace  when 

her  bones  were  dust, 
And  her  name  be  written  among  the 

Just. 

The  Warden  walked  after  the  Sen- 
eschal grim  ; 

And  the  shock-headed  Pages  walked 
after  him  : 

And  with  mattock  and  spade  a  grave 
was  made, 

Where  they  carved  the  cross,  and 
they  wrote  her  name, 

And,  returning  each  by  the  way  that 
he  came, 

They  left  her  under  the  bare  black 
thorn. 

The  salt  sea-wind  sang  shrill  in  the 

head  of  it  ; 
And  the  bitter  night  grew  chill  with 

the  dread  of  it  ; 
When  the  great  round  moon  rose  up 

forlorn 

From   the   reefs,  and  whitened   to- 
wards the  morn. 
For  the   forked   tree,  as  the   blea'c 

blast  took  it, 
Howled   through  it,  and  beat  it,  anl 

bit  it,  and  shook  it, 
Like  a  living  thing,  bewitched  and 

bedeviled. 
Visibly  shrunk,  and  shuddered  and 

shrivelled. 

And  again  the  swallow,  that  false 
new-comer, 
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Fluttered  over  the  sea  in  the  front 

of  tin-  summer  ; 

A  cureless  singer,  as  he  should  he 
That  only  skimmeth  the  mighty  sea; 
Dipped   his  wings   as  he  came  and 

went, 
Ai.d    chirruped    and    twittered    for 

heart's  content, 
And  built  on  the  ne\v-made  grave. 

But  when 
The  Summer  was  over  he  flew  back 

again. 

Aiid  the  Earl,  as  years  went  by,  and 

his  life 

Grew  listless,  took  him  another  wife: 
And   the   Seneschal   grim   and    the 

Warden  gray 

Walked  about  in  their  wonted  way  : 
And    the    lean-jawed,   shock-haired 

Pages  too 

Sung  and  swilled  as  they  used  to  do. 
And   the  grooms   and   the    squires 

gamed  and  swore 

And  quarrelled  again  as  they  quar- 
relled before  ; 
And   the   flowers   decayed   in   their ! 

dismal  beds, 
And  dropped   off    from   their    lean 

shanks  one  by  one, 
Till  nothing  was  left  but  the  stalks 

and  the  heads, 
Clumped  into  heaps,  or  ripped  into 

shreds, 
To  steam  into  salt  in  the  sickly  sun. 

And   the   cattle   lowed   late  up  the 

glimmering  plain, 
Or  dipped   knee-deep,  and  splashed 

themselves 
In  the  pools  spat  out  by  the  spiteful 

main, 
Wallowing    in     sandy    dykes    and 

delves  : 
And   the   blear-eyed  filmy    sea    did 

boom 
With  his  old  mysterious  hungering 

sound  : 
And   the    wet    wind    wailed    in   the 

chinks  <  f  the  tomb. 
Till    the    weeds   in    the   surf    were 

drenched  and  drowned. 


But  once  a  stranger  came  over  the 

wave, 
And  paused  by  the  pale-faced  Lady's 

grave. 

It  was  when,  just  about  to  set, 

A  sadness  held  the  sinking  sun. 

'ihe  moon  delayed  to  shine  as  yet  : 

The  Ave-Mary  chime  was  done  : 

And  from  the  bell-tower,  jeancd  the 
ringers  ; 

And  in  aie  chancel  paused  the  sing- 
ers, 

With  lingering  looks  and  clasped 
lingers  : 

And  the  day  reluctantly  turned  to 
his  rest, 

Like  some  untold  life,  that  leaves 
exprcst 

But  the  half  of  its  hungering  love 
ere  it  close  : 

So  he  went  sadly  toward  his  repose 

Deep  in  the  heart  of  the  slumbrous 
waves 

Kindled  far  off  in  the  desolate  West. 

And  the  breeze  sprang  up  in  the  cool 
sea -caves. 

The  castle  stood  with  its  courts  in 
shade, 

And  all  its  toothed  towers  imprest 

On  the  sorrowful  light  that  sunset 
made. — 

Such  a  light  as  sleeps  shut  up  in  the 
breast 

Of  some  pining  crimson-hearted 
rose, 

Which,  as  you  gaze  at  it,  grows  and 
grows 

And  all  the  warm  leaves  overflows  ; 

Leaving  its  sweet  source  still  to  be 
guest. 

The  crumpled  shadow  of  the  thorn 

Crawled  over  the  sand-heaps  rag- 
gedly, 

And  over  the  gray  stone  crop's  for- 
lorn, [there 

And   on    to   that   one  man   mining 

Moveless,  while  o'er  him  t'.io  night 
crept  on, 

And  the  hot  yellow  stars  slowly,  one 
after  one, 
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Mounted  into  the  dark  blue  air 
And    brightened,    and     brightened. 

Then  suddenly, 
And  sadly  and  silently, 
Down  the  dim   bree/y  brink  of  the 

sea  sank  the  sun. 

Ere  the  moon  was  abroad,  the  owl 
Wade  himself  heard  in  the  echoing 

towei- 
Three  times,   four  times.     The  bat 

with  his  cowl 
Came   and   went  round  the   lonely  i 

Bower 
"Where  dwelt  of  yore  the  Earl's  lost  j 

Lady. 
There  night  after  night,  for  years,  in 

vain 
The     lingering    moon    had    looked 

through  the  pane, 
And  missed  the  face  she  used  to  find 

there. 
While  and  wan  like  some  mountain 

flower 
In  its  rocky  nook,  as  it  paled  and 

pined  there, 
Only  known  to  the  moon  and  the 

wind  there. 
Eights  flitted  faint  in  the  halls  down 

lower 
From    lattice   to   lattice,    and    then 

glowed  steady. 

The  dipping  gull:   and  the  long  gray 

pool  : 
And  the  reed  that  shows  which  way 

the  breeze  blows  cool, 
From  the  wide  warm  sea  to  the  low 

black  land  : 
And  the  wave  makes  no  sound  on 

the  soft  yellow  sand  : 
But  the  inland  shallows  sharp  and 

small 
Are  swarmed  about  with  the  sultry 

midge. 
And  the  land  is  still,  and  the  ocean  i 

still  : 
And  the  weeds  in  the  rifted  rocks  at  j 

will 

Move  on  the  tide,  and  float  or  glide. 
And  into  the  silent  western  side 


Of  the  heaven  the  moon  begins  to 

fall. 

But  is  ii  the  fall  of  a  plover's  Call 
That    is   answered  warily,    low    yet 

shrill, 
From  the  sand-heapt  mound  and  the 

rocky  ridge  ? 
And   now   o'er   the    dark  plain,  so 

wild  and  wide 
Falls  the  note  of  a  horn  from  the  old 

drawbridge. 

Who  is  it  that  waits  at  the  castle- 
gates  ? 
Call  in   the   minstrel,   and   fill    the 

bowl. 
Bid  him  loose  the  great  music  and 

let  the  song  roll. 
Fill  the  bowl. 
And  first,  as  was  due,  to  the  Earl  he 

bowed  : 
Xext  to  all  the  Sea-chieftains,  blithe 

friends  of  the  Earl's  : 
Then   advanced  through  the  praise 

of  the  murmuring  crowd, 
And  sat   down,  as   they  bade  him, 

and  all  his  black  curls 
Bowed   over  his   harp,  as  in  doubt 

which  to  choose 
From  the    melodies    coiled    at    his 

heart.     For  a  man 
O'er  some   Beauty    asleep   for  one 

moment  might  muse, 
Half  in  love,  ere  he  woke  her.     So 

ere  he  began, 
He  paused  over  his  song.    And  they 

brought  him,  the  Squires, 
A  heavy  gold  cup  with  the  red  wine 

ripe  in  it, 
Then  wave  over  wave  of  the  sweet 

silver  wires 
'Gan  ripple,  and  the  minstrel  took 

heart  to  begin  it. 

A  harper  that  harps  through  mounr 
tain  and  glen, 

Wandering,  wandering  the  wide 
world  over, 

Sweetest  of  singers,  yet  saddest  of 
men, 

His  soul's  lost  Lady  in  vain  to  dis- 
cover. 
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Most    fair    and    most  frail   of    the 

daughters  of  men, 
O  blest  and   O  curst,  the  man  that 

should  love  her  ! 
Who  has  not  loved  ?   and  who  has 

not  lost  ? 
SVherever  he  wander,  the  wide  world 

over, 
JS  aging    by    city,    and    castle,  and 

plain, 

Abiding  never,  forever  a  rover, 
Each  man  that  shall  hear  him  will 

swear  almost 
In  the  minstrel's  song  that  his  heart 

can  discover 
The  self-same  lady  by  whom  it  was 

crost, 
For  love  is  love  the  wide  world  over. 

What  shall  he  liken  his  love  nnto  ? 
Have  you  seen  some  cloud  the  sun 

sets  through, 
When  the  lingering  night  is  close  at 

hand  ? 
Have  you  seen  some  rose  lie  on  the 

snow  ? 

Or  a  summer  bird  in  a  winter  land  ? 
Or  a  lily  dying  for  dearth  of  dew  ? 
Or  a   pearl    sea-cast    on    a    barren 

strand  ? 

Some  garden  never  sunshine  warms 
Nor  any  tend  ?  some  lonely  tree 
That  stretches  bleak  its  barren  arms 
Turned   inland   from   the   blighting 

sea  ? 
Her  cheek  was  pale  :  her  face  was 

fair  : 
Her  heart,  he  sung,  was  weak  and 

warm  ; 

J  11  golden  w-.is  the  sleepy  hair 
'.hat  floated  round  about  her  form, 
And   hid    the    sweetness    breathing 

there. 
Her  eyes  were  wild,  like  stars  that 

shine 

F'tr  off  in  summer  nights  divine  : 
But    her    smile  —  it    was    like    the 

golden  wine 

Poured  into  the  spirit,  as  into  a  cup, 
With  passion  brimming  it  up  and 

up, 


And    marvellous    fancies    fair    and 

fine, 
lie   took   her  hair   to   make    sweet 

strings  : 

He  hid  her  smile  deep  in  his  song. 
This  makes  so  rich  the  tune  he  sine;? 
That   o'er    the    world   'twill   linger 

long. 

There  is  a  land  far,  far  away  from 

yours. 
And   there  the  stars  are   thrice   as 

bright  as  these. 
And  there   the   nightingale  strange 

music  pours 

All  day  out  of  the  hearts  of  myrtle- 
trees. 
There    the    voice    of.  the    cuckoo 

sounds  never  forlorn 
As  you  hear  it,  far  off  through  the 

deep  purple  valleys 
And  the  fire-fly  dances  by  night  in 

the  corn. 
And   the   little   round   owls   in   the 

long  cypress  alleys 
Whoop  for  joy  when  the  moon  is 

born.  [tree, 

There  ripen  the  olive  and  the  tulip 
And  in  the  sun  broadens    the  green 

prickly  pear  ; 
And   the    bright   galingales    in   the 

grass  you  may  see  ; 
And  the  vine,  with  her   royal  blue 

globes,  dwelleth  there. 
Climbing  and  hanging  deliciously 
By  every  doorway  and  lone  latticed 

chamber, 
Where  the  damsel-fly  flils,  and  the 

heavy  brown  lice 
Hums  alone,  and  the  qu.ok  lizzards 

rustle  and  clamber. 
And     all    things,    theie,    live    and 

rejoice  together. 
From  the  frail  peach  blossom  that 

first  appears 
When  birds  are   about  in  the  blue 

summer  weather. 
To  the  oak  that  has  lived  through 

his  eight  hundred  years. 
And   the    castles   are   built   ou  the 

hills,  not  the  plains. 
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(And   the   wild    wind-flowers    burn 

about  in  the  courts  there) 
They  are  white  and  umlrenched  by 

the  gray  winter  rains. 
And  the   swallows,   and  all  things, 

are    blithe    at    their     sports 

there. 
O  for  one    moment,   at    sunset,   to 

stand 
Far,  far  away,  in  that  dear  distant 

land 
Whence  they  bore  her, — the  loveliest 

lady  that  ever 

Crost  the   bleak  ocean.     O,   never- 
more, never, 
Shall  she  stand  with  her  feet  in  the 

warm  dry  grasses 
Where  the  faint  balm-heaving  breeze 

heavily  passes 
And   the    white    lotus-flower   leans 

lone  on  the  river. 

Rare  were  the  gems  win-  h  she  had 

for  her  dower. 
But   all   the    wild-flowers    she    ieft 

behind  her. 
— A  broken  heart  and  a  rose-roofed 

bower. 

O  oft,  and  in  many  a  desolate  hour, 
The  cold  strange  faces  she  sees  shall 

remind  her 
Of  hearts  that   were   warmer,   and 

smiles  that  were  kinder, 
Lost,   like   the   roses   they   plucked 

from  her  bower  ! 
Lonely  and  far  from  her  own  land 

they  laid  her  ! 
— A  swallow  flew  over  the  sea  to 

find  her. 
Ah  cold,  cold  and  narrow,  the  bed 

that  they  made  her  ! 
The   swallow   went   forth  with   the 

summer  to  find  her. 
The  summer  and  the  swallow  came 

back  o'er  the  sea. 
And   strange   were   the   tidings  the 

bird  brought  to  me. 

And  the  minstrel  sung,  and  they 
praised  and  listened, — 

Gazed  and  praised  while  the  min- 
strel sung. 


Flushed   was   each  cheek,  and  each 

h'xt  eye  glistened, 
And  husht  was  each   voice   to  the 

minstrel's  tongue. 
But  the  Earl  grew  paler  more  and 

more 
As    the    song  of   the  Singer    grew 

louder  and  clearer, 
And   so    dumb    was    the   hall,   you 

might  hear  the  roar 
Of  the  sea  in  its  pauses  grow  nearer 

and  drearer. 

And  .  .  .  hush  !  hush  !  hush  ! 
O  was  it  the  wind  ?   or  was  it  the 

rush 
Of  the   restless  waters  that  tumble 

and  splash 
On  the   wild   sea-rocks  ?  or   was   it 

the  crash 
Of  stones  on  the  old  wet  bridge  up 

there  ? 
Or  the  sound  of  the  tempest  come 

over  the  main  ? 
— Nay.  but  just  now  the  night  was 

fair. 
Was  it  the  march  of  the  midnight" 

rain 
Clattering  down  in  the  courts  ?  or 

the  crash 
Of    armor    yonder  ?    .    .    .    Listen 

again  ! 

Can  it  be  lightning?  can  it  be  thun- 
der ?" 

For  a  light  is  all  round  the  lurid 
hall 

That  reddens  and  reddens  the  win- 
dows all, 

And  far  away  you  may  hear  the  fall 

As  of  rafter  and  bowlder  splitting 
asunder. 

It  is  not  the  thunder,  and  it  is  not 
the  lightning 

To  which  the  castle  is  sounding  and 
brightening, 

But  something  worse  than  lightning 
or  thunder , 

For  what  is  this  that  is  coming  yon- 
der ? 

Which  way?    Here!    Where? 
Call  the  men  !  ...  Is  it  there  ? 
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Call  them  out  !     Ilia?  the  bell  ! 
lling  the  Fiend  ba-k  to  Hell  ! 
King,   ring  the   alarum   for  mercy  ! 

.  .  .  Too  late  ! 
It  has  crawled   up  the  walls— it  has 

burst  in  the  gate — 
It   looks   through   the    windows — it 

creeps  near  the  hall — 
Xear.  more  near — red  and  clear — 
It  is  here  ! 
Now  the  saints  save  us  all  ! 

And  little,  in  truth,  boots  it  ringing 

the  bell. 
For  the  tire  is  loose  on  its  way  one 

may  tell 
By  the  hot  simmering  whispers  and 

humming  up  there 
In  the  oak-beams  and  rafters.     Now 

one  of  the  Squires 
His   elbow  hath  thrust  through  the 

half-smouidered  door, — 
Such   a    hole   as    some   rat  for  his 

blown  wife  might  bore, — 
And    straightway   in    snaky,   white 

wavering  spires 
The  thin  smoke  twirls  through,  and 

spreads  eddying  in  gyres 
Here  and  there  toucht  with  vanish- 
ing tints  from  the  glare 
That  has   swathed  in  its  rose-light 

the  sharp  turret  stair. 
Soon  the  door   ruined  through  :  and 

in  tumbled  a  cloud 
Of  black  vapor.     And  first 'twas  all 

blackness,  and  then 
The    quick    forked    fires    leapt    out 

from  their  shroud 
In   the   blackness  :    and   through   it 

rushed  in  the  armed  men 
From    the    court-yard.      And   then 

there  was  Hying  and  fighting. 
And  praying  and  cursing, — confusion 

confounded. 
Each  man.  at  wiid  hazard,  through 

smoke  ramparts  smiting. 
Has  struck  ...  is  it  friend  ?    is  it 

foe  ?    Who  is  wounded  ? 

.b-it  the  Earl, — who  last  saw  him  ? 
Who  cares  ?  who  knows  ? 


Some  one,  no  doubt,  by  the  weight 

of  his  blows. 
And   they   all,   at   times,  heard   his 

oath — so  they  swore: — 
Such   a   cry   as  s'>me    speared   wild 

beast  niiuht  uive.  vent  to 
When  the  lean  dogs  are  on  him,  and 

forth  with  tiiat  roar 
Of   desolate  wrath,  the  life  is  sei  ? 

too. 
If  lie  die,  he  will  die  with  the  dying 

about  him, 
And  his  red  wet  sword  in  his  hand, 

never  doubt  him  : 
If   he  live,   perchance  he  will  bear 

his  new  bride 
Through  them  all.  past  the  bridge, 

to  the  wild  seaside. 
And    there,    whether    he   leave,   or 

keep  his  wife  still, 
There's  the  free  sea  round  him,  new 

lands,  and  new  life  still. 

And  .  .  .  but  all,  the  red  light  there! 

And  high  up  and  higher 
The  soft,  warm,  vivid  sparkles  crowd 

kindling,  ana  wander 
Far  away  down  the  breathless   blue 

cone  of  the  night. 
Saints  !  can  it  be  that  the  ships  are 

on-  fire, 
Those   fierce   hot  clots    of    crimson 

light, 
Brightening,     whitening      in      the 

distance  yonder  ? 
Slowly  over  the  slumbrous  dark 
t"p  from  those  fountains  of  lire  spark 

on  spark 
(You    might    count    them    almost) 

floats  silent  :  and  clear 
In  the  steadfast  glow  the  great  crosr- 

beams, 
And  the    sharp   and   delicate   mas. 4 

show  black  ; 
While    wider    and    higher    the     red 

light  streams. 

And  oozes  and  overflows  at  the  back. 
Then   faint  through  the   distance  a 

sound  you  hear, 

And  the  bare  poles  totter  and   dis- 
appear. 
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Of  the  Earl,  in   truth,  the   Seneschal 

swore 
(And  over   the    ocean   this    tale  he 

bore) 
That  when,  as  he  fled   on  that   last 

wild  night, 
He  had  gained  the  other  side  of  the 

moat, 
Dripping,    he    shook     off  his     wet 

leathern  coat, 
And   turning    round    beheld,   from 

basement 

To  cope,  the  castle  swathed  in  light. 
And,  revealed  in  the  glare   through 

My  Lady's  casement. 
He   saw,   or   dreamed   he   saw,  this 

sight — 

Two  forms  (and  one  for  the  Earl's  he 

knew, 
By  the   long  shaggy  beard   and   the 

broad  hack  too) 
Struggling,  grappling,  like  things  half 

human. 
The  other,  he   said,  he   hut   vaguely 

distinguished. 
When  a  sound  like  the  shriek  of  an 

agonized  woman 
Made   him  shudder,  and   lo,  all   the 

vision  was  gone  ! 

Ceiling  and  floor  had  fallen  through, 
In    a    glut    of    vomited   flame    ex- 
tinguished ; 
And  the  still  fire  rose  and  hroadened 

on. 

How  fearful  a  thing  is  fire  ! 
You  might  make  up  your  mind  to  die 

hy  wat-r 
A  slow  cool   death, — nay,  at  limes, 

when  weaiy 
Of  pains  that  pass  not,  and  pleasures 

that  pall, 
When   the   temples  throb,    and  the 

heart  is  dreary 
And  life  is  dried  up,  you  could  even 

desire 
Through  the  flat  green  weeds  to  fall 

and  fall 
Half  asleep    down   the  green   light 

under  them  all. 
As  in  a  dream,  while  all  things  seem 


Wavering,    wavering,     to    feel    the 

stream 
Wind,   and  gurgle,  and   sound   and 

gleam. 
And  who  would  very  much  fear   to 

vxpire 
By  steel,  in  the  front  of  victorious 

slaughter, 
The   blithe   battle   about    him,   ai  1 

comrades  in  call  ? 
But  to  die  by  fire — 
O  that  night  in  the  hall  ! 

And  the  castle  burned  from  base  to 
top. 

You  had  thought  that  the  lire  would 
never  st-  p, 

For  it  roared  like  the  great  north- 
wind  in  the  pines, 

And  shone  as  the  boreal  meteor 
shines 

Watched  by  wild  hunters  in  shudder- 
ing bands, 

When  wolves  are  about  in  the  icy 
lands. 

From,  the  sea  you  might  mark  for  a 
space  of  three  days, 

Or  fainter  or  fiercer,  the  dull  red 
blaze. 

And  when  this  ceased,  the  smoke 
above  it 

Hung  so  heavy  not  even  the  wind 
seemed  to  move  it ; 

So  it  glared  and  groaned,  and  night 
after  night 

Smouldered,  —  a  terrible  beacon- 
light. 

Xow   the   Earl's   old   minstrel, —  he 

that  had  sung 
His  youth   out   in   those  halls, — the 

man  beloved,  [tongue, 

With  the  silver  hair  and  the   golden 
They  bore  him  out  from  the  fire  ;  but 

he  roved 

Back  to  the  stifled  courts  :  and  there 
They    watched   him    hovering,   day 

after  day. 

To  and  fro,  with  his  long  white  hair 
And  his  gold  harp,  chanting  a  lonely 

lay ; 


A  SOUL'S  LOS?. 


';  Chanting  and  changing  it  o'er  and 

o  er, 
Like  the   mournful   mad   inekxlious 

breath 
Of  some  wild  swan  singing  himself  to 

death, 
As   lie  lloats  down  a  strange   land 

leagues  away. 
One    day   the    song    ceased.      They 

lu-i'.rd  it  no  more. 

Did  you  ever  an  Alpine  eagle  see 
Come  down  from  Hying  near  the  sun 
To  lind  his  eyrie  all  undone 
On  lonely  cliffs  where  chance  hath 

led 
Some  spying    thief    the    brood    to 

plunder  ? 

How  hangs  he  desolate  overhead. 
And  circling  now  aloft,  now  under, 
His  ruined  home  screams  round  and 

round, 
Then    drops  flat    fluttering  to    the 

ground. 
So  moaning  round  the  roofs  they  saw 

him, 
With   his  gleaming    harp    and   his 

vesture  white  :  [ing 

Going,  and  coming,  and  ever  return- 
To  those  chambers,  emptied  of  beauty 

and  state 
JLnd  choked    with     blackness    and 

ruin  and  burning  ; 


Then,    as   some  instinct   seemed   to 

draw  him, 

Like  hidden  hands  down  to  his  fate, 
lie  paused,  plunged,  dropped  forevt.-r 

from  sight  ; 
And  a  cone  of  smoke  and  sparkles 

rolled  up, 
As  out  of  some  troubled  crater-cup 

As  for  the  rest,  some  died  ;    s  me 

fled 

Over  the  sea,  nor  ever  returned. 
But  until  to  the   living  return   the 

dead, 
And  they  each  stall  stand  and  take 

their  station 

Again  at  the  last  great  conflagration, 
Never  more  will  le  seen  the  Earl  or 

the  stranger. 
No  doubt  there  is  much  here  that's 

fit  to  be  burned. 
Christ  save  us  all  in  that  day  from 

the  danger  ! 

And  this  is  why  these  fishermen  say, 
Sitting  alone  in  their  boats  on  the 

bay, 
When  the  moon  is  low  in  the  wild 

windy  nights, 
They  hear  strange  sounds,  and  see 

strange  sights. 

Spectres  gathering  all  forlorn 
Under  the  boughs  of  this  bare  black 

thorn. 


A  SOUL'S  LOSS. 

"If  Beauty  have  a  soul  tins  is  not  she."— TROILUS  AXD  CRESSIDA. 


T\VIXT  the  Future  and  the  Past 
There's  a  moment.     It  is  o'er. 

Kiss  sad  hands  !  we  part  at  last. 
I  am  on  the  other  shore. 

Fly.  stern  Hour  !  and  hasten  fast. 
Nobler  things  are  gone  before. 

From  the  dark  of  dying  years 

Grows  a  face  with  violet  eyes, 
Tremulous  through  tender  tears,- 


Warm  lips  heavy  with  rich  sighs, — 
Ah.  they  fade  !  it  disappears, 
And  with  it  my  whole  heart  dies  ! 

Dies  .  .  .  and  this  choked  world  is 

sickening  : 

Truth  has  nowhere  room  for  breath. 
Crusts  of  falsehood,  slowly  thicken* 

ing 
From  the  rottenness  beneath 
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These   rank  social  forms,  are  quick- 
ening 
To  a  loathsome  life-in-death. 

0  those  devil's  market-places  ! 
Knowing,  nightly,  she  wa   there, 

Can  1  marvel  that  the  traces 
On  her  spirit  are  not  fair? 

[ forgot  that  air  debases 
When  i  knew   she    breathed   such 
air. 

This  a  fair  immortal  spirit 

For     which     God     prepared    his 

spheres  ? 
What  !  shall  this  the  stars  inherit  ? 

And  the  worth  of  honest  tears  ? 
A  fool's  fancy  all  its  mirth  i 

A  fool's  judgment  all  its  fears  ! 

\o.  she  loves  no  other  !    Xo, 
That  is  lost  which  she  gave  me. 

is  tliis  comfort. — that  I  know 
All  her  spirit's  poverty  ? 

When  that  dry  soul  is  drained  low, 
His  who  wills  the  dregs  may  be  ! 

Peace  !    I  trust  a  heart  forlorn 
Weakly  upon  boisterous  speech. 

Pity  were  more  tit  t  an  scorn. 

Fingered      moth,      and      bloomless 
peach  ! 

Gathered  rose  without  a  thori:, 
Set  to  fleer  in  all  men's  reach  ! 

1  am  clothed  with  hc-r  disgrace. 

O  her  shame  lias  made  my  own  ! 
O  1  reel  from  my  high  place  ! 

All  belief  :s  overthrown 
Wh.it  !     "'his  whirligig  of  lace, 

This   is    the   Queeu    that  I   have 
known  ? 

Starry  Queen  that  did  confer 
Ui'auty  on  the  barren  earth  ! 

Woodlands,  wandered  oft  wi;h  her 
In  her  sadness  and  her  mirth, 

Feeling  her  ripe  influence  stir 
Brought  the  violets  to  birth. 


The  great  golden  clouds  of  even, 
They,   too,    knew    her,    and     the 
host 

Of  the  eternal  stars  in  heaven  ; 
And  1  deemed  I  knew  he    most. 

I,  to  whom  the  Word  was  given 
How  archangels  have  been  lost  ! 

Given  in  vain  !  .  .  .  But  all  is  over  J 
Every  spell  that  bound  me  broken  J 

In  her  eyes  I  can  discover 
Of  th  .t  perisht  soul  no  token. 

I  can  neither  hate  nor  love  her. 
All  my  loss  must  be  unspoken. 

Mourn  I  may,  that  from  her  features 
All  the  angel  light  is  gone. 

But  I  chide  not.     Human  creatures 
Are  not  angels.     She  was  none- 

Women  have  so  many  natures  ! 
I  think  she   loved   me  well  with 
one. 

All  is  not  with  love  departed. 

Life   remains,  though  toucht  with 

scorn. 
Lonely,  but  not  broken-hearted. 

Nature  changes  not.     The  morn 
Breathes   not    sadder.      Buds   have 

started 
To  white  clusters  on  the  thorn. 

And  to-morow  I  shall  see 
How  the  leaves  their  green  leaves 

sheath 

Have  burst  upon  the  chestnut-tree. 
And  the  white  rose-bush  beneath 
My  lattice  which,  once  tending,  she 
Made   thrice     sweeter    with    he? 
breath, 

Its  black  buds  through    moss    an<? 

glue 

Will  swell  greener.     And  at  eve 
Winking  bats  will  waver  through 
The  gray  warmth  from    eave  to 

eave, 
While  the  daisy  gathers  dew. 

These  things  grieve  not,  though  I 
grieve. 
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What  of  that  ?  Deep  Nature's  glad- 
ness 

Does  not  help  this  grief  to  less. 
And  the  stars  will  show  no  sadness. 

And  the  llowers  no  heavi:ii-v.. 
Though  each  thought  should  turn  to 

madness 
'Xeath  the  strain  of  its  distress  ! 

NO,  if  life  seem  lone  to  me, 
'T is  scarce  lonelier  that  at  first. 

Lonely  Matures  there  must  he. 
Eagles  are  so.     I  was  nurst 

Far  from  love  in  infancy  : 
I  have  sought  to  slake  my  thirst 

At  high  founts  ;  to  fly  alone, 
Haunt   the  heaven,  and  soar,  and 

sing. 
Earth's     warm    joys  I     have     not 

known. 

Tins  one  heart  held  everything. 
Now  my  eyrie  is  o'erthrown  ! 
As  of  old,  1  spread  the  wing, 

And  rise  up  to  meet  my  fate 
With  a  yet  unbroken  will. 

When  Heaven  shut  up  Eden-gate, 
Man  was  given  the  earth  to  till. 

There's  a  world  to  cultivate, 
And  a  solitude  to  fill. 

Welcome  man's  old  helpmate,  Toil  ! 
How   may   this    heart's    hurt    be 

healed  ? 

Crush  the  olive  into  oil  ; 
Turn   the   ploughshare  ;    sow   the 

field. 

All  are  tillers  of  the  soil. 
Each  some  harvest  hopes  to  yield. 

Shall  I  perish  with  the  whole 

Of  the  coming  yeais  in  view 
Unattempted  '.'     To  the  soul 

Every  hour  brings  something  new. 
Still  suns  rise  :  still  ages  roll. 

Still  some  deed  is  loft  to  do. 

Some  .  .  .  but  what  ?    Small  matter 

now  ! 
For  one  lily  for  her  hair, 


For  one  rose  to  wreathe  her  brow, 
For  one  gem  to  sparkle  there, 

i  had  .  .  .  w.'rd-.  old  words,  1  knorr! 
What  was  I,  that  she  should  care 

How  I  differed  from  the  common 
Crowd    tnat   thrills     not     to     her 

touch  :' 
How     I    (Itemed     her     more     than 

human, 

And  had  died  to  crown  her  such  ? 
They  ?       To    them    she     is     mere 

woman. 
O,  her  loss  and  mine  is  much  ! 

Fool,   she    haunts    me    still  !      No 
wonder  ! 

Not  a  bud  on  yon  black  bed, 
Not  a  swalc'd  lily  yonder, 

But  recalls  some  fragrance  iled  ! 
Here,  what  marvel  1  should  ponder 

On  the  last  word  which  she  said  ? 

I  must  seek  some  other  place 

Where  free  Nature  knows  her  not: 

Where  I  shall  not  meet  her  face 
In  each  old  familiar  spot. 

There  is  comfort  left  in  space. 
Even  this  grief  may  be  forgot. 

Great  men  reach  dead   hands  unto 

me 

From  the  graves  to  comfort  me. 
Shakspeare's      heart     is     throbbing 

through  me. 

All  man  has  I  seen  man  may  be. 
Plato    speaks   like    one   that    knew 

me. 
Life  is  made  Philosophy. 

Ah,  no,  no  !  while  yet  the  leaf 
Turns,  the  truth  upon  its  pall. 

By  the  stature  of  this  grief. 

l-'ven  Shakspeure  shows  so  small  ! 

Plato  palters  with  relief. 

Grief  is  greater  than  them  all  ! 

They  were  pedants  who  could  speak. 
Grinder    souls  have    passed    uu- 
hearti  : 
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Such  as  found  all  language  weak  ; 

Choosing  rather  to  record 
St-crpts  before  Heaven  :  nor  break 

Faith  with  angels  by  a  word. 

I  And    Heaven  heeds    this  wretched- 
ness 

'Whirl i  I  suffer.     Let  it  be. 
Would  that  I  could  love  thee  less  ! 
I,  too,  am  dragged  down  by  thee. 


Thine — in  weakness — thine — ah  yes' 
Yet  farewell  eternally. 

Child.  I  have  no  lips  to  chide  thee. 

Take  the  blessing  of  a  heart 
(Never  more  to  beat  beside  thee  !) 

Which   in   blessing    breaks.     De- 
part. 
Farewell.     I  that  deified  thee 

Dare  not  question  what  thou  art. 
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Lest  what  thou  seek  be  haply  hid 

In  bramble  blossoms  at  thy  side, 
Or  shut  within  the  daisy-lid. 

God's  glory  lies  not  out  of  reach. 
The  moss  we  crush  beneath  our 

feet, 

The  pebbles  on  the  wet  sea-beach, 
Have  solemn  meanings  strange  and 
sweet. 

The  peasant  at  his  cottage  door 
31  ay  teach  thee  more  than  Plato 
knew  : 

See  (hat  thou  scorn  him  not  :  adore 
God  in  him,  and  thy  nature  too. 

Know  well  thy  friends.     The  wood- 
bine's breath, 

The  woolly  tendril  on  the  vine, 
Are  more  to  thee  than  Cato's  death, 

Ur  Cicer./s  wor   .  to  Catiline. 

Tlie  wild  rose  is  thy  next  in  blood  : 
Share  Xature   with  her,  and  thy 
heart. 

The  kingcups  are  thy  Jsterhood  : 
Consult  them  duly  on  thine  art. 

Xcr  cross  the   sea  for  gems.      Nor 

seek  : 
Be    sought.      Fear    not    to    dwell 

alone. 


Possess  thyself.     Be  proudly  meek. 
See  thou  be  worthy  to  be  known. 

The  Genius  on  thy  daily  ways 
Shall  meet,  and  take  thee  by  the 
hand  : 

But  serve  him  not  as  who  obeys  : 
He  is  thy  slave  if  thou  command  : 

And  blossoms  on  the  blackberry- 
stalks 

He  shall  enchant  as  thou  dost  pass, 
Till  they  drop  gold  upon  thy  walks, 

And  diamonds  in  the  dewy  grass. 

Such  largess  of  the  liberal  bowers 
From  left  to  right  is  grandly  flung, 

What  time  their  subject  blooms  and 

flowers 
King-Poets  walk  in  state  among. 

Be  quiet.     Take  things  as  they  come; 
Each  hour  will  draw  out  some  sur- 
prise. 

With  blessing  let  the  days  go  home  . 
Thou  shal    have  thanks  from  even- 
ing  skies. 

Lean  not  on  one  mind  constantly  : 
Lest,  where  one  stood  before,  two 
fall. 

Something  God  hath  to  say  to  thee 
Worth  hearing  from  the  lips  of  a»L 
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All  things  are  thine  estate  :  yet  must 

Thou  first  d. splay  the  title-deeds. 
And  sue  the  world.     Be  strong  :  and 

trust 

High  instincts  more  than  all  the 
creeds. 

The  world  of  Thought  is  packed  so 

tight, 

If  thoii  stand  up  another  tumbles: 
Heed   it  not,  though   thou  have  to 

light 

"U  ith      giants  ;      whoso     follows 
stumbles. 

Assort  thyself  :  and  by  and  by 
The  world  will  come  and  lean  on 

tlice. 

lint  seek  not  praise  of  men  :  thereby 
Shall    false    shows     cheat     thee. 
Boldly  be. 

Each  man  was  worthy  at  the  first  : 
God  spake  to  us  ere  we  were  born: 

But  we  forget.  The  land  is  curst  : 
We  plant  the  brier,  reap  the  thorn. 

Remember,  every  man  He  made 

Is  different  :  has  some  deed  to  do, 
Some    work    to    work.      Be    undis- 
mayed, 

Though  thine  be  humble  :  do  it 
too. 

Not  all  the  wisdom  of  the  schools 
Is   wise   for  thee.     Hast  thou  to 
speak  ? 

No  man  hath  spoken  for  thee.    Rules 
Are  well  :  but  never  fear  to  break 

The  scaffolding  of  other  souls  : 
It,  was  not  meant  for  thee  to  mount ; 

Though  it  may  serve  thee.     Separate 

wholes 
Make;  up  the  sum  of  God's  account. 

Earth's  number-seal"  is  near  ns  set  ; 

The  tot   1  God  alone  can 
But  each  some  fraction  :  shall  I  fret 

If    you    see    Four    where  I    saw 
'Three  ? 


A  unit's  loss  the  sum  would  mar  ; 

Therefore  it'  I  have  One  or  Two, 
I  am  as  rich  as  others  are, 

And  help  the  whole  as  well  as  you. 

This  wild  white  rosebud  in  my  hand 
Hath     meanings    meant   for    me 

alone, 

Which  no  one  else  can  understand  : 
To   you    it  breathe     with  altered 
tone  : 

How  shall  I  class  its  properties 
For  you  ?  or  its  wise  whisperings 

Interpret  ?     Other  ears  and  eyes 
It  teaches  many  other  things. 

We  number  daisies,  fringe  and  star  : 
We   count  the   cinqfoils   and   the 

poppies  : 
We  know  not  what  they  mean.     We 

are 
Degenerate  copyists  of  copies. 

We  go  to  Nature,  n   ,  as  lords, 
But  servants  :  and  she  treats  us 
thus  : 

Speaks  to  us  with  indifferent  words, 
And  from  a  distance  looks  at  us. 

Let  us  go  boldly,  as  we  ought, 
And  say  to  her,  "  We  are  a  part 

Of  that  supreme  original  Thought 
Which  did  conceive  thee  what  thou 
art  : 

"  We  will  not  have  this  lofty  look  : 
Thou  shalt  fail  down,  an,l  recog- 
nize 
Thy   kings  :    we   will   write   in   thy 

book, 
Command  thee  with  our  eyes." 

She  hath  usurpt  us.     She  should  b*i 
Our  model  :  but  we  have  become 

Her  miniature-paiiiters.      So   when 

we 
Entreat  her  softly  she  is  dumb. 

Xor  serve  the  subject  overmuch  : 
Nor  rhythm  and  rhyme,  nor  color 
and  form. 
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Know  truth   hath  all   great  graces, 

such 

As  shall  with  these  thy  work  in- 
form. 

We  ransack  History's  tattered  page: 
We  prale  of  epoch  and  costume  : 

Call  this,  and  that,  the  Classic  Age  : 
Choose  tunic  now,  now  helm  and 
plume  : 

But  while  we  halt  in  weak  debate 
'Twixt  that  and   this  appropriate 

theme, 
The  offended  wild-flowers  stare  and 

wait, 

The   bird   hoots    at   us   from   the 
stream. 

Next,  as  to  laws.  What's  beautiful 
We  recognize,  in  form  and  face  : 

And  judge  it  thus,  and  thus,  by  rule, 
As  perfect  law  brings  perfect  grace: 

If  through  the  effect  we  drag  the 
cause. 

Dissect,  divide,  anatomize, 
Results  are  lost  in  loathsome  laws, 

And  all  the  ancient  beauty  dies  : 

Till  we,  instead  of  bloom  and  light, 
See  only  sinews,  nerves,  and  veins : 

Nor  will  the  effect  and  cause  unite, 
For  one  is  lost  if  one  remains  : 

Bui  from  some  higher  point  behold 
This  dense,  perplexing  complica- 
tion ; 

A.nd  laws  involved  in  laws  unfold. 
And  orb  into  thy  contemplation. 

God,  when  he  made  the  seed,  con- 
ceived 
The  flower  ;  and  all  the  work  of 

sun 

And  rain,  before  the  stem  was  leaved, 
In  that,  prenatal  thought  was  done; 

The  girl  who  twines  in  her  soft  hair 
Tiie    orange-llower,     with    love's 
devotion, 


By  the  mere  act  of  being  fair 
Sets  countless  laws  of  life  in'uio- 
tioii  ; 

So  thou,  by  one  thought  thoroughly 

great, 

Shalt,  without  heed  thereto,  fulfil 
All  laws  of  art.     Create  !  create  ! 
Dissection   leaves   the  dead   deai- 
still. 

All  Sciences  are  branches,  each, 
Of    that    first    science, — Wisdom. 

Seize 
j  The    true    point    whence,    if    thou 

shouldst  reach 

Thine  arm  out,  thou  may'st  grasp 
all  these, 

And  close  all  knowledge  in  thy  palm. 

As  History  proves  Philosophy  : 
Philosophy,  with  warnings  calm, 

Prophet-like,  guiding  History. 

Burn  catalogues.     Write  thine  own 

books. 
What  need  to  pore  o'er  Greece  and 

Home  ? 
When  whoso  through  his  own  life 

looks 
Shall  find  that  he  is  fully  come. 

Through    Greece    and    Rome,    and 

Middle-Age  : 

Hath  been  by  turns,  ere  yet  full- 
grown. 

Soldier,  and  Senator,  and  Sage, 
And  worn  the  tunic  and  the  gown. 

Cut  the    world   thoroughly  to    the 

heart. 

The  sweet  and  bitter  kernel  crack. 
Have  no  half-dealings  with  thine  art. 
All  heaven  is  waiting  :  turn  not 
back. 

If  all  the  world  for  thee  and  me 
One  solitary  shape  possessed, 

What  shall  I  say  ?  a  single  tree — 
Whereby  to  type  and  hint  thereat, 


424 


THE   WIFE'S  TRAGEDY. 


And  I  could  imitate  the  bark 

And  foliage,  both  in  form  and  line, 

Or  silvery-gray,  or  bro\vn  and  dark, 
Or  rough  with  moss,  or  wot  with 
dew, 

But  thou,  with  one  form  in  thine 

eye, 

Couldst      penetrate     all     forms  : 
possess 

The  soui  of  form  :  and  multiply 
A  million  like  it,  more  or  less, — 

Which  were  the  Artist  of  us  twain  ? 

The  moral's  clear  to  understand. 
\    Where'er  we  walk,  by  hill  or  plain, 
Is  there  no  mystery  on  the  land  ? 

I   The  osierod,  oozy  water,  ruffled 

By  fluttering  swifts  that  dip  and 

wink  : 

Deep  cattle  in  the  cowslips  muffled, 
Or  la/y-eyed  upon  the  brink  : 


Or,  when — a  scroll  of  stars — the 
night  [away, 

(By  God  withdrawn)  is  rolled 
The  silent  sun.  on  some  cold  height, 

Breaking  the  great  seal  of  the  day: 

Are  these  not  words  more  rich  than 

ours  ? 

O  sei/.e  their  import  if  you  can  ! 
Our  souls  are  parched  like  withering 
flowers,  [gftii. 

Our  knowledge  ends  Avhere  it  be- 

While  yet  about  us  fall  God'y  dews, 
And  whisper  secrets  o'er  the  earth 

Worth  all  the  weary  years  we  lose 
In  learning  legends  of  our  birth, 

Arise,  O  Artist !  and  restore 

Their  music  to  the  moaning  winds, 
Love's  broken  pearls  to  life's  bare 

shore, 

And    freshness    to    our   fainting 
minds. 
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THE  EVENING  BEFORE  THE 
FLIGHT. 

TAKE  the  diamonds  from  my  hair  ! 

Take  the  flowers  from  the  urn  ! 
1'liug  the  lattice  wide  !  more  air  ! 

Air — more  air,  or  else  1  burn  ! 

Put  the  bracelets  by.     And  thrust 
Out  of  sight  these  hated  pearls. 

1  muld  trample  them  to  dust, 
Though   they   were    his  gift,   the 
Earl's  ! 

Fltisht,  I  am  ?    The  dance  it  was. 

Only  that.     Now  leave  me.  Sweet. 
Take  the  /lowers.  Love,  because 

They  will  wither  in  this  heat. 


Good-night,    dearest  !      Leave    the 

door 

Half-way  open  as  you  go. 
— O,  thank  God  ?  .  .  .  Alone  once 

more. 

Am    I    dreaming?    .  .  .    Dream- 
ing ?  .      .110! 


Still  that  music  underneath 
Works  to  madness  in  my  brain. 

Even  the  roses  seem  to  brealhe 
Poisoned  perfumes,  full  of  pain. 


Let  me  think  .  .  „  my  head  is  ach- 
ing. 

I  have  little  strength  to  think. 
And  1  know  my  heart  is  breaking. 

Yet,  O  love,  I  will  uot  shrink  ! 
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In  liis  look  was  such  sweet  sadness. 

And  he  fixed  that  look  on  me. 
I  was  helpless  .  .  .  call  it  madness, 

Call  it  guilt  .  .  .  but  it  must  be. 

I  can  hear  it.  if.  in  losing 

All  things  eh-e.  I  lose  him  not. 

Ail  the  .grief  is  my  own  choosing. 
Can  I  nuinnur  at  my  lot  :J 

Ah,  the  night  is  bright  and  still 

Over  all  "the  fields  I  know 

j   And  the  chestnuts  on  the  hill  . 

And  the  quiet  lake  below. 

!By  that  lake  I  yet  remember 
How,  last  year,  we  stood  together 
i   One  wild  eve  in  warm  September 
Bright  with  thunder  :  not  a  feather 

I   Stirred    the   slumbrous   swans   that 

floated 
I       Past    the    reed-beds,    husht    and 

white  : 

Towers  of  sultry  cloud  hung  moated 
lu  the  lake's  unshaken  light : 

Far  behind  iis  all  the  extensive 
Woodland  blackened  against  heav- 
en :  [sive  : 

And  we  spoke  not  : — pausing  pen- 
Till  the  thunder-cloud  was  riven, 

And  the  black  wood  whitened  under, 
And  the  storm  began  to  roll, 

And  the  love  laid  up  like  thunder 
Burst  at  once  vipon  my  soul. 

There  !  .  .  .  the    moon   is   just    in 
crescent 

In  the  silent  happy  sky. 
And  to-night  the  meanest  peasant 

In  her  light's  more  blest  than  I. 

Other  moons  I  soon  shall  see 
Over  Asian  headlands  green  : 

Ocean-spaces  sparkling  free 

I  les  of  breathless  balm  between. 

And  the  rosy-rising  star 
At  the  setting  of  the  day 

Fr<>m  the  distant  sandy  bar 
Shining  over  Africa  : 


Steering  through  the  glowing  \vea- 
ther 

Past  the  tracks  of  crimson  light, 
Down  the  sunset  lost  together 

Far  athwart  the  summer  night. 

"Canst  thon  make 'such  life  thy 
choice. 

My  heart's  own,  my  chosen  one  ?  " 
So  he  whispered  and  his  voice 

Had  such  magic  in  its  tone  ? 

But  one  hour  ago  we  parted. 

And  we  meet  again  to-morrow. 
Parted — silent,  and  sad-hearted  - 

And   we  meet — in  guilt  and   sor- 
row. 

But  we  shall  meet .  .  .  meet,  O  God, 
To  part  never  .     .  the  last  time  ! 

Yes  !  the  Ordeal  shall  be  trod. 
Burning  ploughshares  —  love  and 
crime. 

0  with  him,  with  him  to  wander 
Through     the    wide    world — only 

his  ! 
Heart    and    hope    and    heaven    to 

squander 
On  the  wild  wealth  of  his  kiss  ! 

Then  ?  .  .  .  like  these  poor  flower? 
that  wither 

In  my  bosom,  to  be  thrown 
Lightly  from  him  any  whither 

When  the  sweetness  all  is  flown  ? 

O,  I  know  it  all.  my  fate  ! 

But  the  gulf  is  crost  forever. 
And  regret  is  born  too  late. 

The  shut  Past  reopens  never. 

Fear  ?  .  .  I  cannot  fear  !  for  fear 
Dies  with  hope  in  every  breast. 

O,  I  see  the  frozen  sneer. 

Careless  smile,  and  callous  jest  I 

But  my  shame  shall  yet  be  worn 
Like  the  purple  of  a  Queen. 

1  c;in  answer  scorn  with  scorn. 
Fool  !  I  know  not  what  I  me 
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Yet  beneath  his  smile  (tus  smile  !) 
Smiles  less  kind  1  shall  not  see. 

Let  the  whole  wide  world  revile. 
He  is  all  the  world  to  me. 

So  to-night  all  hopes,  all  fears, 
All  the  bright  and  brief  array 

Of  my  lost  youth's  happier  years, 
With  these  gems  I  put  away. 

Gone  !  .  .  so     .  .  one  by  one 
all  gone  ! 

Xot  one  jewel  I  retain 
Of  my  life's  wealth.     All  alone 

I  tread  boldly  o'er  my  pain. 

On  to  him  .  .  .  Ah.  me  !  my  child — 
My  own  fair-haired,  darling  boy  ! 

In  his  sleep  just  now  he  smiled 
All  his  dreams  are  dreams  of  joy. 

How  those  soft  long  lashes  shade 
That  young  cheek  so  husht  and 
warm. 

Like  a  half-blown  rosebud  laid 
On  the  little  dimpled  arm  ! 

He  will  wake  without  a  mother. 

He  will  hate  me  when  he  hears 
From  the  cold  lips  of  another 

All  my  faults  in  after  years. 

None  will  toll  the  deep  devotion 
Wherewith  I  have  brooded  o'er 

His  young  life,  since  its  first  motion 
Made   me    hope    and    pray    once 
more. 

On  my  breast  he  smiled  and  slept, 
Smiled   between  my  wrongs  and 
me, 

Till  the  weak  warm  tears  I  wept 
Set  my  dry,  coiled  nature  free. 

Nay,  .  .       my  feverish   kiss   would 

wake  him. 

How  can  I  dare  bless  his  sleep  ? 
They   will   change  him    soon,    and 

make  him 
Like  themselves  that  never  weep  ; 


Fitted  to  the  world's  bad  part  : 
Yet,   with  all  their  wealth  afford 

him 
Aught  more    rich    than    this     lost 

heart 

Whose  last  anguish  yearns  toward 
him  ? 

Ah.  there's  none  will  love  him  then 
As  I  love  that  leave  him  now  ! 

He  will  mix  with  selfish  men. 
Yes,  he  has  his  father's  brow  ! 

Lie  thou    there,   thou    poor    rose- 
blossom, 

In  that  little  hand  more  light 
Than  upon  this  restless  bosom, 

Whose  last  gift  is  given  to-night. 

God  forgive  me  ! — My  God,  cherish 
His  lone  motherless  infancy  ! 

Would  to-night  that  1  might  perish! 
But  heaven  will  not  let  me  die. 

O  love  !  love  !  but  this  is  bitter  ! 

O  that  we  had  never  met  ! 
O  but  hate  than  love  were  fitter  ! 

And  he  too  may  hate  me  yet. 

Yet  to  him  have  I  not  given 
All  life's  sweetness  ?  .  .  .  fame  ? 
and  name  ? 

Hope  ?  and  happiness  ?  and  heaven  ? 
Can  he  hate  me  for  my  shame  ? 

"Child."    he    said,   "thy    life   was 
glad 

In  the  dawning  of  its  years  : 
And  love's  morn  should  be  less  sad, 

For  his  eve  may  close  in  tears. 

"Sweet  in  novel  lands."  he  said, 
"  Day  by  day  to  share  delight  .; 

On  by  soft  surprises  led. 
And  together  rest  at  night. 

"  We  will  see  the  shores  of  Greece, 
A  :>•.!  the  temples  of  the  Nile  : 

Sail  where  summer  suns  increase 
Toward  the  south  from  isle  to  isle. 
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"Track  the  first  star  that  swims  on 
Glowing  depths  toward  night  and 
us, 
While  the  heats  of  sunset  crimson 
All  the  purple  Bosphorus. 

11. 

THE   PORTRAIT. 

YES,   'tis  she  !    Those    eyes  ! 
hair 

With  the  self-same  wondrous 

that 
hue! 

"  Leaning  o'er  some  dark  ship-side. 

Watch  llie  wane  of  mighty  moons; 
Or  through  starlit  Venice  glide, 

Singing  down  the  blue  lagoons. 

"  So  from  coast  to  coast  we'll  range, 
Growing  nearer  as  we  move 

On   our  charmed    way  ;    each    soft 

change 
Only  deepening  changeless  love." 

'Twas    the    dream    which     I,    too, 
dreamed 

Once,  long  since,  in  days  of  yore. 
Life's  long-faded  fancies  seemed 

At  his  words  to  bloom  once  more. 

The  old  hope,  the  wreckt  belief, 
The  lost  light  of  vanisht  years, 

Ere  my  heart  was  worn  with  grief, 
Or  mv   eyes   were   dimmed  with 


tears 


When,  a  careless  girl,  I  clung 

With  proud  trust  to  my  own  pow- 
ers ; 

Ah,  long  since  I,  too,  was  young, 
I,  too,  dreamed  of  happier  hours  ! 

Whether  this  may  yet  be  so 
(Truth  or  dream)  I  cannot  tell. 

But  where'er  his  footsteps  go 
Turns  my  heart,  I  feel  too  well. 

Ha  !  the  long  night  wears  away. 

Yon  cold  drowsy  star  grows  dim. 
The  long-feared,  long-wisht-for  day 

Comes,  when  I  shall  fly  with  him. 

I),  the  laurel  wakes  the  thrush. 

Through  these  dreaming  chambers 

wide 
N'ot  a  sound  is  stirring.     Hush  ; 

— O   it  was  my  child  that  cried  I 


And  that  smile — which  w  is  so  fair, 
Is  it  strange  I  deemed  it  true  ? 

Years,  years,  years  I  have  not  drawa 
Back    this     curtain  !     there    she 
stands 

By  the  terrace  on  the  lawn, 
With  the  white  rose  in  her  hands 

And  about  her  the  armorial 
Scutcheons  of  a  haughty  race, 

Graven  each  with  its  memorial 
Of  the  old  Lords  of  the  Place. 

You,  who  do  profess  to  see 
In  the  face  the  written  mind, 

Look  in  that  face,  and  tell  me 
In  what  part  of  it  you  find 

All  the  falsehood,  and  the  wrong, 
And    the  sin,   which  must  have 
been 

Hid  in  baleful  beauty  long, 
Like  the  worm  that  lurks  unseen. 

In  the  shut  heart  of  the  flower. 

'Tis  the  Sex,  no  doubt !    And  still 
Some  may  lack  the  means,  the  power, 

There's  not  one  that  lacks  the  will. 

Their  own  way  they  seek  the  Devil, 

Ever  prone  to  the  deceiver  ! 
If  too  deep  I  feel  this  evil 
And  this  shame,  may  God  forgive 
her  ! 

For  I  loved   her, — loved,  ay,  loved 
her 

As  a  man  just  once  may  love. 
I  so  trusted,  so  approved  her, 

Set  her,  blindly,  so  above 

This   poor  world   which  was  about 
her! 

And  (so  loving  her)  because, 
With  a  faith  too  high  to  doubt  her, 

I,  forsooth,  but  seldom  was 
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At  her  foot  with  clamorous  praises 

And  protesieil  tenderness 
|  (These   tilings   some  men  can  do), 

phrases 
On  her  face,  perhaps  her  dress, 

Or  the  flower  she  chose  to  braid 
In  her  hair, — because,  you  sec, 

Thinking  love's  best  proved  unsaid, 
And  by  words  the  dignity 

Of  true  feeling's  often  lost, 

I  was  vowed  to  life's  broad  duty  ; 

Man's  great  business  uppermost 
In  my  mind,  not  woman's  beauty; 

Toiling  still  to  win  for  her 
Honor,  fortune,  state  in  life. 

("  Too  much  with  the  Minister, 
And  too  little  with  the  wife  !") 

Just  for  this,  she  flung  aside. 

All  my  toil,  my  heart,  my  name  ; 
Trampled  on  my  ancient  pride, 

Turned  my  honor  into  shame. 

O,  if  this  old  coronet 

Weighed  too  hard  on  her  young 

brow, 
Need  she  thus  dishonor  it, 

Fling  it  in  the  dust  so  low  ? 

But  'tis  just  these  women's  way, — 
All  the  same  the  wide  world  over  ! 

Fooled    by  what's   most   worthless, 

they 
Cheat  in  turn  the  honest  lover. 

And  I  was  not.  I  thank  heaven, 
Made,    as    some,    to    read    them 
through  ; 

Were  life  three  limes  longer  even, 
There  are  better  things  to  do. 

}"o  !  to  let  a  woman  lie 
Like  a  canker,  at  the  roots 

1)1  a  man's  life, — burn  it  dry, 
Nip  the  blossom,  stunt  the  fruits, 

This  I  count  both  shame  and  thrall! 

Who  is  free  to  let  one  rival  uiv. 
Come  between  himself,  and  all 

The  true  process  of  his  nature, 


While  across  the  world  the  nations 
Call  to  us  that  we  should  share 

In  their  griefs,  their  exultations  ?— 
All  they  will  be,  all  they  are  ! 

And  so  much  yet  to  be  done, — 
Wrong    to    root  out,    good    to 
81  l-eiiLT'iheil  ! 

Such  hard  bailies  to  be  won  ! 
Such  long  glories  yet  to  lengthen  ! 

'Mid  all  these,  how  small  one  grief, — 
One  wrecked  heart,   whose  hopes 
are  o'er  ! 

For  myself  1  scorn  relief. 
For  the  people  I  c  aim  more. 

Strange  !    these    crowds   whose    in- 
siinets  guide  them 

Fail  to  get  the  thing  they  would, 
Till  we  nobles  stand  beside  them, 

Give  our  names,  or  shed  our  blood. 

From  of  old  this  hath  been  so. 

For  we  too  were  with  the  first 
In  the  light  fought  long  ago 

When   the  chain   of   Charles  was 
burst. 

Who  but  we  set  Freedom's  border 
Wrenched    at    Kunnymede    from 

John  ? 

Who  but.  we  stand,  towers  of  order, 
:Twixt     the     red     cap    and     the 
throne  ? 

And  they  wrong  us.  England's  Peers, 
Us.  the  vanguard  of  the  land, 

Who  should  say  the  inarch  of  years 
Makes  us  shrink  at  Truth's  right 
hand. 

'Mid  the  armies  of  Reform, 
To  the  People's  cause  allied, 

We — the  forces  of  the  storm  ! 
We — the  planets  of  the  tide  ! 

Do  I  seem  too  much  to  fret 
A!  my  own  peculiar  w«>e  ? 

Would  to  heaven  1  could  forget 
llo\v  1  loved  her  long  ago  1 
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As  a  father  loves  a  child, 
So  1  loved  her  : — rather  thus 

Than  as  youth  loves,  when  our  \vild 
New-found  passions  master  us. 

And  —  for  I  was  proud  of  old 

('Tis  my  nature) — -doubtless  she 

In  the  man  so  calm,  so  cold, 
All  the  heart's  warmth  could  not 
see. 

Nay.  I  hlame  myself — nor  lightly, 
Whose  chief  duty  was  to  guide 

Her  young  careless  life' more  rightly 
Through  tiie  perils  at  her  side. 

Ah,  but  love  is  blind  !  and  I 
Loved   her   blindly,   blindly  !   .    .    . 

Well, 
Who  that  ere  loved  trustfully 

Such  strange   danger  could  fore- 
tell? 

As  some  consecrated  cup 
On  its  saintly  shrine  secure, 

All  my  life  seemed  lifted  up 

On  :hat  heart  I  deemed  so  pure. 

Well,  for  me  there  yet  remains 
Labor— that's    much  :    then,  the 

state  : 

And,  what  pays  a  thousand  pains, 
Sense  of  right  and  scorn  of  fate. 

And,  O,  more  !  .  .  .  my  own  brave 
boy. 

With  his  frank  and  eager  brow, 
And  his  hearty  innoc-nt  joy. 

For  as  yet  he  does  not  know 

All  the  wrong  his  mother  did. 

Would  that  this   might  pass  un- 
known ! 
For  his  young  years  God  forbid 

I  should  darken  by  my  own. 

Yet  this  must  come  .  .  .  but  I  mean 
He  shall  IH-.  as  time  moves  on, 

All  his  mother  might  have  been, 
Comfort,  counsel — bo'u  in  one. 


Doubtless,  first,  in  that  which  moved 

me 
Man's   strong  natural   wrath  had 

part. 
Wronged    by    one    I    deemed    had 

loved  me, 
For  I  loved  her  from  n<y  heart ! 

But  that's  past !     If  I  was  sore 
To    the     heart,    and    blind    with 
shame, 

I  see  calmly  now.     Nay,  more, — 
For  I  pity  where  1  blame. 

For,  if  he  betray  or  grieve  her, 
What  is  her's  to  turn  to  still  ? 

And   at  last,   when  he  shall  leave 

her, 
As  at  last  he  surely  will, 

Where  shall  she  find  refuge  ?  what 
That      worst      widowhood       can 
soothe  ? 

For  the  Past  consoles  her  not, 
Nor  the  memories  of  her  youth, 

Neither  that  which  in  the  dust 
She  hath   flung, — the    name    she 
bore  ; 

But  with  her  own  shame  she  must 
Dwell  forsaken  evermore. 

Nothing  left  but  years  of  anguish, 
And  remorse  but  not  return  : 

Of  her  own  self-hate  to  languish  : 
For  her  long-lost  peace  to  yearn  : 

Or,  yet  worse  beyond  all  measure, 
Starting  from  wild  reveries, 

Drain  the  poison  misnamed   Pleas- 
ure. 
And  laugh  drunken  on  the  lees. 

O  false  heart !     O  woman,  woman, 
Woman  !  would  thy  treachery 

Had  been  less  !     For  surely  no  man 
Better  loved  than  I  loved  thee. 

We  must  never  meet  again. 

Even   shouhlst    thou    repent    the 

past. 
Both  must  suffer  :  both  feel  pain  : 

Ere  God  pardon  both  at  last. 
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Farewell,    tlioti    false    face!      Life 

speeds  me 
On  its  duties.     I  must  fight  : 
I    I  must  toil.     The  People  needs  me  : 
And  I  speak  for  them  to-night. 


III. 
THE  LAST  INTERVIEW. 

THANKS,    Dear  !      Put    the     lamp 

do\vn  ...  so, 

For  my  eyes  are  weak  and  dim. 
How  the  shadows  come  and  go  ! 
Speak  truth, — have  they  sent  for 
him? 

Yes,  thank  Heaven  !  And  he  will 
come, 

Come  and  watch  my  dying  hour, — 
Though  I  left  and  shamed  his  home. 

— I  am  withered  like  this  flower 

Which  he  gave  me  long  ago. 

'Twas  upon  my  bridal  eve, 
When  J  swore  to  love  him  so 

As  a  wife  should — smile  or  grieve 

With  him,  for  him — and  not  shrink. 

And  now  ?  .  .  .  O  the  long,  long 

pain  ! 
See  this  sunken  cheek  !      You  think 

He  would  know  my  face  again  ? 

Al!  its  wretched  beauty  gone ! 

Only  the  deep  care  survives. 
Ah,  could  years  of  grief  atone 

For  those    fatal   hours!    ...    It 
drives 

Past  the  pane,  the  bitter  blast, ! 

In  this  garret  one  might  tVeexe. 
Hark  there  !  wheels  belnv,- !     At  last 

He   is  come  then  ?    Js'o  .  .  .  the 
trees 

And  the  night-wind — nothing  more  ! 

Set  the  chair  for  him  to  sit. 
When    he   comes.      And   close    the 
door, 

For  the  gust  blows  cold  through  it. 


When  I  think,  I  can  remember 
1  was  born  in  castle-halls,  — 

How  yon  dull  and  dying  ember 
Glares  against  the  whitewash! 

walls'! 

If  he  come  not  (but  you  said 

That  the  messenger  was  sent 
Long   since  ?)     Tell  him  when  I'm 

dead 

How   my   life's    last    hours   were 
spent 

In  repenting  that  life's  sin. 

And  .  .  .  the  room  grows  strangely 

dark 
See,  the  rain  is  oozing  in. 

Set  the  lamp  down  nearer.    Hark, 

Footsteps,  footsteps  on  the  stairs  ! 

Ills  .  .  .  no,    no  !    'twas   not    the 

wind. 
God,  I  know,  has  heard  my  prayers. 

We  shall  meet.     I  am  resigned. 

Prop  me  up  upon  the  pillows. 

Will  he  come  to  my  bedside  ? 
Once    'twas    his    .  .  .    Among    the 
willows 

How  the  water  seems  to  glide  ! 

Past  the  woods,  the  farms,  the  tow- 

ers, 

It  seems  gliding,  gliding  through. 
"Dearest,   nee,   'these    youny  June 

jloic<  r», 
I  have  pluckt  them  all  for  yon, 

my  l>oyJiooi 


"Here, 

musing 

On  I/if  hi-i/b1  n-litf/i  I  nt't'jlil  ived." 
Ah,  it  goes  now!     I  am  losing 
All   things.      What   was   that  h< 
said  ? 

Say,  where  am  I  ?  .  .  .  This  strange 
room  ? 


THE  KAMI* 


Gertrude  ! 
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GERTRUDE. 

Ah,  his  voice !     I  knew  it 
i    But    this    place  ?  .  .      Is    this     the 

tomb, 

Witli    the    cold     dews     creeping 
through  it  ? 

THE  EARL. 

Gertrude!  Gertrude! 

GERTRUDE. 

Will  you  stand 
Near  me  ?      Sit   down.  "   Do   not 

stir. 

Tell  me,  may  I  take  your  hand  ? 
Tell  me,  will  you  look  on  her 

Who  so  wronged  you  ?     I  have  wept 

0  such  tears  for  that  sin's  sake ! 
And  that  thought  has  never  slept, — 

But  it  lies  here,  like  a  snake, 

In  my  bosom, — gnawing,  gnawing 
All  my  life  up  !     I  had  meant, 

Could  I  live  yet  .  .  .  Death  is  draw- 
ing 
Near  me — 

THE    EARL. 

God,  thy  punishment ! 
Dare  I  judge  her  ? — 

GERTRUDE. 

O,  believe  me, 

'Twas  a  dream,  a  hideous  dream. 
And  I  wake  now.     Do  not  leave  me.  I 

1  am  dying.     All  things  seem 

Failing  from  me — even  my  breath! 

But  my  sentence  is  from  old. 
Bin  came  first  upon  me.     Death 

Follows  sin,  soon,  soon  !    Behold, 

Dying  thus!     Ah.  why  didst  leave 
Lonely  Love's  lost  bridal  bowers 

Where  I  found  the  snake,  like  Eve, 
Unsuspected  'mid  the  (lowers  ? 

Had  I  been  some  poor  man's  bride, 
I  had  shared  with  love  his  lot  : 


Labored  truly  by  his  side, 
And  made  glad  his  lowly  cot. 

I  had  been  content  to  mate 

Love  with  labor's  sun  burn  throws, 

But  to  be  a  thing  of  state, — 
Homeless  in  a  husband's  house! 

In  the  gorgeous  game — the  strife 
For  the  dazzling  prize — that  moved 

you — 
Love  seemed  crowded  out  of  life — 

THE   EARL. 

Ah  fool !  and  I  loved  you,  loved 
you! 

GERTRUDE. 

Yes.     I  see  it  all  at  last — 

All  in  ruins.     1  can  dare 
To  gaze  down  o'er  my  lost  past 

From  these  heights  of  my  despair. 

O,  when    all    seemed    grown  most 
drear — 

I  was  weak — I  cannot  tell — 
But  the  serpent  in  my  ear 

Whispered,  whispered — and  I  fell. 

Lood  around  now.      Does   it  cheer 

you, 
This   strange  place  ?    the  wasted 

frame 

Of  the  dying  woman  near  you, 
Weighed  into  her  grave  by  shame? 

Can  you  trace  in  this  wan  form 
Aught     resembling    that     young 

girl's 
Whom  you   loved  once  ?    See,  this 

arm — 

Shrunken,    shrunken!      And  my 
curls, 

They  have  cut  them  all  away. 

And  my  brows  are  worn  with  woe. 
Would  you,  looking  at  me,  say, 

She  was  lovely  long  ago  ? 

Husband,  answer!  in  all  these 
Are  you  not  avenged  ?    If  I 
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Could  rise  row,  upon  my  knees, 
At  your  feet,  before  I  die, 

Jf  would  fall  (1  >wn  in  my  sorrow 
And   my   shame,    and   say    "  for- 
give," 

That  which  will  be  dust  to-morrow, 
This  weak  clay  ! 

THE   EARL. 

Poor  sufferer,  live. 
God  forgives.    Shall  I  not  so  ? 

GERTRUDE. 

Nay,  a  better  life,  in  truth, 
1  do  hope  for.     Not  below. 
Partner  of  my  perishl  youth, 

Husband,  wronged  one  !     Let  your 

blessing 

Be  with  me.  before,  to-night, 
From  the  life  that's  past  redressing 
This   strayed   soul  must   take   its 
flight'! 

Tears,    warm    tears  !    I  feel    tncm 

creep 
Down  my  cheek.     Tears — not  my 

own. 

It  is  long  since  I  could  weep. 
Past  all  tears  my  grief  hath  grown. 

Over  this  dry  withered  cheek. 
Drop  by  drop,  I  fed  them  fall. 

But  my  voice1  is  growing  weak  : 
And  I  have  not  spoken  al1 

I  had  much  1o  say.  My  son, 
My  lost  child  that  never  knew  me  ! 

Is  he  like  me  ?  One  by  one. 
All  his  little  ways  come  to  me. 

Is  lie  grown  ?     I  fancy  him  ! 

How    that    childish    face    comes 

back 
O'er  my  memory  sweet  and  dim  ! 

And  his  long  hair  ?    Is  it  black  ? 

Or  as  mine  was  once  ?     His  mother 

Did  he  ever  ask  to  see  ? 
Has  he  grown  to  love  another — 

Some  strange  woman  not  like  uie? 


Would  he  shudder  to  behold 
This  pal;-  fare  and  faded  form 

If  he  know,  in  days  of  old, 

liow  lie  slumbered  on  my  arm  ! 

How    I    nnrst    him  ?    loved    him  : 
missed  him 

All  this  long  heartbroken  time  ? 
It  is  years  since  last  I  kissed  him. 

Does  he  hate  me  for  my  crime  ? 

I  had  meant  to  send  some  token — 
If,  indeed,  I  dared  to  send  it. 

This     old     chain — the     links     are 

broken — 
Like  my  life — I  could  not  mend  it. 

Husband,  husband  !  I  am  dying, 
Dying  !     Let  me  feel  your  kiss 

O;i  my  brow  where  I  am  lyini:. 
You  are  great  enough  for  this  ! 

And  you'll  lay  me,  when  I'm  gone, 
— Not    in    those    old     sculptured 
walls  ! 

Let  no  name  be  carved — no  stone — 
Xo  ancestral  funerals  ! 

In  some  little  grave  of  grass 
Anywhere,  you'll  let  me  lie  : 

Where  the  night-winds  only  pass, 
Or  the  clouds  go  floating  by  ; 

Where  my  shame  may  be  forgot ; 

And  the  story  of  inv  life 
And  my  s'n  rem"in'  err> !  n  >t. 

So  forget,  the  faithless  wife  ; 

Or  if,  haply,  when  I'm  dead, 

On  some  worthier  happier  breast 

Than  mine  was.  you  ie.in  your  head, 
Should  one  thought  of  me  molest 

Those  calm  hours,  recall  me  only 
As  you  see  me. — worn  with  tears; 

Dying  desolate'  here  :  left  lonely 
r.y  the  overthrow  of  years. 

May  I  lay  my  arm.  then,  there  ? 

li.es  it  not  seem  strn.nge  to  you, 
This  old  hand  among  your  hair  ? 

And  these  wasted  fingers  too  ? 
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How  the  lamp   wanes  !     All   grows 

dark — 

Dark  and  strange.    Yet  now  there 
shined  [hark  ! 

SrniP'hing  past    mo  .  .  .   IT;!?'>and, 
Tiiere  are  voices  on  tiie   wind. 

Are  they  come  ?  and  do  they  ask  me 

For  the  songs  we  used  to  sing  ? 
Strange   that   memory   thus   should 

"task  me  ! 
Listen — 

Uirds  are  on  the  v:ing  : 

And  thy  Birthday  Norn  in  rising. 

liny  it  ever  mr  as  bri'/ht! 
Wake  not  yet  !     The  c/<r.v',s  devising 

Fair  new  things  for  t/ty  dc-lijht. 

]r<'.vt>    n<>t    yet!      La  t    night    this 
flower 

year  tJty  porch  began  to  pout 
From  its  warm  nheath  •'  in  an  hour 

All  the  yoiuvj  leaves  will  be  out. 

Wake  not  yet !     So  dear  thou  art, 

love, 

That  I  (trudge  these  bud*  the  bliss 
Each  will  briny  to  thy  young  heart, 

love, 
I  would  claim  all  for  my  kiss. 

Wake  not  yet ! 

— There  now,  it  fails  me  ! 

Is  my  lord  there  ?    I  am  ill. 
And  I  cannot  tell  what  ails  me. 

Husband  !     Is  he  near  me  still  ? 

O,  this  anguish  seems  to  crush 
All  my  life  up, — body  and  mind  ! 

THE    EARL. 

Gertrude  !    Gertrude  !     Gertrude  ! 

GERTRUDE. 

Hush  ! 
There  are  voices  in  the  wind. 

THE   EARL. 

Still  she  wanders  !    Ah,  the  pluck- 
ing 
At  the  sheet ! 

GERTRUDE. 

Hist!  do  not  take  it 
28 


From  my  hos-.im.     See,  'tis  sucking  ! 
If  it  sleep  we  must  not  wake  it. 

Such  a  little  rosy  mouth  ! 

— \ot  to-night,  O  iu>t  to-night  ! 
Did  he  tell  me  in  the  South  [1  "right  ?    . 

That   those   stars    were   twice  as 

Off !  away  !  unhand  me — go  ! 

I  forgive  thee  my  lost  heaven. 
And  the  wrong  which  thou  didst  do. 

Would  my  sin,  too,  were  forgiven  ! 

Gone  at  last  !  .  .  .  Ah,  fancy  feigns 
These  wild  visions !    I  grow  weak. 

Fast,    fast    dying!     Life's    warmth 

wanes 
From  me.     Is  the  fire  out  ? 

THE    EARL. 

Speak, 

Gertrude,    speak!      My    wife,     my 
wife  ! 

Nay  she  is  not  dead. — not  dead  1 
See,  the  lips  move.     There  is  life. 

She  is  choking.     Lift  her  head. 

GERTRUDE. 

****** 
Death  !  .  .  .  My  eyes  grow  dim,  and 

dimmer. 

I  can  scarcely  see  thy  face. 
But  the  twilight  seems  to  glimmer, 
Lighted  from  some  distant  place. 

Husband ! 

THE   EAKL. 

Gertrude  ! 

GERTRUDE. 

Art  thou  near  me  ? 

On    thy  breast — once    more — thy 

breast !  [me, 

I  have   sinned — and — nay,  yet  hear 

And  repented — and — 

THE    EARL. 

The  rest 

God  hath  heard, where  now  thou  art, 
Thou  poor  soul, — in  Heaven. 

The  door — 

Close  it  softly,  and  depart. 
Leave  us ! 

She  is  miue  once  more. 
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THE  PARTING  OFLAUNCELOT 
AND  GUENEVEItE. 

A     FRAGMENT. 

Kow,  as  the  time  wore  by  to  Our 

Lady's  Day, 
Spring  lingered  in  the  chambers  of 

the  South. 
The  nightingales  were  far  in  fairy 

lands 
Beyond  the  sunset:  but  the  wet  blue 

woods 
Were  half  aware  of  violets  in  the 

wake 
Of  morning  rains.    The  swallow  still 

delayed 
To    build    and  be    about  in  noisy 

roofs, 
And    March    was  moaning    in    the 

windy  elm. 

But  Arthur's  royal  purpose  held  to 

keep 
A  joust  of  arms  to  solemnize  the 

time 
In  stately  Camelot.   So  the  King  sent 

forth 
His  heralds,  and  let  cry  through  all 

the  land 
That  he  himself  would  take  the  lists, 

and  tilt 
Against  all  comers. 

Hither  came  the  chiefs 
Of  Christendom.   The  K  n ,'  of  Xorth- 

galies  ; 
Anguishe,  the  King  of  Ireland  ;  the 

Haul  Prince, 
Sir  Galahault  ;    the    King    o'    the 

Hundred  Knights  ; 
The  Kings  of  Scotland  and  of  Brit- 
tany ; 
led  many  more  renowned  knights 

whereof 


The  names  are  glorious.      Also  all 

the  earls. 
And  all  the  d  .ikes,  and  all  the  mighty 

men 
And    famous  heroes   of   the    Table 

Round, 
From  far  Northumberland  to  where 

the  wave 
Rides  rough  on  Devon  from  the  outer 

main. 
So  that  there  was  not  seen  for  seven 

years, 
Since    when,    at    Whitsuntide,    Sir 

Galahad 
Departed   out  of  Carlyel   from   the 

court, 
So    fair    a    fellowship    of    goodly 

knights. 

Then  would  King  Arthur  that  the 

Queen  should  ride 
With  him  from  Carlyel  to  Camelot 
To  see  the  jousts.     But  she,  because 

that  yet 
The  sickness  was  upon  her,  answered 

nay. 

Then  Bald  King  Arthur,   "  This  re- 
pen  teth  me. 
For  never  hath  been  seen  for  seven 

years,  [tide, 

No,  not  since  Galahad  at  Whitsun- 
Departed  from  us  out  of  Carlyel, 
So    fair    a     fellowship     of    goodly 

knights." 
But  the  Queen  would  not,  and  the 

king  in  wrath, 
Brake  up  the  court,  and  rode  to  As- 

tolat . 
On  this  side  Camelot. 

Now  men  said  the  Queen 
Tarried  behind  because  of  Launce- 

lot, 
For  Launcelot  stayed  to  heal  him  of 

his  wound. 
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And   there  had  been  estrangement 

'twixt  these  two 
I'  the  Liter  time,   because  of  bitter 

words. 

;    So  when  the  king  with  all  his  fellow- 
ship 

Was  ridden  out  of  Carlyel,  the  Qaeen 
Arose,  and  called  to  her  Sir  Lat nice- 
lot. 

Then  to  Sir  Launcelot  spoke  Qnecn 
Guenevere. 

"  Xot  for  the  memory  of  that  love 

whereof 
Xo   more  than  memory  lives,   but, 

Sir   for  that 
"Which  even  when  love  is  ended  yet 

endures 
Making  immortal  life  with  deathless 

deeds, 
Honor  —  true    knighthood's   golden 

spurs,  the  c-rown 
And   priceless    diadeui    of    peerless 

Queens. — 

I  make  appeal  to  you,  that  hear  per- 
chance 
The  last  appeal  which  I  shall  ever 

m  ake. 
So  wei-ili  my  words  not  lightly  !  for 

I  feel 
The  fluttering  fires  of  life  grow  faint 

and  col  1 
About  my  heart.      And  oft,  indeed, 

to  me 
Lying  whole  hours  awake   in    the 

dead  nights 
The  end  seems  near,  as  though  the 

darkness  knew 
The  angel  waiting  there  to  call  my 

soul 
Perchance  before  the  house  awakes  ; 

aiul  oft 
When   faint,  and  all  at  once,  from 

far  away. 
The  mournful  midnight  bells  begin 

to  sound 
Across  the   river,  all  the  days  that 

were 
(Brief,  evil  days!)  return  upon  uiy 

heart, 


And,  where  the  sweetness  seemed,  I 

see  the  sin. 
For,  waking  lone,  long  hours  before 

the  da\\  n. 
Beyond  the   borders  of   the   dark  I 

seem 

To  see  the  twilight  of  another  world, 
That  grows  and  grows  and  glimmers 

on  my  gaze. 

And  oft,  when  late,  before  the  lan- 
guorous moon 
Through    yonder    windows    to    the 

West  goes  down 
Among  the  pines,  deep  peace  upon 

me  lulls, 
Deep   peace   like   death,   so    that  I 

think  I  know 
The  blessed  Mary  and  the  righteous 

saints 
Stand  at  the  throne  and    intercede 

for  me. 
Wherefore  these   things  are  thus  I 

cannot  tell. 

But  now  I  pray  you  of  your  fealty, 
And  by  all  knightly  faith  which  may 

be  left, 
Arise  and  get  you  hence,  and  join 

the  King, 
For  wherefore  hold  you  thus  behind 

the  court, 
Seeing  my  liege  the  King  is  moved 

in  wrath  ? 
For  wete  you   well  what  say  your 

foes  and  mine. 
"See  how  Sir  Launcelot  and  Queen 

Guenevere 
Do  hold  them  ever  thus  behind  the 

King 
That  they  may  take   iheir  pleasure  I 

Knowing  not 
How  that  for  me  all  these  delights 

are  come 
To  be  as  withered  violets." 

Half  in  tears 
She  ceased  abrupt.     Given  up  to  the 

p-oiul  grief, 
Vexed  to  be  vext.    With  love  and 

anger  moved. 
Love  toiifht  with  scorn,  aud  auger 

pierced  with  love. 
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About  her,  all  unheeded,  her  long 

haii- 
Loosed   its   warm,    yellow,    waving 

loveliness, 
And  o'er  her  bare  and  shiiiingslioul- 

der  cold 
Fell  floating  free.      Upon  one  full 

white  arm, 

To  which  the  amorous  purple  cover- 
let 
Clung  dimpling  close,  her  drooping 

state  was  propt. 
There,  half  in  shadow  of  her  soft 

gold  curls. 
She  leaned,  and  like  a  rose  enricht 

with  dew, 

Whose  heart  is  heavy  with  the  cling- 
ing bee, 
Bowed   down   toward   him    all   her 

glowing  face, 
While  the  light  of  her  large  angry 

eyes 
Uprose,  and  rose,  a  slow  imperious 

sorrow, 
And  o'er  the  shine  of  still,  unquiver- 

ing  tears 
Swam  on  to  him. 

But  he,  with  brows  averse 
And  orgolous  looks,  three  times  to 

speech  addressed, 
Three  times  in  vain.     The  silence  of 

the  place 
Fell  like  a  hand  upon  his  heart,  and 

hushed . 

His  foolish  anger  with  authority. 
He    would    not    see    the    wretched 

Queen  :  lit;  saw 
Only   the   hunter    on   the    arrassed 

wall 
Prepare   to   wind   amort   his    bugle 

horn, 
And  the  long  daylight  dying  down 

the  floors  ; 
For    half-way   through   the    golden 

gates  of  eve 
The  sun  was  rolled       The  dropping 

tapestry  glowed 
With  awful  lines.      Far  off  among 

his  reeds  [light, 

The    river,   smitteu  with   a  waning 


Shone;  and,  behind  black  lengths  of 

pino  revealed, 
The  red  West  smouldered,  and  the 

day  declined. 
Then  year  by  year,  as  wave  on  wave 

a  sea. 
The  tided  Past  came  softly  o'er  his 

heart, 
And  all  the  days  which  had  been. 

So  he  stood 

Long  in  his  mind  divided:  with  him- 
self 
At  strife:  and,  like  a  steed  that  hotly 

chai 
His  silver  bit,  which  yet  some  silken 

rein 
Swayed    by    a    skilled    accustomed 

hand  restrains, 
His  heart  against  the  knowledge  of 

its  love 
Made  vain  revolt,  and  fretful  rose  and 

sunk. 
But  at  the  last,  quelling  a  wayward 

grief. 
That  swelled  against  all  utterance, 

and  sought 

To  force  its  salt  and  sorrowful  over- 
flow 

I  Upon   weak    language,    "Now    in- 
deed," he  cried, 
"I    see  the  face  of  the  old  time  is 

changed, 
I  And   all  things   altered  !     Will   the 

sun  still  burn  ? 
Still   burn  the   eternal   stars?     For 

love  was  deemed 
Xot  less  secure  than  these.     Needs 

should  there  be 
Something  remarkable  to  prove  the 

world 
I  am  no  more  that  Launcelot,  nor 

Mi  ou 
That    Guenevere,    of    whom,    long 

since,  the  fame, 
Fruiiful  of  noble  deeds,  with  such  a 

light 
Did  fill  this  nook  and  cantle  of  the 

earth, 
Thai  all  great  lands  of  Christendom 

beside 
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Showed  darkened  of  their  glory.    But 

I  set; 
That  there  is  nothing  left  for  men  to 

swear  by. 
For  then  thy  will  did  never  urge  me 

hence, 
But  drew  me  through  all  dangers  to 

thy  feet. 
And  none  can  say,  least  thou,  I  have 

not  been  [fame. 

The  staff  and  burgonet  of  thy  lair 
Nor  mind  you.  Madam,  how  in  Sur- 

luse  once, 
"When  all  the  estates  were  met,  and 

noble  judges, 
Armed  clean  with  shields,  set  round 

to  keep  the  right, 
Before    you     sitting    throned    with 

Galabatilt 
In  great  array,  on  fair  green  quilts 

of  samite, 
Kicli,   ancient,    fringed    with    gold, 

seven  summer  days, 
And  all  before  the  Earls  of  Xorth- 

galies, 
Such    service    then    with    this    old 

sword  was  wrought, 
To  crown  thy  beauty  in  the  courts  of 

Fame, 
That  in  that  time  fell  many  noble 

knights, 
And  all  men  marvelled  greatly?    So 

when  last 
The  loud  horns  blew  to  lodging,  and 

we  supped 

With  Palamedes  and  with*  Lamorak, 
All  those  great  dukes  and  kings,  and 

famous  queens, 
Beholding    us    with    a    deep    joy, 

avouched 
Across   the   golden   cups    of  costly 

wine 
'There    is    no   Queen   of    love    but 

Guenevere, 
And  no  true  knight  butLuuncelot  of 

the  Lake  !" 

Thus  he,  transported  by  the  thought 

of  days 
And  deeds  that,  like  the  mournful 

martial  sounds 


Blown    through    sad    towns    where 

some  dead  king  goes  by, 
Made  music  in  the  chambers  of  his 

heart. 
Swept  by  the  mighty  memory  of  the 

past. 
Xor  spake  the  sorrowful  Queen,  nor 

from  deep  muse 
Unbent  the  grieving  beauty  of  her 

brows, 
But  held    her  heart's    proud    pain 

superbly  still. 

But  when  he  lifted  up  his  looks,  it 

seemed 
Something  of  sadness  in  the  ancient 

place, 
Like  dying  breath  from  lips  beloved 

of  yore, 
Or    unforgotten    touch    of     tender 

hands 
After   long  years,   upon    his    spirit 

fell. 
For  near  the  carven  casement  hung 

the  bird, 
With  hood  and  jess,  that  oft  had  led 

them  forth, 
These  lovers,  through   the  heart  of 

rippling  woods 
At  morning,  in  the  old  and  pleasant 

time. 
And  o'er  the  broidered  canopies  of' 

state 
Blazed    Uther's    dragons,    curious, 

wrought  with  gems. 
Then  to  his  mind  that  dear  and  dis- 
tant dawn 
Came  back,   when   first,  a   boy    at 

Arthur's  court, 

He  paused  abasht  before  the  youth- 
ful Queen. 
And,  feeling  now  her  long  imploring 

gaze 
Holding  him  in  its  sorrow,  when  he 

marked 

How  changed  her  state,  and  all  un- 
like to  her, 
The  most  renowned  beauty  of  the 

time, 
And    pearl  of    chivalry,  for  whom 

himself 
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All  on   a  summer's  day  broke,  long 

of  yore 
A   hundred    lances   in  the   field,  he 

sprang 
Ami  caught  her  hand,  and,  falling  to 

one  knee. 
Arched   all    his   haughty   neck  to  a 

quick  kiss. 
And  there  was  silence.     Silently  the 

West 
Urew  red  and  redder,  and  the  day 

declined. 

As  o'er  the  hungering  heart  of  some 

deen  sea, 
That  swells  against  the  planets  and 

the  moon 
With  sad  continual  strife  and  vain 

unrest. 
In  silence  rise  and  roll  the  laboring 

clouds 
That    bind    the    thunder,   o'er   the 

heaving  heart 
Of    Guenevere   all  sorrows  fraught 

with  love, 
All  stormy  sorrows,  in  that  silence 

passed. 
And  like  a  star  in  that  tumultuous 

nurht 
Love   waxed  and  waned,  and  came 

and  went,  changed  hue, 
And  was  and  was  not :  till  the  cloud 

came  down. 

And  all  her  soul  dissolved  in  show- 
ers :  and  love 
Rose  through  the  broken  storm;  and, 

\\\\\\  a  cry 
Of    pas-ion    sheathed    in     sharpest 

pain,  she  stretched 
Wide  her  warm  arms  :  she  rose,  she 

reeled,  and  fell 
(All    her    great    heart    unqueened) 

upon  the  breast 
Of  Launcelot;   and,   lifting  up  her 

voice, 
She  wept  aloud,  "Unhappy  that  I 

am," 
She  wept,  "Unhappy  !    Would  that 

I  had  died 
Long  since,  long  ere  I  loved  thee, 

Lauucelot  1 


Would  I  bad  died  long  since  !  ere  I 

had  known 
This  pain,   which  hath  become  my 

punishment, 
To  have  thirsted  for  the  sea:  to  have 

received 
A   drop   no   bigger  than  a   drop  of 

dew  ! 
I  have  done  ill,"  she  wept,   "  I  am 

forlorn, 
Forlorn  !     1    falter    where  I    stood 

secure  : 
The  tower  1  built  is  fall'n,  is  fall'n  ; 

the  staff 
I  leaned  upon  hath  broken  in  my 

hand. 

And    I,   disrobed,    dethroned,    dis- 
crowned, and  a.l  undone, 
Survive   my   kingdom,    widowed   of 

all  rule, 
And  men  shall  mock  me  fora  foolish 

Queen. 
For  now  I  see  thy  love  for  me  is 

dead. 
Dead  that  brief  love  which  was  the 

light  of  life. 
And  all  is  dark:  and  I  have  lived  too 

long. 
For  how  henceforth,  unhappy,  shall 

I  bear 
To  dwell  among  these  halls  where 

we  have  been  ? 
How  keep  these  chambers  emptied 

of  thy  voice  ? 
The  walks  where  we  have  lingered 

long  ago,  [love, 

The  gardens  and  the  places  of  our 
Which   shall   recall   the    days    that 

come  no  more, 
And  all  the  joy  which  has  been  ?" 

Thus  o'erthrown, 
And    on   the    breast    cf    Launcelot 

weeping  wild — 
Weeping    and     murmuring  —  hung 

Queen  Guenevere. 
But,  while  she  wept,  upon  her  brows 

and  lips 
Warm  kisses  fell,  warm  kisses  wet 

with  tears. 
For  all  his  miud  was  melted  with  re- 

uiorse, 
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And  all  his  scorn  was  killed,  and  all 

liis  heart 
Gave  way  iu  that  caress,  and  all  the 

love 
Of  happier  years  rolled  down  upon 

his  soul 
Redoubled  :  and  he  bowed  his  head, 

ai.d  cried, 

*  Though  thou   be  variable   as  the 

waves, 
Mure  sharp  than  winds  among  the 

Hebrides 
That    shut    the    frozen    Spring    in 

stormy  clouds. 
As  wayward  as  a  child,  and  all  un  • 

just, 
Yet  must  I  love  thee  in  despite  of 

pain, 
Thou  peerless  Queen  of  perfect  love! 

Thou  star 

That  draw's!  all  tides  !    Thou  god- 
dess far  above 
My  heart's  weak  worship  !  so  adored 

thou  art. 

And  I  so  irretrievably  all  thine  ! 
But  now  I  Mill  arise,  as  thou  hast 

said. 
And  jv;in  the  King  :  and  these  thine 

enemies 
Shall  know  thee  not  defenceless  any 

more. 
For,   either,  living,  I  yet  hold  my 

life 
To  arm  for  thine,  or,  dying,  by  my 

death 
Will  steep   love's  injured  honor  in 

such  olood 
Shall  wash  out  every  stain  !    And  so 

farewell,  [iar. 

Beloved.     Forget  me  not  when  I  am 
Bui  in  thy  prayers  and  in  thine  even 

ing  thoughts 
Remember  me  :  as  I,  when  sundown 

crowns 
The    distant    hills,   and    Ave-Mary 

rings, 
Sliall  pine  for  thee  on  ways  where 

thou  art  not." 

So  these  two  lovers  iu  one  long  em- 
brace, 


An  agony  of  reconcilement,  hung 
Blinded  in  tears  and  kisses,  lip  to 

iip, 
And  tranced  from  past  and  future, 

time  and  space. 

But  by  this  time,  the  beam  of  the 

slope  day, 
Edging  blue  mountain  glooms  will 

sullen  gold, 

i  A  dying  tire,  fell  mournfully  athwari 
!  The  purple  chambers.     In  the  courts 

below 
The  shadow  of  the  keep  from  wall  to 

wall 
Shook  his  dark  skirt  :  great  chimes 

began  to  sound. 
And  swing,  and  rock  in  glimmering 

heights,  and  roll 
i  A  reeling  music  down  :  but  ere  it 

fell 
I  Faint  bells  in  misty  spires  adown  the 

vale 

i  Caught  it,  and  bore  it  floating  on  to 
night. 

So  from   that  long  love-trance  the 

envious  time 
Reclaimed  them.     Then  with  a  great 

pang  he  rose 
Like  one  that  plucked  his  heart  out 

from  his  breast. 
And,  bitterly  unwinding  her  white 

arms 

From  the  warm  circle  of  their  amor- 
ous fold, 
|  Left  living  on  her  lips  the  lingering 

heat 
Of  one  long  kiss  :  and,  gathering 

strongly  back 
His  poured-out  anguish  to  his  soul, 

he  went. 

And  the  sun  set. 

Long  while  she  sat  alone, 

Searching  the  silence  with  her  fixe'd 
eyes, 

While  far  and  farther  off  o'er  dis- 
tant floors 

The  intervals  of  brazen  echoes  fell. 

A  changeful  light,  from  varying  pas- 
sioiis  caught, 
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Flushed  all  her  stalely  cheek  from 

while  to  red 

In  doubtful  alternation,  as  some  star 
Changes    his   fiery  beauty  :    fur   JUT 

blood 
Set  headlong  to  all  wayward  moods 

ot  sense, 
S'.irred  with  swift  ebb  and  flow  :   till 

suddenly  all 
The    frozen    heights    of    grief    fell 

loosed,  fast,  fast, 

In  cataract  over  cataract,  on  her  soul. 
Then  at  the  last  she  rose,  a  reeling 

shape 
That  like  a  shadow  swayed  against  ' 

the  wall, 
Her  slight  hand  held  upon  her  bosom, 

and  fell 
Before  the  Virgin   Mother    on  her 

knees. 

There,  in  a  halo  of  the  silver  shrine, 
That  touched  and  turned  to  starlight 

her  slow  tears, 
Below  the  feet  of  the  pale-pictured 

saint 
She  lay,  poured  out  in  prayer. 

Meanwhile,  without, 
A  sighing  rain  from  a  low  fringe  of 

cloud 
Whispered   among  the    melancholy 

hills. 
The  night's  dark  limits  widened  :  far 

above 
The  crystal  sky  lay  open  :  and  the 

star 
Of  eve,   his  rosy  circlet  trembling 

clear, 
Grew  large   and  bright,  and  in  the 

silver  moats, 

Between  the  accumulated  terraces, 
Tangled  a  trail  of  lire  :  and  all  was 

still. 

-  A  SUNSET  FANCY. 

JUST  at  sunset,  I  would  be 

In  some  isle  garden,  where  the  sea 

1  look  into  shall  seem  more  blue 

Than  those  dear  and  deep  eyes  do. 

And,  if  anywhere  the  breeze 

Shall  have  stirred  the  cypress-trees, 


Straight     the      yellow     light     falls 

through, 

Catching  me.  for  once,  at  ease  ; 
.Just  so  much  as  may  impinge 
Some  tall  lily  with  a  tiime 
Of  orange  ;  while,  above  the  wall, 
Tumbles  downward  into  view 
(With  a  sort  of  small  surprise) 
One  star  more  among  them  all, 
l-'or  me  to  watch  with  half-shut  eyes. 

Or  else  upon  the  breezy  deck 

Of  some  felucca  ;  and  one  speck 

'Twixt  the  crimson  and  the  yellow, 

Which  may  be  a  little  tleck 

Of  cloud,   or  gull  with  outstretcht 

neck, 

To  Spezia  bound  from  Cape  Circello; 
With  a  sea-song  in  my  ears 
Of  the  bronzed  buccaneers  : 
While  the  night  is  waxing  mellow, 
And  the  helmsman  slaekly  steers, — 
Leaning,  talking  to  his  fellow, 
Who  has  oaths  tor  all  he  bears. — 
Each  ihiof  swarthier  than  Othello. 
Or,  in  fault  of  better  things. 
Close  in  sound  of  one  wlio  sings 
To  casements,  in  a  southern  city  ; 
Tinkling  upon  tender  string* 
Some  melodious  ok!  love-ditty  ; 
While  a  laughing  lady  flings 
One  rose  to  him,  just  for  pity. 
But  I  have  not  any  want 
Sweeter  than  to  he  with  you, 
When  the  long  light  falleth  slant, 
And  heaven  turns  a  darker  blue  ; 
And  a  deeper  smile  grows  through 
T;»e  glance  asleep  'neath  those  soft 

lashes, 

Which  the  heart  it  steals  into 
First  inspires  and  then  abashes. 
Just  to  hold  your  hand, — one  touch 
So  light   you   scarce   should  feel  it 

such  ' 

Just  to  watch  you  leaning  o'er 
Those   window-roses,   love,  .  .  .  no 

more. 

ASSOCIATIONS. 
You  know  the  place  is  just  the  samel 
The  rooks  build  here  :  the  sandy 
hill  is 


MI.VOR  POEMS. 


441 


Ablaze  with   broom,   as   when    she 

came 

Across  the  sea  with  her  new  name 
To  dwell  among  the  moated  lilies. 

The  trifoly  is  on  the  walls  : 

The  daisies  in  the  bowling-alley  : 
The  ox  at  eve  lows  from  the  stalls  : 
£t  eve  the  cuckoo,  floating,  calls, 
When    foxgloves   tremble   in   the 
valley. 

The  iris  blows  from  court  to  court  : 
The    bald   white    spider    flits,  or 

stays  in 

The  chinks  behind  the  dragon  wort  : 
That  Triton  still,  at  his  old  sport, 
Blows  bubbles  in  his  broken  basin. 

The  terrace  where  she  used  to  walk 
Still  shines  at  noon  between  the 

roses  : 
The  garden   paths    are  blind   with 

chalk  : 

The  dragon-fly  from  stalk  to  stalk 
Swims  sparkling  blue  till  evening 
closes. 

Then,   just    above    that  long    dark 

copse, 
One  warm  red  star  comes  out,  and 

passes 
Westward,  and  mounts,  and  mounts, 

and  stops 

(Or  seems  to)  o'er  the  turret- tops. 
And  lights  those  lonely  casement- 
glasses. 

Sir  Ralph  still  wears  that  old  grim 

smile. 
The    staircase    creaks    as    up    I 

clamber 

To  those  stiil  rooms,  to  muse  awhile. 
I  see  the  little  meadow-stile 

As  I  lean   from    the  great  south- 
chamber. 

And  Lady  Ruth  is  just  as  white. 
(Ah,  still,  that  face  seems  strangely 

like  her  !) 
The  lady  and  the  wicked  knight — 


All  just  the  same — she  swooned  for 

fright— 

And   he — his   arm   still  raised  to 
strike  her. 

Her  boudoir — no  one  enters  there  : 
The   very  flowers   which  last  she 

gathered 
Are    in    the    vase  ;    the    lute— the 

chair — 
And   ail  things — just  as   then   they 

were  ! 

Except    the    jasmins, — those    are 
withered. 

But  when  along  the  corridors 

The  last  red  pause  of  day  is  stream- 
ing, 

I  s  'em  to  hear  her  up  the  floors  : 
1  seem  to  see  her  through  the  doors: 
And  then  I  know  that  Lam  dream- 
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I  remember  the  white  rose. 

And  since  then  the  young  ivy 

has  grown  : 
F.om   your    window   we    could   not 

reach  it,  and  now  it  is  over  the 

stone. 
We  did  not  part  as  we  meet,  Dear. 

Well,  Time  hath  his  own  stern 

cures  ! 
And   Alice's    eyes   are    deeper,  and 

her  hair  has  grown  like  yours. 

Is  our  greeting  all  so  strange  then  ? 

But  there's    something    here 

amiss. 
When  it  is  not  well  to  speak  kindly. 

And  the  olives  are  ripe  by  this. 
I  had  not   thought  you  so   altered. 

But    all     is      changed,     God 

knows  ! 
Good-night.     It   is    night    so    soon 

now.     Look  there  !  you  have 

dropt  your  rose. 

Xay,  I  have  one  that  is  withered  and 
dearer  to  me.     I  came 
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To  say  good-night,  little  Alice.     She 

does   not  ren:ember  my  name. 
It  is  but  the   (lamp    that    is   making 

my  head  and  my   heart   ache 

so. 
I  never  was  strong  in  the  old  time, 

as  the  others  were,  you  know. 

And  you'll  sleep  well,  will  you   not, 
"Darling?     The      old       words 

sound  so  dear  ! 
'Tis  the  last  time  I  shall  use  them ; 

you  need  show  neither  anger 

nor  fear. 
It  is  well  that  you  look  so  cheerful. 

And  is  time  so  smooth  with 

you  ? 
'low  foolish  I  am  !    Good    night, 

Dear.     And    bid  Alice  good 

night  too. 

ARISTOCRACY. 

To  theo  be  all    men  heroes  :  every 

race 
Xoble  :    all    women    virgins  :    and 

each  place 
A  temple  :  know  thou  nothing  that 

is  base. 

THE  MERMAIDEX. 

HE  was  a  Prince  with  golden  hair 
(In  a  palace  beside  the  sea), 

And  I  but  a  poor  Mermaiden, — 
And  how  should  he  care  for  me  ? 

Last  summer  I  came,  in  the  long 

blue  nights, 

To  sit  in  the  cc>ol  sea-caves  : 
Last  summer  he  came  to   count  the 

stars 
From  his  terrace  above  the  waves. 

There's  nothing  so  fair  in  the  sea 

down  there 

As  the  light  on  his  golden  tresses: 
There's   nothing    so   sweet    as    his 

voice  :  ah,  nothing 
So  warm  as  the  warmth  of  his 
kisses  ! 


1  could  not  help  but  love  him,  love 
him. 

Till  my  love  grew  pain  to  me. 
And  to-morrow  he  wt-d.sthe  Princess 

In  that  palace  beside  the  sea. 


AT  HER   CASEMENT. 

I  AM    knee-deep   iu   grass,   in    this 

warm  June  night, 
In  the  shade  here,  shut  off  from  the 

great  moonlight. 

All  alone,  at,  her  casement  there, 
She  sits  in  the  light,  and  she  combs 

her  hair. 

She  shakes  it  over  the  carven  seat, 
And  combs  it  down   to   her  stately 

feet. 
And  I   watch   her,  hid   in   the   blue 

June  night, 
Till   my   soul   grows   faint  with  the 

costly  sight. 
There's  no  flaw  ou  that  fair  fine  brow 

of  hers, 

As  fair  and  as  proud  as  Lucifer's. 
She  looks  in  the  glass  as  she  turns 

her  head  : 
She  knows  that  the  rose  on  her  cheek 

is  red  : 
She  knows  how  her  dark  eyes  shine, 

— their  light 
Would  scarcely  be  dimmed  though  I 

died  to-night. 

I  would  that  there  in  her  chamber  I 

stood, 
Full-face  to  her  terrible  beauty  !  I 

would 
I  were  laid  on  her  queenly  breast,  at 

her  lips. 
With  her  warm  hair  wound  through 

my  finger-tips, 
Draining  her  soul  at  one  deep-drawn 

kiss 
And  I  would  be  humbly  content  for 

this 

To  die,  as  is  due,  before  the  morn, 
Killed    by    her    slowly     returning 

scorn. 
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A  FAREWELL. 

BK    happy,   child.      The   last   wild 

words  are  spoken. 
To-morrow,  mine  no  more,  the  world 

will  claim  thee. 
I  blame  thee  not.     But  all  my  life  is 

broken. 
Of  that  brief  Past  I  have   no  single 

token. 
Never  in  years  to  come  my  lips  shall 

name  thee, 
Xevsr,  child,  never  ! 

I  will  not  say  "Forget  me  ;"    nor 

those  hours 
Which  were  so  sweet.    Some  scent 

dead  leaves  retain. 
Keep  all  the  flowers  I  gave  thee — all 

the  (lowers 
Dead,  dead  !    Though  years  on  years 

of  life  were  ours,  [again  ; 

As  we  have  met   we  shall  not   meet 
Forever,  child,  forever  ! 


AX  EVENING  IN  TUSCANY. 

LOOK  !    the  sun  sets.     Now's  the 

rarest 

Hour  of  all  the  blessed  day. 
(Just    the    hour,    love,    you    look. 

fairest  !) 
Even  the  snails  are  out  to  play. 

Cool   the  breeze  mounts,   like  this 

Chianti 

Which  I  drain  down  to  the  sun. 
—There  !    shut  up   that  old  green 

Dante, — 
Turn  the  page,  where  we  begun, 

At  the  last  news  of  Ulysses, — 
A  grand  image,  fit  to  close 

Just  such  grand  gold  eves  as  this  is, 
Full  of  splendor  and  repose  : 

So    loop     up    those      long    bright 

tresses, — 

Only,  one  or  two  must  fall 
Down   your    warm    neck    Evening 

kisses 
Through  the  soft  curls  spite  of  all. 


Ah,  but  rest  in  your  still  place 
there  !  [pleasure 

Stir  not  —  turn  not  !  the  warm 
Coming,  going  in  your  face  there. 

And  the  rose  (no  richer  treasure) 

In  your  bosom,  like  my  love  there, 
Just  half  secret  and  half  seen  ; 

And  the  soft  light  from  above  there 
Streaming  o'er  you    where    you 
lean, 

With  your  fair  head  in  the  shadow 
Of  that  grass-hat's  glancing  brim. 

Like  a  daisy  in  a  meadow 
Which  its  own  deep  fringes  dim. 

O  you  laugh,  —  you  cry  "  What 
folly  ! " 

Yet  you'd  scarcely  have  me  wise, 
If  I  judge  right,  judging  wholly 

By  the  secret  in  your  eyes. 

But  look  down  now.  o'er  the  city 
Sleeping  soft  among  the  hills, — 

Our  dear  Florence  !  That  great  Pitti 
With  its  steady  shadow  fills 

Half  the  town  up  :  its  unwinking 
Cold     white     windows,    as     they 
glare  [ing 

Down  the  long  streets,  set  one  think- 
Of  the  old  dukes  who  lived  there  ; 

And  one  pictures  those  strange  men 
so  ! — 

Subtle  brains,  andiron  thews  ! 
There,  the  gardens  of  Lorenzo, — 

The  long  cypress  avenues 

Creep  up  slow  the  stately  hillside 
Where  the  merry  loungers  are. 

But  far  more  I  love  this  still  side, — ( 
The  blue  plain  you  see  so  far  ! 

Where   the  shore    of    bright   white 

villas 
Leaves    of!    faint:     the    purple 

breadths 

Of  the  olives  and  the  willows  : 
And  the  gold-rimmed  mountain- 
widths  : 
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All  transfused  i)>  slumbrous  glory 
To  one  bu-riing  point — the  snn  ! 

But  up  hero, — slow,  cold,  and  hoary 
Kcacli  the  olives,  one  by  one  : 

And  the,  land  looks  fresh  :  the  yellow 
Arbute-berries.  here  and  there, 

(rio\\  iii'-T  slowly  ripe  and  mellow 
Through  a  ihisii  of  rosy  hair. 

For  the  Tramontana  last  week 
Was    about  :     'tis    scarce     three 

weeks 
Since  the  snow  lay,  one  white  vast 

streak, 
Upon  those  old  purple  peaks. 

So  to-day  among  the  grasses 

One  may  pick  up  tens  and  twelves 

Of  young  olives,  as  one  passes, 
Blown  about,  and  by  themselves 

Blackening  sullen-ripe.      The  corn 

too 
Grows   each   day  from    green   to 

golden. 
The  large-eyed  wind-flowers  forlorn 

too 
Blow  among  it,  unbeholden  : 

Some  white,  some  crimson,  others 
Purple  blackening  to  the  heart. 
From    the    deep   wheat-sea,    which 

smothers 

Their  bright  globes  up,  how  they 
start  I 

And  the  small  wild  pinks  from  ten- 
der 

Feather-grasses  peep  at  us  : 
While  above  them  burns,  on  slender 

Stems,  the  red  gladiolus  : 

And  the  grapes  are  green  :  this  sea- 
son 
They'll  be  round  and  sound  and 

true, 

If  no  after-blight  should  seize  on 
Those  young  bunches  turning  blue. 

O  that  night  of  purple  weather  ! 

(Just  before  the  moon  had  set) 
You  remember  how  together 

We  walked  home  ? — the  grass  was 
wet — 


The  long  grass  in  the  Pod.  •<? — 
With  tLc  baiiuy  dew  aitn.ng  it  : 

'  nightingale — the  f:iiry 
Song  he  sung — O  how  he  sung  it  ! 

And  the  fig-trres  had  grown  heavy 
With   the   young  figs    white    and 
woolly. 

And  the  lire-flies,  bevy  on  bevy 
Of  soft  sparkles,  pouring  fully 

Their  warm  life  through  trance  on 

trances 

Of  thick  citron-shades  behind, 
K<  se,  like  swarms  of  loving  fancies 
Through   some   rich  and   pensive 

mind. 

So  we  reached  the  loggia.     Leaning 
Faint,  we  sat  there  in  the  shade. 

Neither   spoke.      The   night's   deep 

meaning 
Filled  the  silence  up  unsaid. 

Hoarsely  through  the  cypress  alhy 

A  civetta  out  of  tune 
Tried  his  voice  by  fits.     The  valley 

Lay  all  dark  below  the  moon. 

Until  into  song  you  burst,  out, — 
That  old  song  I  made  for  you 

When  we  found  our  rose, — the  first 

out 
Last  sweet  Springtime  in  the  dew. 

Well  !  ...  if  things  had  gone  less 

wildly- 
Had  I  settled  down  before 
There,  in  England — labored  mildly — 
And    been    patient — and   learned 
more 

Of  how  men  should  live  in  London — 
Been  less  happy — or  more  wise — 

Left  no  great  works  tried,  and  un- 
done— 
Never  looked  in  your  soft  eyes — 

I  ...  but  what's  the  use  of  think- 
ing ? 

There  !  our  nightingale  begins-— 
Now  a  rising  note — now  sinking 

Back  in  little  bro'^ju  rings 
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Of  w  .111  son  o:  thai  spread  and  ed  lv  — 
X  j\\-  In1  [licks  up  heart  —  and  draws 

Hi-'  invar  music,  slow  and  steady, 
To  a  silver-centred 


SONG. 

5     TIIK  purple  iris  lianas  his  head 

On  his  lean  stalk,  and  so  declines: 
The  spider  spills  his  silver  thread 

Between  the  hells  of  columbines  : 
An  altered  light  in  flickering  eves 
Draws    dews   through   these   dim 

eyes  of  ours  : 
Death   walks    in    yonder  waning 

bowers, 

And  burns  the  blistering  leaves. 
Ah,  well-a  day  ! 
Blooms  overblow  : 
SUIM  sink  away  : 
Sweet  things  decay. 

The    drunken    beetle,    roused    ere 

night, 
Breaks   blundering  from  the  rot- 

ting rose. 
Flits  through  blue  spidery  aconite, 

And  hums,  and  comes,  and  goes  : 
His  thick,  bewildered  song  receives 
A  drowsy  sense  of  grief  like  ours  : 
He  hums   and   hums   among  the 

bowers, 

And  bangs  about  the  leaves. 
Ah,  weil-a-day  ! 
Hearts  overflow  : 
Joy  flits  away  : 
Sweet  tilings  decay. 

Her  yellow  stars  the  jasmin  drops 

In  mildewed  mosses  one  by  one  : 
The  hollyhocks  fall  off  their  tops  : 
The  lotus-blooms  ail  white  i'  the 

sun  : 
The    freckled    foxglove    faints  and 

grieves  : 
The,  smooth-paced  slumbrous  slug 

devours 
The  gluey  globes  of  gorgeous  flow- 

ers, 

And  smears  the  glistering  leaves  ! 
Ah.  well-a  day  ! 
Life  leaves  us  so. 


Love  dare  not  stiy. 
Sweet  things  decay. 

From   brazen   sunflowers,   orb    and 

fringe, 
The   burning    burnish   dulls   and 

dies  : 
Sad  Autumn  sets  a  sullen  tinge 

Upon  the  scornful  peonies  : 
The  dewy  frog  limps  out.  and  heaves 
A  speckled  lump  in  speckled  bow- 
ers : 
A  reeking  moisture,   clings    and 

lowers 

The  lips  of  lapping  leaves. 
Ah,  well-a-day  ! 
Ere  the  cock  crow. 
Life's  charmed  array 
Keels  all  away. 

SEASIDE  SONGS. 


I. 


DROP  down  below  the  orbc'd  sea, 

O  lingering  light  in  glowing  skies, 
And  bring  my  own  true-love  to  me — 
My  dear  true-love  across  the  sea — 
With  tender-lighted  eyes. 

For  now  the  gates  of  Night  are  flung 
Wide  open  her  dark  coasts  among  : 
And   the  happy   stars  crowd  up, 

and  up, 
Like  'nibbles  that  brighten,  one 

by  one, 
To  the   dark  wet  brim  of    some 

glowing  cun 
Filled  full  to  the  parting  sun. 

And  moment  after  moment  grows 
In  grandeur  up  from  deep  to  deep 
Of  darkness,  till  the  night  hath 

clomb, 
From    star    to     star,     heaven's 

highest  dome. 
And.  like  a  new  thought  born  in 

sleep, 
The    slumbrous    glory    glows,    and 

glows  : 

While," far  below,  a  whisper  goes 
That  heaves  the  happy  sea  : 
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For    o'er  faint   tracts   of  fragrance 
wide, 

A  rant urc  pouring  tip  the  tide — 

A   freshness    through    the    heat — a 

sweet, 

i    Uncertain  sound,  like  fairy  feet — 
The   west-wind  blows  my  love  to 
me. 

!   Love-laden  from  the  lighted  west 
I   Thou  comest,  with  thy  soul  opprest 
:    For  j.iy  of  him  :  all  up  the  dim, 

Delicious  sea  blow  fearlessly, 
I    Warm  wind,  that  art  !he  icnderest 
|    Or  all   that  breathe  from  south  or 
west. 

Blow  whispers  of  him  up  the  sea  : 
J    Upon  my  cheek,  and  on  my  breast. 
|    And  011  the  lips  which  he  hath  rnvst, 

Bi  >w  all  his  kisses  back  to  me  ! 

I   Far  off,  the  dark  green  r^eks  about, 
All  nisht   shines,   faint  and  fair, 

the  far  light  : 

I    Far  off.  the  lone,  iate  fishers  shout 
From  boat  to  boat  i'  the  listening 

starlight  : 

I    Far  of;',  and  fair,  the  sea  lies  bare, 
Leagues,  leagues  beyond  the  reach 

of  rowing  : 
I    Up  creek  and  horn  the  smooth  wave 

swells 

And  falls  asleep  ;  or,  inland  flow- 
ing, 

Twinkles  among  the  silver  shells, 
From    sluice    to   sluice   of    shallow 

wells  ; 
Or,   down    dark    pools  of  purple 

glowing, 
Sets    some    forlorn    star   trembling 

there 

In  his   own   dim,  dreamlike  bril- 
liancy. 

And  I  feel  the  dark  sails  grow- 
ing 

Nearer,  clearer,  up  the  sea  : 
And    I    catch    the   warm    west 

blowing 

All  my  own  love's  sighs  to  me  : 
On  the  deck  I  hear  them  singing 
bongs  they  slug  in  my  own  land  : 


!  Lights  are  swinging  :   bells  are  ring- 
ing : 
On  the  deck  1  see  him  stand  ! 

II. 

The  day  is  down  into  h;s  bower  : 
In  languid  lights  his  feet  he  steeps: 

The    tlusht    sky   darkens,   low   and 

lower, 
And  closes  on  the  glowing  deeps.    ' 

In  creeping  curves  of  yellow  foam 
Up  shallow  sands  the  waters  slide: 

And    warmly   blow   what    whispers 

roam 
From  isle  to  isle  the  lulled  tide  : 

The  boats  are  drawn  :  the  nets  drip 

bright  : 
Dark  casements  gleam  :  old  songs 

are  sung  : 

And  out  upon  the  verge  of  night 
.    Green  li.;lus  from  lonely  rocks  are 

hung. 

O   winds    of    eve    that    sou  .owhere 

rove 
Where  darkest  sleeps  the  distant 

sea, 
Seek  out  where   haply  dre  ms  my 

love. 

And   whisper  all   her    dr  ams   to 
me  ! 


THE     SUMMER  -  TIME     THAT 
WAS. 

THE  swallow  is  not.  come  ye'  ; 

The  river-banks  are  brown  ; 
The  woodside  walks  are  dun,  )  yet, 

And  dreary  is  the  town. 
I  miss  a  face  from  the  windo<r, 

A  footstep  from  the  grass  ; 
I  miss  tin-  boyhood  of  uiy  he».rt, 

And  the  summer-time  that  was. 

How  shall  I  read  the  books  1  read, 

Or  meet  the  men  I  met  ? 
I  thought  to  find  her  rose-trc  ;  dead, 

But  it  is  growing  yet. 
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And    the   river    winds    among    the 

flags, 

And  the  leaf  lies  on  the  grass. 
;    But   I   walk   alone.     My  hopes   are 

gone, 
And  the  sunimer-time  that  was. 


ELAYXE   LE   BLAXC. 

O  THAT  sweet  season  on  the  April- 
verge 
Of  womanhood  !    When  smiles  are 

toucht  with  tears, 
And    ail     the     unsolaced    summer 

seems  to  grieve 
With  some  blind  want  :  when  Edeii- 

exiles  feel 
Their     Paradisal     parentage,     and 

search 
Even   yet   some    fragrance   through 

the  thorny  years 
From  reachless  gardens  guarded  by 

the  sword. 

Then  those    that  brood  above  the 

fallen  sun, 
Or  lean  from   lonely  casements  to 

the  moon, 
Turn  round  and  miss  the  touching 

of  a  hand  : 
Then  sad  thoughts  seem  to  be  more 

sweet  than  gay  ones  : 
Then    old   songs   have  a  sound   as 

pitiful 
As  dead  friends'  voices,  sometimes 

heard  in  dreams  : 
And    all    a-tiptoe    for   some   great 

event, 
The  Present  waits,  her  finger  at  her 

lips, 
The    while   the   pensive   Past   with 

meek  pale  palms, 
Crost  (where  a  child  should  lie)  on 

her  coh:  breast, 
And    wistful     eyes    forlorn,  stands 

mutely  by. 
Reproaching    Life    with    some   un- 

urtered  loss  ; 
And    the    heart   pines,   a   prisoned 

Danae, 


Till   some   CJod   comes,    and   makes 
the  air  all  golden. 

In  such  a  mood  as  this,  at  such  an 

hour 
As  makes  sad  thoughts  fall  .widest 

on  the  soul, 

She,  in  her  topmost  bower  all  alone, 
lligh-up    among    the    battlemented 

r<  >of  s, 
Leaned  from  the  lattice,  where  the 

road  runs  by 

To  Camelot,  and  in  the  bulrush  beds 
The  inarish  river  shrinks  his   stag- 
nant horn. 
All  round,  along  the  spectral  arras, 

gleamed 
(With  faces  pale  against  the  dreary 

light, 
Forms  of  great  Queens — the  women 

of  old  times. 
She  felt  their  frowns  upon  her,  arul 

their  smiles. 
And  seemed  to  hear  their  garments 

rustling  near. 
Her    lute    lay  idle    her    love-books 

among  : 
And,    at    her    feet,    flung    by,    the 

broidered  scarf, 
And  velvet  mantle.     On  the  verge 

of  night 
She  saw  a  bird  float  by,  and  wished 

for  wings  : 
She  heard  the  hoarse   frogs  quarrel 

in  the  marsh  : 
And    now   and   then,   with   drowsy 

song  and  oar, 
Some  dim  barge  sliding  slow  from 

bridge  to  bridge, 
Down  the  white  river  past,  and  far 

behind 
Left  a  re\v  silence.     Then  she  fell 

to  muse 
Unto  what  end  she  came  into  this 

earth 
Whose  reachless   beauty  made   her 

heart  so  sad, 
As   one   that    loves,  but  hopes  not, 

inly  ails 
In  gazing    011  some    fair    unloving 

face. 
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Anon,  th err*  dropt  down  a  great  gulf 

of  sky 
A  star  she  knew  ;  and  as  she  looked 

at  i!. 
Down-drawn   through  her  intensity 

of  gaze, 
One  angry   ray  fell  tangled  in   her 

tears, 
And  dashed  its  blinding  brightness 

in  her  eyes. 
She  turned,  and  caught  her  lute,  and 

pensively 
Ilippled  a  random  music  down  the 

strings, 
And  sang  .  .  . 

All  night  the  moonbeams  bathe 

the  sward. 
There's  not  an  eye  to-night  in  Joy- 

ous-Gard 
That    is    not    dreaming    something 

sweet.     I  wake 
Because  it  is  more  sweet  to  dream 

awake  : 
Dreaming  I  see  thy  face  upon  the 

lake. 

I  am  come  up  from  far,  love,  to  be- 
hold thee. 

That  hast  waited  for  me  so  bravely 
and  well 

Thy  sweet  life  long  (for  the  Fairies 
had  told  thee 

I  am  the  Knight  that  shall  loosen 
the  spell), 

And  to-morrow  morn  mine  arms 
shall  infold  thee  : 

And  to-morrow  night  .  .  .  ah,  who 
can  tell  ? 

As  the  spirit  of  some  dark  lake 
Pines  at  nightfall,  wild-awake. 
For  the   approaching  consumma- 
tion 

Of  a  groat  moon  he  divines 
C'oming  to  her  coronal  ion 
Of  the  dazzling  stars  and  signs, 
8')  my  heart,  my  heart. 
Darkly  (all,  and  tremblingly  !) 
Waits  in  mystic  expectation 
(From  its  wild  source  far  apart) 


Until  it  he  filled  \vilh  thee.— 
With  the  full-orbed  light  of  thee,— 
O  beloved  as  ihou  art  ! 
With    the    aoft    sad     smile    that 

Hashes 

Underneath  thy  long  dark  lashes  ; 
And  thy  floating  nuen  hair 
From  its  wreathed  pearls  let  slip  ; 
And  tny  breath,  like  balmy  air  ; 
And  thy  warm  wet  rosy  lip. 
With  my  first  kiss  lingering  there; 
Its  sweet,  secret  unrevealed, — 
Sealed  by  me,  to  me  unsealed  ; 
And  .  .  .   but.  ah  !  she  lies  asleep 
In  yon  gray  stone  castle-keep, 
On  her  lids  the  happy  tear  ; 
And  alone  I  linger  here  : 
And  to-morrow  morn  the  fight  ; 
And    .    .    .    ah,   me  !    to-uiorrow 

night  ? 

Here  she  brake,  trembling,  off ;  and 

on  the  lute, 
Yet  vibrating  through  its  melodious 

nerves, 
A  great   tear   plashed  and   tinkled. 

For  a  while 
She  sat  and  mused  ;   and,  heavily, 

drop  by  drop, 
Her  tears  fell  down  ;  then  through 

them  a  slow  smile 
Stole,  full  of  April-sweetness  ;   and 

•  she  sang — 

— It  was  a  sort  of  baihid  <>f  the  sea  : 
A  song  of  weather-beaten  mariners, 
Gray-beaded  men  that  had  survived 

all  winds 
And    held   a   perilous   sport  among 

the  waves, 
Who  yet.  sang  on  with  hearts  as  bold 

as  when 
They   cleared    their    native    harbor 

with  a  shout, 
And   lifted   golden   anchors   in   the 

sun. 

Merrily,  merrily  drove  our  barks, — 
Merrily  up  from  the  morning  beach! 
And     the    brine    broke    under    her 

prows  in  sparks  ; 
For  a  spirit  sat  high  at  the  helm  of 

each. 
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We  sailed   all   day  :   and,  when  clay 

was  done, 
Steered  after  the  wake  of  the  sunken 

sun, 
For  we  meant  to  follow  him  out  of 

reach 
Till    the    golden    dawn    was    again 

begun. 

With  lifted    oars,   with  shout   and 

song. 

Merry  mariners  all  were  we  ! 
Kvery  heart  beat  stout  and  strong. 
Through   all  the  world   you   would 

not  see, 
Though   you    should  journey   wide 

and  long, 

A  correlier  company. 
And     where,    the    echoing    creeks 

among. 

Merrily,  steadily. 

From  bay  to  bay  our  barks  did  fall, 
You  might  hear  us  singing,  one  and 

all. 

A  song  of  the  mighty  sea. 
But,  just  at  twilight,  down  the  rocks 
Dim  forms  trooped  fast,  and  clearer 

grew  : 

For  out  upon  the  sea-sand  came 
The  island-people,  whom  we  knew, 
And  called  us  : — girls  with  glowing 

locks  ; 
And   sunburnt   boys   that   tend  the 

herd 

Far  up  the  vale  ;  gray  elders  too 
With  silver  beards  : — their  cries  we 

heard  : 
They  called    us,  each    one  by  his 

name. 

"Could  ye  not  wait  a  little  while." 
We   heard   them   sing,  "for  all  our 

sakes  ? 

A  little  while,  in  this  old  isle," 
They  sung.  "  among  the  silver  lakes? 
For  here,"  they  sung,  "from  horn 

to  horn 

Of  flowery  bays  the  land  is  fair  : 
The  hillside  glows  with  grapes  :  the 

corn 

Grows  golden  in  the  vale  down  there. 
29 


Our  maids   are  sad  for  you,"  they 

sung  : 

"  Against  the  field  no  sickle  falls  : 
Upon  the,  trees  our  harps  are  hung  : 
Our    doors    are   void  :    a-nd    in   the 

stalls 

The  little  foxes  nest  ;  among 
The   herd-roved   hills   no    shepherd 

calls  : 
Your  brethren  mourn  for  you,"  they 

sung. 
"  Here  weep  your  wives:  here  passed 

your  lives 
Among  the  vines,  when  you  were 

young  : 

Here  dwell  your  sires  :  your  house- 
hold fires 
Grow  cold.  Keturu  !  Return  '"  they 

sung. 


Then    each    one   saw  his   kinsman 


stand 

!  Upon  the  shore,  and  wave  his  hand: 
And  each  grew  sad.     13ut   still  we 

sung 

Our  ocean-chorus  bold  and  clear  ; 
And  still  upon  our  oars  we  hung. 
A  d  held  our  course  with  steadfast 

cheer. 
"  For    we    are    bound    for    distant 

shores," 

We  cried,  and  faster  swept  our  oars: 
"  We  pine  to  see  the  faces  there 
Of  men  whose  deeds  we  heard  long 

since, 

Who  haunt  our  dreams  :   gray  he- 
roes :  kings 
Whose  fdine  the  wandering  minstrel 

sings  : 
And  maidens,  too,  more  fair  than 

ours, 

With  deeper  eyes  and  softer  hair, 
Like  hers  that  left  her  island  bowers 
To  wed  the  sullen  Cornish  Prince 
Who  keeps  his  court  upon  the  hill 
By  the  gray  coasts  of  Tyntagill, 
A. ml  each,  before  he  dLs,  must  gain 
Some  fairy-land  across  the  uiai'i." 

But  still  "  return,  beloved,  return  l': 
The  simple  island-people  suu#  : 
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And  still  each  mariner's  heart  did 

burn, 

As  each  his  kinsman  could  discern, 
Those  dim  green  rocks  among. 

"  O'er  you  the  rough  sea-blasts  will 

blow," 
They  sung,   "  while  here   the  skies 

are  fair  : 
Our  paths  are  through  the  fields  we 

know  : 
And  yours  you  know  not  where." 

But  we  waved  onr  hands  .  .  .  "fare- 
well !  farewell  ! " 
We  cried  ..."  our  white  sails  flap 

the  mast  : 

Our  course  is  set :  our  oars  are  wet : 
One  day,"  we  cried,  "  is  nearly  past: 
One  day  at  sea  !     Farewell  !   fare- 
well ! 

No  more  with  you  we  now  may 
dwell  1" 

And  the  next  day  we  were  driving 

free 

(With  never  a  sail  in  sight) 
Over  the  face  of  the  mighty  sea, 
And  we  counted  the  stars  next  night 
Kise  over  us  by  two  and  three 
With  melancholy  light  : 
A  grave-eyed,  earnest  company, — 
And  all  round  the  salt  foam  white  ! 

With  this,  she  ceased,  and  sighed 
..."  though  I  were  far, 

I  know  yon  moated  iris  would  not 
shed 

His  purple  crown  :  yon  clover-field 
would  ripple 

As  merry  in  the  waving  wind  as 
now  : 

As  soft  the  Spring  down  this  bare 
hill  would  steal. 

And  in  the  vale  below  fling  all  her 
flowers  : 

Each  year  the  wet  primroses  star  the 
woods  : 

And  violets  muffle  the  sharp  rivu- 
lets : 

Rourd  this  lone  casement's  solitary 
panes 


The  wandering  ivy  move  and  mounl 

each  year  : 
Each  year  the  red  wheat  gleam  neai 

river-banks  : 

While,    ah,   with  each  my   memorj 

from  the  hearts 
Of  men  would  fade,  and  from  theii 

lips  my  name. 
O  which  were   best — the  wide,   th< 

windy  sea, 
With  golden  gleams  of  undiscovered 

lands, 
Odors,  and  murmurs — or  the  placid 

Port, 
From  wanton  winds,  from  scornful 

waves  secure, 
Under  the  old,  green,  happy  hills  of 

home  ?  " 
She  sat  forlorn,  and  pondered.  Night 

was  near, 
And,  marshalling  o'er  the  hills  her 

dewy  camps, 

Came  down  the  outposts  of  the  sen- 
tinel stars. 
All  in  the  owlet  light  she  sat  forlorn. 

Now  hostel,  hail,  and  grange,   that 

eve  were  crammed  : 
The  town  being  choked  to  bursting 

of  the  gates  : 
For  there  the  King  yet  lay  with  all 

his  Earls. 
And   the  Hound  Table,   numbering 

all  save  one. 

On  many  a  curving  terrace  which 
o'erlwng 

The     long    gray    river,     swan- like, 

through  the  green 
Of  quaintest  yews,  moved,   pacing 

stately  by, 
The  lovely  ladies  of  King  Arthur's 

court. 
Sighing,    she   eyed  them  from  that 

lonely  keep. 

The  Dragon-banners  o'er  the  turrets 

drooped, 
The  heavy  twilight  hanging  in  theif 

folds. 
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And  now  and  then,  from  posterns  in 

the  wall 
The  knights  stole,  lingering  for  some 

last  Good  night, 
Whispered  or  sighed  through  closing 

lattices  ; 
Or  paused  with  reverence  of  bending 

plumes, 
And  lips  on  jewelled  fingers  gayly 

prest. 
The  silver  cressets  shone  from  pane 

to  pane  : 
And   tapers   flitted  by  with   flitting 

forms  : 
Clanged  the  dark  streets  with  clash 

of  iron  heels  : 
Or  fell  a  sound  of  coits  in  clattering 

courts. 
And   drowsy  horse-boys   singing   in 

the  straw. 

These  noises  floated  upward.     And 

within, 
From  the  great  Hall,  forever  and 

anon. 
Brake  gusts  of  revel ;   snatches  of 

wild  song, 
And  laughter  ;  where  her  sire  among 

his  men 
Caroused  between  the  twilight  and 

the  dark. 
The  silence  round  about  her  where 

she  s;it. 
Yext  in  itself,  grew  sadder  for  the 

sound. 
She  closed   her  eyes  :   before  them 

seemed  to  float 
A  dream  of  lighted  revels, — dance 

and  song 

Jn  Guenver's  palace  :  gorgeous  tour- 
naments ; 
And  rows  of  glittering  eyes  about 

the  Queen 
<Like   stars  in  galaxies  around  the  \ 

moon), 

That  sparkled  recognition  down  be- 
low. 
Where  rode  the  Knights  amort  with 

lance  and  plume  ; 
And  each  his  lady's  sleeve  upon,  1m 

helm: 


Murmuring  .  .  .   "  none  ride  for  me. 

Am  I  not  fair. 
Whom  men  call   the  White  Flower 

of  Astolat  ?'' 

Far,  far  without,  the  wild  gray  mar- 
ish  spread. 

A  heron  start  led  from  the  pools,  and 
flapped 

The    waier    from    his   wings,   and 
skirred  away. 

The  last  long  limit  of  the  dying  light 

Dropped,  all  on  (ire,  behind  an  iron 
cloud  : 

And,  here  and  there,  through  some 
wild  chasm  of  blue, 

Tumbled  a  star.     The  mist  upon  the 
fens 

Thickened.     A  billowy  opal  grew  i' 
the  crofts. 

Fed  on  the  land,  and  sucked    into 
itself 

Paling  and  park,  close  copse   and 
bushless  down, 

Changing  the  world  for  Fairies. 

Then  the  moon 

In  the  low  east,  unprisoned   from 
black  bars 

Of    stagnant    fog    (a    white    light, 
wrought  to  the  full, 

Summed  in  a  perfect  orb)  rose  sud- 
denly up 

Upon  the  "silence  with  a  great  sur- 
prise, 

And   took   the  inert  landscape   un- 
awares. 

White,  white,  the  snaky  river  :  dark 

the  banks : 
And  dark  the  folding  distance,  wljcro 

her  eyes 
Were  wildly  turned,  as  though  the 

whole  world  lay 

In  that  far  blackness  over  Carlyel. 
There  she  espied  Sir  Launcelot,  as 

he  rode 
His    coal-black    courser  downward 

from  afar. 
For  all  his    armor  glittered  as  he 

went, 
And  showed  like    silver :   and   lib 

mighty  shield, 
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By  dint  of  knightly  combat  hackt  and 

worn, 
Looked  like  some  cracked  and  frozen 

moon  thai  hangs 
By  night  o'er  Baltic   headlands  all 

alone. 

TO  . 

As,  in  lone  fairy-lands,  up  some  rich 

shelf 
Of  golden  sand  the  wild  wave  moan 

ingly 
Heaps  its  unvalued  sea-wealth,  weed 

and  gem, 
Then  creeps  back  slow  into  the  salt 

sad  sea  : 
.So  from  my  life's  new  searche'd  deeps 

to  thee, 
Beloved,  I  cast  these  weed-flowers. 

Smile  on  them, 
ilore  than  they  mean  I  know  not  to 

express. 
So  I  shrink   back  into   my  old  sad 

self, 
Far  from  all  words  where  love  lies 

fathomless. 

QUEfX  GUEXEVERE. 

TIIEXCE,    tip    the    sea-green    floor, 

among  tl     stems 

Of  mighty  columns  whose   unmeas- 
ured shades 
From  aisle  to  aisle,  unheeded  in  the 

sun. 
Moved  without  sound,  I,  following 

all  alone 
A  strange  desire  that  drew  me  like  a 

hand. 
Came  unawares  upon  the  Queen. 

She  sat 
In  a  great  silence,  which  her  beauty 

filled 
Full  to  the  heart  of  it,  on  a  black 

chair 
Mailed  all   about  with  sullen  gems, 

and  crusts 
Of  sultry  blazonry.     Her  face   was 

bowed, 
A  pause  of  slumbrous  beauty,  o'er 

'die  light 


Of  s ,>nio  delicious  thought  new-risen 

above 
The  deeps  of  passion.     Round  her 

stately  head 

A  single  circlet  of  the  red  gold  fine 
Burned  free,  from  which,  on  either 

side  streamed  down 
Twilights  of  her  soft  hair,  from  ne-!c 

to  font.  [is. 

Green  was  her  kirtle  as  the  emcroide 
And  stiff   from   hem    to    hem  with 

seams  of  stones 
Beyond  all  value  ;  which,  from  left 

to  right 
Disparting,  half  revealed  the  snowy 

gleam 
Of  a  white  robe  of  spotless  samite 

pure. 
And  from  the  soft  repression  of  her 

zone. 

Which  like  a  light  hand  on  a  lute- 
string pressed 
Harmony    from    ils    touch,    flowed 

warmly  back 
The  bounteous  outlines  of  a  glowing 

grace, 
Xor  yet  outflowed    sweet   laws    of 

loveliness. 

Then  did  I  feel  as  one  who,  much 

perplext, 
Led  by  strange  legends  and  the  light 

of  stars 
Over  long  regions  of  the  midnight; 

sand 

Beyond   the  red  tract  of  the  Pyra- 
mids, 
Is  suddenly  drawn  to  look  upon  the 

sky 
From  sense  of  unfamiliar  light,  and 

sees, 
Revealed    against    the    constellated 

cope 
The  great  cross  of  the  South. 

The  Hiamher  round 
Was  dropt  with  arras  green  ;  and  1 

could  hear, 
In  courts  far  off,  a  minstrel  praising 

May, 
Who  sang  .  .  .    Si  douce,  si  douce 

eat  la  Marjurete  ! 
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To  a  faint  lute.     Upon  the  window- 
sill, 

ll.ir.l  by  a  latouii  bowl  that  blazed  i 
the  sun 

Perched   a   strange  fowl,   a  Falcon 
Peregrine  ; 

AY  i  th  all  his  feathers  puft  for  pride, 
and  all 

His  courage  glittering  outward  in  his 
eye  ; 

For  he  had  flown  from  far,  athwart 
strange  lands. 

And  o'er  the  light  of  many  a  setting 
sun, 

Lured  by  his  love  (such  sovereignty 
of  old 

Had  Beauty  in  all  coasts  of  Chris- 
tendom !) 

To  look  into  the  great  eyes  of  the 
Queen. 

THE  NEGLECTED  HEART. 

Tins  heart,  you  would  not  have, 
1  laid  up  in  a  grave 
Of  song  :  with  love  en  wound  it ; 
And  set  sweet  fancies  blowing  round 

it. 

Then  I  to  others  gave  it  ; 
Because  you  would  not  have  it. 
"See  you  keep  it  well,"  I  said  ; 
"This  heart's  sleeping— is  not  dead; 
But  will  wake  some  future  day  : 
See  you  keep  it  while  you  may." 

All  areat  Sorrows  in  the  world,— 
Sonic  with  crowns  upon  their  heads, 
And  in  regal  purple  furled  ; 
Some  with  rosaries  and  beads  : 
Some  with  lips  of  scorning,  curled 
A'  false  Fortune  :  some,  in  weeds 
Of  mourning  and  of  widowhood, 

.  :ng  tearful  and  apart, — 
Each  one  in  his  several  mood, 
Came  to  take  my  heart. 

Then  in  holy  ground  they  pot  it  ; 
With  melodious  weepings  wet  it 
And  revered  it  as  they  found  it. 
With  wild  fancies  blowing  round  it. 


And  this  heart  (you  would  not  have) 
Beiiu'  not  dead,  though  in  the  grave, 
\Yorked  miracles  and  marvels 

strange. 

And  healed  many  maladies  : 
(Jiving  sight  to  sealed- up  eyes, 
And  legs  to  lame  men  sick  for  change. 

The    fame    of    it    grew    great    and 
greater. 

Then   said  you,    "All,    what's   the 

matter? 
IIo\v  hath  this  heart  I  would  not 

take, 
This    weak    heart    a    child    might 

break — 

This  poor,  foolish  heart  of  his — 
Since  won  worship  such  as  this  ?  " 

You  bethought  you  then  ..."  Ah 

me, 

What  if  this  heart,  I  did  not  choose 
To  retain,  hath  found  the  key 
,  Of  the  kingdom  ?  and  I  lose 
A  sreat  power  ?    Me  he  gave  it  : 
Mine  the  right,  and  I  will  have  it." 
Ah.  too  late  !    For  crowds  exclaimed, 
"  Ours  it  is  :  and  hath  been  claimed. 
Moreover,  where  it  lies,  the  spot 
Is  holy  ground  :  so  enter  not. 
None  but  men  of  mournful  mind, — 
Men  to  darkened  days  resigned  ; 
Equal  scorn  of  Saint  and  Devil  ; 
Poor  and  outcast  ;  halt  and  blind  ; 
Exiles  from  Life's  golden  revel  ; 
Gnawing  at  the  bitter  rind 
Of  old  griefs  ;  or  else,  confined 
In  proud  cares,  to  serve  and  grind,— •• 
May  enter  :   whom  this  heart  shali 

cure. 

But  go  thou  by  :  thou  art  not  poor  : 
Nor  defrauded  of  thy  lot  : 
Bless  thyself  :  but  enter  not  !' 

APPEARANCES. 

WKT,IM  you  have  learned  to  smile. 
And  no  one  looks  for  traces 
Of  tears  about  your  eyes. 
Your  face  is  like  most  faces. 
And  who  will  ask.  meanwhile, 
If  your  face  your  heart  belies  ? 
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Are  you  happy  ?    You  look  so. 
Well.  I  wish  you  what  you  seem. 
Happy  persons  sleep  so  light  ! 
In  your  sleep  you  never  dream  ? 
IV'.t  who  would  care  to  know 
What    dreams     you    dreamed     last 
night  ? 

HOW  THE  SONG  WAS  MADE. 

J  SAT  low  down,  at  midnight,  in  a 

vale 
Mysterious  with  the  silence  of  blue 

pines  : 

White-cloven  by  a  snaky  river-tail, 
Uncoiled  from  tangled  wefts  of  sil- 
ver twines. 

Out  of  a  crumbling  castle,  on  a  spike 
Of    splintered    rock,    a    mile    of 

changeless  shade 
Gorged  half  the  landscape.    Down  a 

dismal  dike 

Of  black  hills  the  sluiced   moon- 
beams streamed,  and  stayed. 

The  world  lay  like  a  poet  in  a  swoon, 
When  God  is  on  him,  filled  with 

Heaven,  all  through, — 
A  dim  face  full  of  dreams  turned  to 

the  moon, 

With   mild   lips  moist  in   melan- 
choly dew. 

I  plucked  bine  mugwort,  livid  man- 
drakes, balls 
Of  blossomed  nightshade,  heads  of 

hemlock,  long 

White  grasses,  grown  in  oozy  inter- 
vals 

Of  marsh,  to  make  ingredients  for 
a  song : 

A  song  of  mourning  to  embalm  the 

Past,— 
The    corpse-cold     Past,— that    it 

should  not  decay  ; 
But  in  dark  vaults  of  memory,  to  the 

last, 

Endure  unchanged  :  for  in  some 
future  day 


I  will  bring  my  new  love  to  look  at 

it 
(Laying  aside  her  gay  robes  for  a 

moment) 
That,  seeing  what  love  came  to,  she 

ma>  sit 

Silent  awhile,  and  muse,  but  make 
110  comment. 

RETROSPECTIONS. 

TO-NIGHT    she    will  dance    at    the 

palace, 

With  the  diamonds  in  her  hair  : 
And    the    Prince    will    praise    her 

beauty — 
The  loveliest  lady  there  ! 

But  tones,  at  times,  in  the  music 

Will  bring  back  forgotten  things  : 
And   her  heart  will  fail  her  some- 
times, 

When  her  beauty  is  praised  at  the 
King's. 

There  sits  in  his  silent  chamber 
A  stern  and  sorrowful  man  : 

But  a  strange  sweet  dream  comes  to 

him. 
While  the  lamp  is  burning  wan, 

Of  a  sunset  among  the  vineyards 
In  a  lone  and  lovely  land," 

And  a  maiden  standing  near  him, 
With    fresh    wild- flowers   in    her 
hand. 

THY  VOICE  ACROSS  MY  SPIRIT 
FALLS. 

THY  voice  across  my  spirit  falls 

Like  some  spent  sea-wind  through 
dim  halls 

Of  ocean-king's,  left  bare  and  wide 

(Green  floors  o'er  which  the  sea- 
weed crawls  !) 

Where  once,  long  since,  in  festal 
pride 

Some  Chief,  who  roved  and  ruled  the 
tide. 

Among  his  brethren  reigned  and 
died. 
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I  dare  not  meet  thine  eyes  ;  for  so, 
In  gazing  there.  1  seem  once  more 
To  lapse  away  through  days  of  yore 
To  homes  where  laugh  and  song  is 

o'er, 
\Vliose  inmates  each  went  long  ago— 

Like  some  lost  soul,  that  keeps  the 

semblance 

On  its  brow  of  ancient  grace 
Not  all  laded,  wandering  back 
To  silent  chambers,  in  the  track 
Of  the  twilight,  from  the  Place 
Of  retributive  Remembrance. 
Ah,  turn  aside  those  eyes  again  ! 
Their  light  lias  less  of  joy  than  pain. 
We  are  not  now  what  we  were  then. 


THE  RUINED  PALACE. 

BIJOKEX  are  the  Palace  windows  : 

Hotting  is  the  Palace  floor. 
The  damp  wind  lifts  the  arras, 

And  swings  the  creaking  door  ; 
But  it  only  startles  the  white  owl 

From   his   perch  on  a  monarch's 

throne, 

And  the  rat  that  was  gnawing  the 
harp-strings 

A  Queen  once  played  upon. 

Dare  you  linger  here  at  midnight. 

Alone,  when  the  wind  is  about, 
And  the  bat,  and  the  newt,  and  the 
viper, 

And  the  creeping  things  come  out? 
Beware  of  these  ghostly" chambers  ! 

Search   not   what  my  heart  hath 

been, 
Lest  you  find  a  phantom  sitting 

Where  once  there  sat  a  Queen. 

A  VISION  OF  VIRGINS- 

1  HAD  a  vision  of  the  night. 

It  seemed 
There  was  a  long  red  tract  of  barren 

land, 
Blockt  in    by  black  hills,  where   a 

half-moon  dreamed 


Of  morn,  and  whitened. 

Drifts  of  dry  brown  sand, 
I  This  way  and  that,  were  heapt  be- 
low :  and  flats 
;  Of  water  .-—glaring  shallows,  where 

strange  bats 

;  Came  and  went,   and  moths  flick- 
ered. 

To  the  right 

A  dusty  road  that  crept  ah  ng  the 
waste 

Like  a  white  snake  :  and,  farther  up, 
I  traced 

The  shadow  of  a  great  house,  far  in 
sight : 

A    hundred    casements    all    ablaze 
with  light  : 

And  forms  that  flit  athwart  them  as 
in  haste : 

And  a  slow  music,  such  as  some- 
times kings 

Command   at  mighty  revels,   softly 
sent 

From  viol,  and  flute,  and  tabor,  and 
the  strings 

Of  many  a  sweet  and  slumbrous  in- 
strument 

That  wound  into  the  mute  heart  of 
the  night 

Out  of  that  distance. 

Then  I  could  perceive 

A   glory   pouring  through  an  open 
door, 

And  in  the  light  five  women.      I  be- 
lieve 

They  wore  white  vestments,  all  of 
them.     They  were 

Quite  calm  :  and  each  still  face  un- 
earthly fair, 

Unearthly  quiet.      So  like  statues 
all, 

Waiting    they    stood    without  that 
lighted  hall  ; 

And  in  their  hands,  like  a  blue  star, 
they  held 

Each  one  a  silver  lamp. 

Then  I  beheld 

A  shadow  in  the  doorway.    And  One 
came 

Crowned  for  a  feast.      I  could  not 
see  the  Face. 
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The  Form  was  not  all  human.      As 

tin-  flame 
Streamed   over  it,  a  presence  took 

the  place 
With  awe. 
He,   turning,   took  them    hy   the 

hand, 
And  led   them  each  up  the  white 

stairway,  and 
The  door  closed. 


At  that  moment  the  moon  dipped 
Behind  a  rag  of  purple  vapor,  ript 
Oil  a  great  cloud,  some  dead  wind, 

ere  it  spent 
Its  last  breath,  had  blown  open,  and 

so  rent 
You  saw  behind  blue  pools  of  light, 

and  there 
A  wild  star  swimming  in  the  lurid 

air. 
The  dream   was  darkened.     And  a 

sense  of  loss 
Fell  like  a  nightmare  on  the  land  : 

becaiise 

The  moon  yet  lingered  in  her  cloud- 
eclipse. 
Then,  in  the  dark,  swelled  sullenly 

across 
The  waste  a  wail  of  women. 

Her  blue  lips 

The  moon  drew  up  out  of  the  cloud. 

Again 
I  had    a  vision  on  that  midnight 

plain. 

Five  women  :  and  the  beauty  of 
despair 

Upon  their  faces  :  locks  of  wild  wet 
hair. 

Clammy  with  anguish,  wandered  low 
and  loose 

O'er  their  bare  breasts,  that  seemed 
to.j  filled  with  trouble 

To  feel  the  damp  crawl  of  the  mid- 
night dews 

That  trickled  down  them.  One  was 
bent  half  double, 

A  dismayed  heap,  that  hung  o'er 
the  last  spark 


Of   a  lamp   slowly  dying.     As  she 

blew 
The  dull  light  redder,  and  the  dry 

wick  tlew 
In  crumbling  sparkles  all  about  the 

dark, 

I  saw  a  light  of  horror  in  her  eyes  ; 
A  wild  light  on  her  llusht  cheek  ;  a 

wild  white 

On  her  dry  lips;  an  agony  of  surprise 
Fearfully  fair. 

The  huii)>  dropped.   From  my  sight 
She  fell  into  the  dark. 

Beside  her,  sat 
One  v  ithout  motion  :  and  her  stern 

face  flat 
Against  the  dark  sky. 

One,  as  still  as  death, 
Hollowed  her  hands  about  her  lamp. 

for  fear 
Some  motion  of  the  midnight,  or  her 

breath, 
Should  fan  out  the  last  flicker.  Iio.-y- 

clear 
The  light  oozed,  through  her  fingers, 

o'er  her  face. 
There  was  a  ruined  beauty  hovering 

there 
Over    deep    pain,    and,   dasht   with 

lurid  grace 
A  waning  bloom. 

The  light  grew  dim  and  blear  : 
And  she.  too,  slowly  darkened  in  her 

place. 
Another,  with  her  white  hands  hotly 

lockt 
About   her  damp  knees,  muttering 

madness,  rocked 
Forward  and  backward.     But  at  last 

she  stopped. 
And  her  dark  head  upon  her  bosom 

dropped 
Motionless. 

Then  one  rose  up  with  a  cry 
To  the  great  moon  ;  and  stretched  a 

wrathful  arm 

Of  wild  expostulation  to  the  sky, 
Murmuring.  "  These  earth-lamps  fail 

us  !  and  what  harm  1' 
Does  not  the  moon   shine  ?    Let  us 
rise  and  haste 
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To  meet  the  Bridegroom  yonder  o'er 

the  \vasle  ! 
For  now  I  seem  to  catch  once  more 

the  tone 
Of  viols  on  the  night.    'Twere  better 

done, 
At  worst,  to  perish  near  the  golden 

gate, 

And  fall  in  sight  of  glory  one  by  one, 
Than  here  all  night  upon  the   wild, 

to  wait 
Uncertain  ills.     Away  !  the  hour  is 

late  !" 

Again  the  moon  dipped. 

I  could  see  no  more. 
Not  the  least    gleam  of    light  did 
heaven  afford. 

At  last,  I  heard  a  knocking  on  a  door, 
And  some  one  crying,  ''Open  to  us, 

Lord  !" 
There  was  an  awful  pause. 

I  heard  my  heart 
Beat, 

Then  a  Voice — "  I  know  you  not. 

Depart." 
I  caught,  within,  a  glimpse  of  glory. 

And 
The  door  closed. 

Still  in  darkness  dreamed  the  land. 
I  could  not  see  those  women.     Not 

a  breath  ! 
Darkness,  and  awe  :  a  darkness  more 

than  death. 
The  darkness  took  them.   *  *  *  *  * 


LEOLIXE. 

INT  the  molten-golden  moonlight, 

In  the  d«-ep  grass  warm  and  dry, 
*U'e   \\atclied   the    fire-fly   rise    and 
swim 

In  floating  sparkles  by. 
All  night  the  hearts  of  nightingales, 

Song-steeping,  slumbrous  leaves, 
Flu  wed  to  us  in  the  shadow  there 

Below  the  cottage-eaves. 

We  sang  our  songs  together 
Till  the  stars  shook  in  the  skies. 


We  spoke  —  we  spoke  of  common 

things. 

Yet  the  tears  were  in  our  eyes. 
And  my  hand. — I  know  it  trembled 

To  each  light  warm  touch  of  thine. 
But    we     were    friends,   and    only 

friends, 
My  sweet  friend,  Leoliiie  ! 

How  large  the  white  moon  looked, 

Dear  ! 

There  has  not  ever  been 
Since  those  old  nights  the  same  great 

light 

In  the  moons  which  I  have  seen. 
I  often  wonder,  when  I  think, 
If  you  have  thought  so  too, 
And  the  moonlight  has  grown  dim- 
mer, Dear, 
Than  it  used  to  be  to  you. 

And  sometimes,   when    the    warm 

west-wind 

Comes  faint  across  the  sea, 
It  seems  that  you  have  breathed  on 

it, 

S:>  sweet  it  comes  to  me  : 
And  sometimes,  when  the  long  light 

wanes 

In  one  deep  crimson  line, 
I  muse,  ''  and  does  she  watch  it  too, 
Far  off,  sweet  Leoline  ?" 

And  often,  leaning  all  day  long 

My  head  upon  my  hands. 
My  heart  aches  for  the  vanisht  time 

In  the  far  fair  foreign  lands  : 
Thinking  sadly — "  Is  she  happy  ? 

Has  she  tears  for  those  old  hours  ? 
And  the  cottage  in  the  starlight  ? 

And   the   songs  among  the  flow-     j 
ers?'' 

1 
One  night  we  sat  below  the  porch, 

And  out  in  that  warm  air, 
Afire-fly,  like  a  dying  star, 

Fell  tangled  in  her  hair  ; 
But  I  kissed  him  lightly  off  again, 

And  he  glittered  up  the  vine, 
And  died  into  the  darkness 

For  the  love  of  Leoline  ! 
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Between  two  songs  of  Petrarch 

I've  a  purple  rose-leaf  prest, 
More     sweet    than    common    rose- 
leaves, 

For  it  once  lay  in  her  breast. 
When  she  gave  me  that  her  eyes 
were  wet, 

The  rose  was  full  of  dew. 
The  rose  is  withered  long  ago  ; 

The  page  is  blistered  too. 

There's  a  bine  flower  in  my  garden, 

The  bee  loves  more  than  all  : 
The  bee  and  I,  we  love  it  both, 

Though  it  is  frail  and  small. 
She  loved  it  too  — long,  long  ago  : 

Her  love  was  less  than  mine. 
Still     we    are    friends,    but     only 
friends, 

My  lost  love,  Leoline  ! 

SPRING   AND   WINTER. 

THE  world  buds  every  year  : 

But  the  heart  just  once,  and  when 

Tin-  blossom  falls  off  sere 

Xo  new  blossom  comes  again. 

Ah,  the  rose  goes  with  the  wind  : 

But  the  thorns  remain  behind. 

Was  it  well  in  him.  if  he 

Felt  not  love,  to  speak  of  love  so  ? 
If  he  still  unmoved  must  be, 

Was  it  nobly  sought  to  move  so  ? 
— Pluck  the  flower,  and  yet  not  wear 

it- 
Spurn,  despise  it,  yet  not  spare  it  ? 

Need  he  say  that  I  was  fair, 
With  such  meaning  in  his  tone, 

Just  to  speak  of  one  whose  hair 
Had  the  same  tinge  as  my  own  ? 

Pluck  my  life  up,  root  and  bloom, 

Just  to  1 1  .nit  it  on  her  tomb  ? 

And  she'd  scarce  so  fair  a  face 
(So  he  used  to  say)  as  mine  : 

And  her  form  had  far  less  grace  : 
And  her  brow  was  far  less  fine  : 

But  'twas  just  that  he  loved  then 

More  than  he  can  love  again. 


Why.  if  Beauty  could  not  bind  him, 
Need  he  praise  me.  speaking  low  :    j 

Use  my  face  just  to  remind  him 
How  no    face  could   please   him    • 
now  ? 

Why,  if  loving  could  not  move  him 

Did  he  teach  me  still  to  love  him  ? 

And  he  said  my  eyes  were  bright, 
But  his  own.  he  said,  were  dim  : 

And  my  hand,  he  said,  was  white, 
But  what  was  that  to  him  ? 

"  For,"  he  said,  '•  in  gazing  at  you 

I  seem  gazing  at  a  statue."" 

"  Yes,"   he  said,    "  he  had   grown 
wise  now  : 

He  had  suffered  much  of  ycre  : 
But,  a  fair  face  to  his  eyes  now, 

Was  a  fair  face,  and  no  more. 
Yet  the  anguish  and  the  bliss, 
And  the  dream  too,  had  been  his." 

Then,  why  talk  of  ulost  romances  " 

Being  "  sick  of  sentiment  !  " 
And   what  meant  those   tones  and 

glances 

If  real  love  was  never  neant  ? 
Why,  if  his   own  youth   were   with- 
ered, 
Must  mine  also  have  been  gathered? 

Why   those    words    a    thought    too 

tender 
For  the  commonplaces  spoken  ? 

Looks  whose    meaning    seemed   to 

render 

Help  to  words  when  speech  came 
broken  '? 

Why  so  la'c  in  July  moonlight 

Just   to   say   what's   said  by   noon- 
light'? 

And  why  praise  my  youth  for  glad- 
ness, 

Keeping  something  in  his  smile 
AVhich  turned  all  my  youth  to  sad- 

lli'SS, 

He  still  smiling  all  the  while  ? 
Since,  when  so  my  youth  was  over 
He    said  —  "  Seek    some    younger 
lover  1 " 
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"  For  the  world  buds  once  a  year, 
But  the  heart  just  once,"  he  said. 

True  !  ...  so  now   that  Spring  is 

here 
All  my  flowers,  like  his,  are  dead. 

And  the  rose  drops  in  the  wind. 

I!'.it  the  thorns  remain  behind. 

KIXG  IIERMAXDIAZ. 

TIIEX,  standing  by  the  shore,  I  saw 

the  moon 
Change   hue,    and   dwindle    in   the 

west,  as  when 
Warm  looks  fade  inward  out  of  dying 

eyes, 
And  the  dim  sea  began  to  moan. 

I  knew 
My  hour  had  come,  and  to  the  bark 

I  went. 
Still  were  the  stately  decks,  and  hung 

with  silk 
Of  stole'd  crimson  :  at  the  mast-head 

burned 
A  steadfast  lire  with  influence  like  a 

star. 
And  mult-mi  nth  a  couch  of  gold.     I 

loosed 
The  dripping  chain.     There  was  not 

any  wind  : 

But  all  at  once  the  magic  sails  began 
To  belly  and  heave,  and  like  a  bat 

that  wakes 
And    flits    by    night,  beneath    her 

swarthy  wings 
The  black  ship  rocked  and  moved. 

I  heard  anon 
A  humming  in   the   cordage  and  a 

sound 
Like  bev'S  in  summer,  and  the  bark 

went  on, 
And  on,  and  on,  until   at  last  the 

world 
Was  rolled  away  and  folded  out  of 

sight. 

And  I  was  all  alone  on  the  great  sea. 
Tlwre  a  deep  awe  fell  on  my  spirit. 

My  wound 

Began  to  bite.    I,  gazing  round,  be- 
held 
A.  lady  sitting  silent  at  the  helm, 


A  woman  white  as  death,  and  fair  as 

dreams. 
I  would  have  asked  her  "  Whither 

do  we  sail  ?  " 
i  And    "how?"    but  that  my    fear 

clung  at  my  heart, 
And  held  me  still.     She,  answering 

my  doubt, 
j  S.iid  slowly,  "  To  the  Isle  of  Ava- 

lon." 

;  And  straightway   we  were  nigh   a 

strand  all  gold, 
That  glittered  in  the  moon  between 

the  dusk 
\  Of  hanging  bowers  made  rich  with 

blooms  and  balms, 
From  which  faint  gusts  came  to  me; 

and  I  heard 
A  sound  of  lutes  among  the  vales, 

and  songs 
And  voices  faint  like  voices  through 

a  dream 
That  said  or  seemed  to  say,  "  Hail, 

Hermandiaz  ! " 


SOXG. 

Ix  the  warm,  black  mill-pool  wink- 
injr, 

The  firjt  doubtful  star  shines  blue: 
And  alone  here  I  lie  thinking 

O  such  happy  thoughts  of  you  ! 

Up  the  porch  the  roses  clamber, 
And  the  flowers  we    sowed  last 
June  ; 

And  the  casement  of  your  chamber 
Shines  between  them  to  the  moon. 

Look  out,  Love  !  fling  wide  the  lat 
tice  : 

Wind  the  red  rose  in  your  hair, 
And  the  little  white  clematis 

Which  I  plucked  for  you  to  wear  : 

Or  come  down,  and  let  me  hear  you 
Singing  in  the  scented  grass, 

Through  tall  cowslips  nodding  near 

you, 
Just  to  touch  you  as  you  pass 
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For.  where  you  pass,  the  air 

With   \v;irm  hints  of   love  grows 
wise  : 

You— the  dew  on  your  dim  hair, 
And  the  smile  in  your  soft  eyes  ! 

From     the     hayfield    comes     your 

brother  : 

There  your  sisters  stand  together, 
binding  clear  to  one  another 
Through   the   dark  blue  summer 
weather, 

And  the  maid  the  latch  is  clinking 

As  she  lets  her  lover  through  : 
But  alone,  Love,  I  lie  thinking 

0  such  tender  thoughts  of  you  I 

THE  SWALLOW. 

O  SWALLOW  chirping  in  the  spark- 
ling eves, 
Why  hast  thoii  left  far  south  thy 

fairy  homes, 
To   build    between   these    drenched 

April  leaves, 

And  sing  me  songs  of  Spring  be- 
fore it  comes  ? 

Too  soon  thou  singest !    Yon  black 

stubborn  thorn 
Bursts  not  a  bud  :  the  sneaping 

wind  drifts  on. 
She  that  once  flung   thee  crumbs, 

and  in  the  morn 
Sang  from  the  lattice  where  thou 

sing'st,  is  gone. 
Here  is  no  Spring.      Thy  flight  yet 

further  follow. 
Fly  off,  vain  swallow  ! 

JThou  com'st  to  mock  me  wif.h  re- 
membered things. 

1  love  thee  not,  O  bird  for  me  too 

gay. 
That  which  I  want  thou  hast,— the 

gift  of  wings  : 
Grief — which   I   have — thou   hast 

not.     Fly  away  ! 
What  hath  my  roof  for  thee  ?     My 

cold  dark  roof, 


Beneath    whose    weeping    thatch 

thine  eggs  will  freeze  ! 
Summer  will  halt  not,  here,  so  keep 

aloof. 
Others  are  gone ;  go  thou.    In  those 

wet  trees 
I  see  no  Soring,  though  thou  still 

singest  of  it. 
Fare  hence,  false  prophet  ! 

CONTRA  DA  XD. 

A  HKAP  of  low,  dark,  rocky  coast, 
Where  the  blue-black   sea   sleeps 

smooth  and  even  : 
And  the  sun,  just  over  the  reefs  at 

most, 

In  the  amber  part  of  a  pale  blue 
heaven  : 

A  village  asJeep  below  the  pines, 
Hid  up  the  gray  shore  from  the 

low  slow  sun  : 
And  a  maiden    that  lingers  among 

the  vines, 

With  her  feet  in  the  dews,  and  her 
locks  undone  : 

The    half-moon  melting  out  of  the 

sky  : 
And.  just  to  be  seen  still,  a  star 

here,  a  star  there. 
Faint,  high  up  in  the  heart  of  the 

heaven  ;  so  high 

And  so  faint,  you  can  scarcely  be 
sure  that  they  are  there. 

And  one  of  that  small,  black,  raking 

craft  ; 
Two  swivel  guns  on  a  round  deck 

handy  : 
And  a  un-at  slocp  sail  with  the  wind 

abaft  : 

And  four  brown  thieves  round   a 
cask  of  brandy. 

That's  my  lifn,  as  I  left  it  last. 
And  what  it  may  be  henceforth  I 

know  not. 
But   all    that   I   keep  of  the  merry 

Past 

Are  trifles  like  these,  which  I  car* 
to  show  not  : — 


MINOR  POEMS. 


461 


A  leathern  flask,  ai.d  a  necklace  of 

pearl  ; 
These  rusty  pistols,   this  tattered 

chart,  Friend, 
And   the  soft  dark  half  of  a  raven 

curl  ; 

And,  at  evening,  (he  thought  of  a 
true,  true  heart,  Friend. 

EVENING. 

ALREADY  evening  !   In  the  duskiest 

nook 
Of    yon    dusk   corner,   under  the 

Death's-head, 
Between  the  alembecs,  thrust  this 

legended, 
And    iron-bound,    and    melancholy  | 

book, 
For  I  will  read  no  longer.    The  loud  ! 

brook 
Shelves  his  sharp  light  up  shallow 

banks  thin-spread  ; 
The  slumbrous  west  grows  slowly 

red,  and  red  : 
Up  from  the  ripened  corn  her  silver 

hook 
The  moon  is  lifting  :    and   deli- 

ciously 
Along  the  warm  blue  hills  the  day 

declines  : 
The  h'rst  star  brightens  while  she 

waits  for  me, 
And  round  her  swelling  heart  the 

zone  grows  tight  : 
Musing,  half-sad,   in  her  soft   hair 

she  twines 

The  white  rose,  whispering,  "he 
will  come  to-night  1  " 

ADON. 

I  WILL  not  weep  for  Adon  ! 
1  will  not  waste  my  breath  to  draw 

thick  sighs 
For  Spring's  dead   greenness.      All 

the  orient  skies 
Are    husht,   and    breathing    out    a 

bright  surprise 
Round  morning's  marshalling  star: 

Kise,  Eos,  rise  1 


Day's  dazzling  spears  are  up  :  the 

faint  stars  fade  on 
The  white  hills, — cold,  like  Adon  ! 

O'er  crag,  and  spar,  and  splinter 
Break  down,  and  roll  the  amber  mist, 

stern  light. 
The   black    pines   dream   of   dawn. 

The  skirts  of  night 
Are    ravelled    in    the    East.      And 

planted  bright 
In  heaven,   the   roois   of  ice  shine, 

sharp  and  white, 
In  frozen  ray,  and  spar,  and  spike, 

and  splinter. 

Within  me  and  without,  all's  Win- 
ter. 

Why  should  I  weep  for  Adon  ? 
Am  I,  because  the  sweet  Past  is  no 

more, 
Dead,  as  the  leaves  upon  the  graves 

of  yore  ? 
I  will  breathe  boldly,  though  the  air 

be  frore 
With  freezing  fire.     Life  still  beats 

at  the  core 
Of  the  world's  heart,  though  Death 

his  awe  hath  laid  on 
This  dumb  white  corpse  of  Adon. 


THE  PROPHET. 

WiiEXthe  East  lightens  with  strange 

hints  of  morn, 
The  first  tinge  of  the  growing  glory 

takes 
The  cold  crown  of  some  husht  high 

alp  forlorn. 
While  yet  o'er  vales  below  the  dark 

is  spread. 
Even  so  the  dawning  Age,  in  silence, 

breaks. 

O  solitary  soul,  on  thy  still  head  : 
And  we,  that  watch  below  wi'li  rev- 
erent fear, 
Seeing  thee  crowned,  do  know  tliat 

day  is  near. 
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WEALTH. 

WAS  it  not  enough  to  dream  the  day 

to  death 
Grandly  '?  and  finely  feed  on  faint 

perfumes  ? 
Between  the  heavy  lilacs  draw  thick 

breath, 

While   the   noon    hummed    from 
glowing  citron-glooms  ? 

Or    walk    with    Morning    in    these 

dewy  bowers, 

'Mid  sheaved  lilies,  and  the  moth- 
loved  lips 

Of  purple  asters,  bearded  flat  sun- 
flowers, 

And  milk-white   crumpled    pinks 
with  blood  i'  the  tips  ? 

But  I  must  also,  gazing  upon  thee, 
Pine    with    delicious    pain,    and 

subtle  smart, 

Till  I  felt  heavy  immortality, 
Laden  with  looks  of  thine,  weigh 
on  niy  heart  ! 


WAXT. 

You  swore  you  loved  me  all  last 

June  : 
And  now  December's  come  and 

gone. 
The  Summer  went  with  you — too 

soon. 
The  Winter  goes — alone. 

Next  Spring  the  leaves  will  all  be 

be  green  : 
But  love  like  ours,  once  turned  to 

pain, 

Can  be  no  more  what  it  hath  been, 
Though  roses  bloom  again. 

Return,  return  the  unvalued  wealth 
I   gave  !    which    scarcely    profits 

y<u— 
The  heart's   lost  youth— the  soul's 

lost  health — 
Iu  vain  !  .  .  .  false  f dead,  adieu  ! 


I  keep  one  faded  violet 

Of    all    once    ours, — you   left   no 

more. 
What  I  have  lost  I  may  forget, 

But  you  cannot  restore. 

A  BIRD  AT  SUNSET. 

WILD   bird,  that  wingest  wide  the 

glimmering  moors. 
Whither,   by  belts    of    yellowing 

woods  away  ? 
With  pausing  sunset  thy  wild  heart 

allures 
Deep  into  dying  day  ? 

Would  that  my  heart,  on  wings  like 

thine,  could  pass 

Where  stars  their  light  in  rosy  re- 
gions lose, — 
A    happy  shadow    o'er   the    warm 

brown  grass, 
Falling  with  falling  dews  ! 

Hast  thou,  like  me,  some  true-love 

of  thine  own, 
In  fairy  lands  beyond  the  utmost 

seas  ; 
Who  there,   unsolaced,   yearns    for 

thee  alone, 
And  sings  to  silent  trees  ? 

O  tell  that  woodbird  that  tho  Sum- 

iripr  grieves, 
And  the  suns  darken  and  the  days 

grow  cold  ; 

And,  tell  her,  love  Mill  fade  with  fad- 
ing leaves, 
And  cease  in  common  mould. 

Fly  from  the  winter  of  the  world  to 

her  ! 
Fly,  happy  bird  !    I  follow  in  thy 

Hight, 
Till  thou  art  lost  o'er  yonder  fringe 

of  fir 
In  baths  of  crimson  light. 

My  love  is  dying  far  away  from  me. 
She  sits  and  saddens  in  the  fading 
west. 


ML\TOR  POEMS. 


46 


For  her  I  mourn  all  clay,  and  pine 

to  be 
At  night  upon  her  breast. 


IN    TRAVEL. 

}  ow  our  white  sail  nutters  down  : 
Now  it  broadly  takes  the  bree/e  : 
Now  the  wharves  upon  the  town, 
Lessening,  leave  us  by  degrees. 
Blithely  blows  the  morning,  shaking 
On  your  cheek  'he  k  osened  curls  : 
Round    our    prow   the    cleft    wave, 

breaking, 

Tumbles  off  in  heaped  pearls, 
Which  in  forks  of  foam  unite, 
And  run  seething  out  to  sea, 
Where  o'er  gleams  of  briny  light, 
Dip  the  dancing  guiis  in  glee. 
Now  the  mountain  serpentine 
Slips  out  many  a  snaky  line 
Down  the  dark  blue  ocean-spine. 
From  the  boatside.  while  we  pass, 
I  can  see,  as  in  a  glass, 
Pirates  on  ihe  flat  sea-sand, 
Caiousing  ere  they  put  from  land  ; 
And  the  purple-pointed  crests 
Of  hills  whereon  the  morning  rests 
Whose  ethereal  vivid  peaks 
Glimmer  in  the  lucid  creeks. 
Now  these  wind  away  :  and  now 
Hamlets  up  the  mouutaii.-^row 
Peep  and  peer  from  roof  to  roof  ; 
And  gray  castle-walls  aloof 
O'er  wide  vineyards  just  in  grape, 
From  whose  serfs  old  Barons  held 
Tax  and  t  1   in  feudal  eld, 
Creep  out  of  the  uncoiling  cape. 
Now  the  long  low  layer  of  mist 
A  slow  trouble  rolls  and  lifts, 
With  a  broken  billowy  motion. 
From  the  rocks  and  from  the  rifts, 
Laying  bare,  just  here  and  there, 
Black  stone-pines,  at  morn  dew-kist 
By  salt  winds  from  bound  to  bound 
Of  the  great  sea  freshening  round  : 
Wattled  folds  on  bleak  brown  downs 
Sloping  lii','ii  o'er  sleepy  towns  ; 
Lengths   of   shore  aud   breadths  of 

ocean. 


Love,  lear  re-enpon  my  shoo'.dei, 
And  look  yo'.ider.  love,  witLi  »ne  : 
Now  I  th'u'.v  that  I  can  see 
In  the  mei-ry  market-places 
Sudden  warmths  of  sur.iiy  faces  : 
.Many  a  Ijveiy  laughing  maiden 
Bearing  on  her  loose  dark  locks 
Rich  fruit-baskets  heavy-laden, 
In  and  out  among  the  "ocks, 
Knowing  not  that  we  toehold  her, 
Now,  love,  tell  me,  car»  you  bear, 
Growing  nearer,  and  more  ne  xr, 
Sound  of  song,  and  plash  of  oar, 
I  From  wild  bays,  and  inlets  hoar, 
While  above  yon  isles  afar 
Ghostlike  sinks  last  night's  last  star* 

CHANGES. 
WHOM  first  we  love,  yuu  know,  we 

seldom  Aved. 

Time  rules  us  all.     Ajid  Life,  in- 
deed, is  not 
The  thing  we  planned  it  out  ere  hope 

Was  dead. 

And    then,    we    women    cannot 
choose  our  lot. 

Much  must  be  borne  which  it  is  hard 

to  bear  : 
Much  given  away  which  it  were 

sweet  to  keep. 
God  help  us  all  !  who  need,  indeed, 

His  care. 

And  yet,    I  know,  the  Shepherd 
loves  His  sheep. 

My  little  boy  begins  to  babble  now 
Upon  my  knee  his  earliest  infant 

prayer. 
He  has  his  father's  eager  eyes,   I 

know. 

And,  they  say  too,  his  mother's 
sunny  hair. 

But  when  he  sleeps  and  smiles  upon 

my  knee, 
And  I  can   feel   his  light  breath 

come  and  go, 
I   think  of  one    (Heaven   help  and 

pity  me  !) 

Who  loved  me,  and  whom  I  loved, 
long  ago. 
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Who  illicit  have  boon  .  .  .  ah,  what 

I  dare  no,  think  ! 
"We  all  are  changed.     God  judges 

for  us  best. 
God  help  us  do  our  duty,  and  not 

shrink, 

And  trust  in  heaven  humbly  for 
the  rest. 

But  blame  us  women  not,  if  some 

appear 
Too  cold  at  times  ;  and  some  too 

gay  and  light. 
Some  griefs  gnaw  deep.    Some  woes 

are  hard  to  bear. 

Who  knows  the  Past  ?   and  who 
can  judge  us  right  ? 

Ah,   were  we  judged  by  what  we 

might  have  been, 
And  not  by  what  we  are,  too  apt 

lo  fall  ! 
My  little  child — he  sleeps  and  smiles 

between 

These      thoughts     ;nl     me.       In 
heaven  we  shall  know  all  ! 


JUDICItTM    PARIDIS. 

1  SAID,  when  young,   "  Beauty's  the 

supreme  joy. 
Her  I  will  choose,  and  in  all  forms 

will  face  her  ; 

Eye  to  eye,  lip  to  lip,  and  so  em- 
brace her 

With  my  whole  heart."     I  said  this 
being  a  boy. 

"  First,  I  will  seek  her, — naked,  or 

clad  only 
In  her  own  godhead,  as  I  know  of 

yore 
Great  bards  beheld  her."     So  by 

sea  and  shore 

I  sought  her,  and  among  the  moun- 
tains lonely. 

"  There  be  groat  sunsets  in  the  won- 
drous West  ; 

And  marvel  in  the  orbings  of  the 
moon  : 


And  glory  in  the  jubilees  of  June; 
And  power  in  the  deep  ocean.     For 
the  rest, 

"  Green-glaring      glaciers  ;     purple 

clouds  of  pine 

White  walls  of  ever-roaring  cata- 
racts ; 
Blue  thunder  drifting  over  thirsty 

tracts  ; 

The  homes  of  eagles  ;  these,  too,  are 
divine, 

"  And  terror  shall  not  daunt  me — so 

it  be 
Beautiful  —  or    in    storm    or    in 

eclipse  : 
Rocking  pink  shells,  or  wrecking 

freighted  ships. 

I  shall  not  shrink  to  find  her  in  the 
sea. 

"  Next,  I  will  seek  her — in  all  shapes 

of  wood, 
Or  brass,  or  marble  ;  or  in  colors 

clad  ; 
And  sensuous  lines,  to  make  my 

spirit  glad. 

And  she  shall  change  her  dress  with 
every  mood. 

"  Ilose-1  attired    casements,    lone   in 

summer  lands — 
Some  witch's  bower  :  pale  sailors 

on  the  marge 
Of   magic  seas,   in  an  enchanted 

barge 

Stranded,  at  sunset,  upon  jewelled 
sands  : 

"White   nymphs  among  the  lilies; 

shepherd  kings  : 
And    pink-hooved   Fawns  :    ar.A 

mooned  Endyinions  : 
From  every  channel  through  which 

Beauty  runs 

To  fertilize   the   world  with  lovely 
things. 

"  I  will  draw  freely,  and  be  satisfied. 
Also,  all  legends  of  her  apparition 


MINOR  POEMS. 


465 


To  men.  in  earliest  times,  in  each 

condition, 

I  will  inscribe   on  portraits   of   my 
bride. 

"  Then,  that  no  single  sense  of  her 

be  wanting, 

Music  ;   and  all  voluptuous  com- 
binations 
Of    sound,    with   their  melodious 

palpitations 

To  charm  the  car,  the  cells  of  fancy 
haunting. 


"  And  in  her  courts  my  life  shall  be 

outrollcd 
As    one    unfurls    some    gorgeous 

tapestry. 
Wrought  o'er  with  old  Olympian 

heraldry. 

All  purple-woven  stiff  with  blazing 
gold. 

"  And   I   will   choose   no    sight  for 

tears  to  (low  : 
I  will  not  look  at  sorrow  :  I  will 

see 
Nothing    less    fair    and    full    of 

majesty 

Than  young  Apollo  leaning  on  his 
bow. 

"  And  I  will  let  things  come  and  go: 

nor  range 

For    knowledge  :    but    from    mo- 
ments pluck  delight, 
The  while  the  great  days  ope  and 

shut  in  light. 

And  wax  and   wane   about  me,  rich 
with  change. 

"  Some  cup  of    dim  hills,  where  a 

white  moon  lies, 
Uropt  out  of  weary  skies  without 

a  breath, 
In  a  great  pool  :  a  slumbrous  vale 

beneath  . 

And  blue  damps  prickling  into  white 
tire-flies  : 


"Some  sunset  vision  of   an  Oread, 

less 
Than   half  an  hour  ere  moonrise 

caught  asleep 
With  a  flush t  cheek,  among  crusht 

violets  deep, — 

A  wvrm  half-glimpse  of  milk-white 
nakedness, 

"  On  sumptuous  summer  eves:  shall 

wake  for  me 
Rapture  from  all  the  various  stops 

of  life  . 

Making  it  like  some  charmed  Ar- 
cadian fife 

Filled    by    a    wood-god    with    his 
ecstasy." 

These  things  I  said  while  I  was  yet 

a  boy, 
And  the  world  showed  as  between 

dream  and  waking 
A  man  may  see  the  face  he  loves. 

So,  breaking 

Silence,  I  cried  ..."  Thou  art  the 
supreme  Joy  ! " 

My  spirit,  as  a  lark  hid  near  the  sun, 
Carolled    at    morning.      But   ere 

she  had  dropt 
Half    down    the    rainbow-colored 

years  that  propped 
Her  gold  cloud  up,  and  broadly,  one 
by  one 

The    world's     great     harvest-lands 

broke  on  her  eye, 
She  changed  her  tone,  ..."  What 

is  it  I  may  keep  '? 
For  look    here,   how    the    merry 

reapers  reap  : 

Even  children  glean  :  and  each  puts 
something  by. 

"The    pomps    of     morning    pass  r 

when  evening  comes. 
What  is  retained  of  these  which  I 

may  show  ? 
If  for  the  hills  I  leave  the  fields 

below 

I  fear  to  die  an  exile  from  men's 
homes. 
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"Though    here    I    see    the    orient 

pageants  pass, 
I  am  not  richer  than  the  merest 

bind 
That  toils  below,  all  clay,  among 

his  kind, 

And  clinks  at  eve  glad  horns  in  the 
dry  grass." 

Then,  pondering  long,   at  length  I 

made  confession. 
"  I  have  erred  much,  rejecting  all 

that  man  did  . 
For  all  my  pains  I  shall  go  empty 

handed  . 

And  Beauty,  of  itg  nature  foils  pos- 
session." 

Thereafter,  I  said  ..."  Knowledge 

is  most  fair. 
Surely  to  know  is  better  than  to 

see 
To  see  is  loss  :  to  know  is  gain  : 

and  we 

Grow  old.     I  will  store  thriftily,  with 
care." 

In  which  mood  I  endured  for  many 

years, 
Valuing  all  things  for  their  further 

uses : 
And  seeking    knowledge    at    all 

open  sluices  ; 

Though  oft  the  stream  turned  brack- 
ish with  my  tears. 

Tet  not  the  less,  for  years  in  this 

same  mood 
I  rested  :    nor  from   any    object 

turned 
That  had  its  secret  to  be  spelled 

and  learned, 

Murmuring    ever,    "  Knowledge    is 
most  good." 

Unto  which    end    I    shunned  the 

revelling 
And  ignorant  crowd,  that  eat  the 

fruits  and  die  : 
And    called    out  Plato    from   his 

century 

To  be    my  helpmate  :    and    made 
Homer  sing. 


Until  the    awful  Past  in  gathered 

heaps 
Weighed   on  my  brain,  and   sunk 

into  my  soul, 
And  saddened  through  my  nature, 

till  the  whole 

Of  life   was  darkened  downward  to 
the  deeps. 

And,  wave  on  wave,  the  melancholy 

ages 
Crept  o'er  my    spirit  :    and    the 

years  displaced 
The 'landmarks  of  the  days  :  life 

waned,  effaced 

From  action  by  the  sorrows  of  the 
sages : 

And  my  identity  became  at  last 
The  record  of  those  others  :  or,  if 

more, 
A  hollow  shell  the  sea  sung  in  :  a 

shore 

Of     footprints    which    the     waves 
washed  from  it  fast. 

And  all  was  as  a  dream   whence, 

holding  breath, 
It  seemed,  at  times,  just  possible  to 

break 
By  some  wild  nervous  effort,  with 

a  shriek, 
Into  the  real  world  of  life  and  death. . 

But  that  thought  saved  me.  Through 

the  dark  1  screamed 
Agaii.st  the     darkness,    and    the 

darkness  broke, 
And  broke   that  nightmare :   back 

to  life  I  woke, 

Though    weary     with    the    dream 
which  I  had  dreamed. 

Olife!    life!    life!    With  laughter 

and  with  tears 
I  tried  myself  .  I  knew  that  I  had 

need 
Of  pain  to  prove  that  this  was  life 

indeed. 

With  its  warm  privilege  of  hopes  and 
fears. 
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O  T,nve   of  man  made  Life  of  man, 

that  saves  ! 
O  man,  that    standest   looking  on 

the  light  . 
That  standest  on  the  forces  of  the 

night  ' 

That  standest  up  between  the  stars 
and  graves  ! 

Oman  !  by  man's  dread  privilege  of 

pain, 
Dare  not  to  scorn  thine  own   soul 

nor  thy  brother's  . 
Though  thou  be  more  or  less  than 

all  the  others. 

Man's  life  is  all  too  sad  for  man's  dis- 
dain. 

The  smiles  of  seraphs  are  less  awful 

far 

Than  are  the  tears  of  this  human- 
ity. 
That  sound,  in  dropping,  through 

Eternity. 

Heard  in  God's    ear    beyond    the 
furthest  star. 

If  that  be  true. — the  hereditary  hate 
Of  Love's    lost   Rebel,  since   the 

worlds  began, — 
The  very  Fiend,  in  hating,  honors 

Man  : 

Flattering  with  Devil-homage  Man's 
estate. 

If  two  Eternities,  at  strife  for  us, 
Around    each   hi  •.man    soul  wage 

silent  war. 
Dare  we  disdain  ourselves,  though 

fall' n  we  are, 

With  Hell   and  Heaven   looking  on 
us  thus  ? 

Whom  God  hath  loved,  whom  Devils 

dare  not  scorn, 
Despise  not  thou,  —  the  meanest 

human  creature. 
Climb,  if  thou  canst,  the   heights 

of  thine  own  nature, 
And  look  toward  Paradise    where 
each  was  born. 


So  I  spread  sackcloth  on  my   former 

pride  : 
And  sat  down,  clothed  and  covered 

up  with  shame  : 
And  cried  to  God  to  take  away  my    jj 

blame 

Among  my  brethren  :  and  to   these 
I  cried 

To  come  between  my  crime  and  my 

despair, 
That  they  might  help  my  heart  up, 

When  God  sent 

Upon  my  soul  its  proper  punish- 
ment, 

Lest  that  should  be  too  great  for  me 
to  bear. 

And    so    I    made  my  choice :  and 

learned  to  live 
Again,  and  worship,  as  my  spirit 

yearned  : 
So  much   had   been   admired — so 

much  been  learned — 
So  much   been  given    me — O,  how 
much  to  give  ! 

Here  is  the  choice,   and  now    the 

time,  O  chooser  ! 
Endless  the  consequence  though 

brief  the  choice. 
Echoes  are  waked  down  ages  by 

thy  voice  : 

Speak  :  and  be  thou  the  gainer  or 
the  loser. 

And    I    bethought    me     long    .  .  . 

•'  Though  garners  split, 
If  none  but  thou  be  fed  art  thou 

more  full  ?  " 
For  surely    Knowledge    and    the 

Beautiful 

Are  human  ;  must  have  love,  or  die 
for  it  ! 

To  Give  is  better  than  to  Know  or 

See  : 
And  both  are  means  :  and  neither 

is  the  end  : 
Knowing  and  seeing,  if  none  call 

thee  friend, 
Beauty  and    knowledge   have  done 

naught  for  thee. 
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Though  I  at  Aphrodite  all  day  long 
Gaze  until  sunset   with  a  thirsty 

eye, 
I   shall   not  drain  her  boundless 

beauty  dry 

By  that  wild  ga/.e,  :  nor  do  her  fair 
,  face  wrong. 

For  who  <;ives,  giving,  doth  win  back 

his  gift  : 
And  knowledge  by  division  grows 

to  more  : 
Who    hides    the    Master's    talent 

shall  die  poor, 

And  starve  at  last  of  his  own  thank- 
less thrift. 

I  did  this  for  another  :  and,  behold  ! 
My  work  hath   blood  in  it  :  but 

thine  hath  none  : 
Done  for  thyself,  it  dies  in  being 

done  : 

To  what-thou  buyest  tliou  thyself 
art  sold. 

Give  thyself  utterly  away.     Be  lost. 
Choose  someone,  some  thing  :  not 

thyself,  thine  own  : 
Thou  canst  not  perish  :  but,  thrice 

greater  grown, — 

Thy  gain  the  greatest  where  thy  loss 
was  most, — 

Thou  in   another  shalt  thyself  new- 
find. 
The  single  globule,  lost  in  the  wide 

sea, 

Becomes    an   ocean.     Each   iden- 
tity 

Is  greatest  in  the  greatness  of  its 
kind. 

V7ho  serves    for  gain,   a  slave,  by 

thankless  pelf 
Is    paid  :    who    gives   himself    is 

priceless,  free. 
I  give,  myself,  a  man,  to  God  :  lo, 

He 

Renders  me  back  a  saint  unto  my- 
self I 


NIGHT. 

COME    to    me,   not    as    once    thou 
earnest.  Night  ! 

"With    light   and    splendor  up  the 
gorgeous  West  ; 

Easing  the  heart's   rich  sense  of 
thee  with  sighs 

Sobbed    out    of    all    emotion,    on 
Love's  breast  ; 

While  the  dark  world  waned  wav- 
ering into  rest, 

Half  seen  athwart  the  dim  delicious 
light 

Of  languid  eyes  : 

But  softly,  soberly  ;  and  dark — more 

dark  ! 
Till  my  life's  shadow  lose  itself  in 

thine. 

Athwart    the    light    of    slowly- 
gathering  tears, 
That  come  between  me  and  the 

starlight,  shine 
From    distant    melancholy    deeps 

divine, 
While  day  slips  downward  through  a 

rosy  arc 
To  other  spheres. 

SONG. 

FLOW,  freshly  flow, 

D.irk  stream,  below  ! 

While  stars  grow  light  above  : 

By   willowy   banks,  through  lonely 

downs. 

Past  terraced  walls  in  silent  towns, 
And  bear  me  to  my  love  ! 

Still,  as  we  go. 

!>)ow,  gently  blow. 

Wan  i  wind,  and  blithely  move 

These     dreamy    sails,    that     slowly 

glide,— 

A  shadow  on  the  shining  tide 
That  bears  me  to  my  love. 

Fade,  sweetly  fade 
in  dewy  shade 
On  lonely  grange  and  grove, 
O    lingering    day  I    and    bring    the 
night 
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Through  all  her  milk-white  mazes 
bright 

That  tremble  o'er  my  love. 

The  sunset  wanes 

1-  i-i.m  twinkling  panes. 

I;ini.  misty  myriads  move 

I)i.-\vn  glimmering  street*.    One  light 

I  gee — 

One  happy  light,  that  shines  for  me, 
Aiii.  lights  me  to  my  love  \ 


FORBEAKAXCE. 

CAM.  me  not,  Love,  unthankful  or 

unkind, 
That    I  have   left  my  heart  with 

thee.  and  lied. 
I  v.i-re  not  worth  that  wealth  whicu 

1  resigned, 
Had  1  not  chosen  poverty  instead. 

Grant  me  but  solitude  !  I  dare  not 

swerve 
From    my    soul's    law. — a    slave, 

though  serving  thee. 
I  but  forbear  more  grandly  to  de- 
serve : 

The  free  gift  only  cometh  -of  the 
free. 

HELIOS  HYPERIONIDES. 

HKI.IOS    all  day  long    his  allotted 

labor  pursues  : 
Xo  rest  to  his  passionate  heart  and 

his  panting  horses  given. 
From  the  moment  when  roseate-fin- 
gered Eos  kindles  the  dews 
And    spurns   the    salt    sea-floors, 
ascending  silvery  the  heaven, 
I'util  from  the  hand  of  Eos  Hes^eros, 

trembling,  receives 
His  fragrant  lamp,  and  faint  in  the 

twilight  hangs  it  up. 
Then  the  over-wearied  son  of  Hyper- 
ion lightly  leaves 
His  dusty  chariot,  and  softly  slips 

into  his  golden  cup  : 
And  to  holy  Ethiopia,  under  the 
ocean-stream, 


Back  from  the  sunken  retreats  of 

the  sweet  Hesperides. 
Leaving  his  unloved  labor,  leaving 

his  unyoked  team. 
He  sa'ls  to  his  much-loved  wife; 
and  stretches  his  limbs  at  ease 
In  a  laurelled  lawn  divine,  on  a  bed 

of  beaten  gold. 

Where  he  pleasantly  sleeps,  forget- 
ting his  travel  by  lands  and  seas, 
Till  again  the  clear-eyed  Eos  conies 

with  a  finger  cold, 
And  again,  from  his   white   wife 

severed,  Hyperionides 
Leaps    into     his    flaming    chariot, 

angrily  gathers  the  reins, 
Headlong  flings  his  course  through 

Uranos,  much  in  wrath, 
And  over  the  seas  and  mountains, 

over  the  rivers  and  plains, 

Chafed      at     heart,    tumultuous, 

pushes  his  burning  path. 


ELISABETTA    SIRAXL 

1665. 

JUST  to  begin, — and  end !  so  much,— 

no  more  ! 
To  touch  upon  the  very  point  at 

last 
Where  life  should  cling  :  to  feel  the 

solid  shore 
Safe  ;    where,  the  seething  sea's 

strong  toil  o'erpast, 
Peace  seemed  appointed  ;  then,  with 

all  the  store 
Half-undivulged    of    the  gleaned 

ocean  cast, 
Like  a  discouraged  wave's  on  the 

bleak  strand. 
Where  what  appeared  some  temple 

(whose  glad  Pri'-st 
To    gather    ocean's    sparkling    gift 

should  stand, 
Bidding  the  wearied  wave,   from 

toil  releast, 
Sleep  in  the  marhle  harbors  bathed 

with  bland 

And  quiet  sunshine,  flowing  £ruui 
full  east 
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Among  the  laurels)  proves  the  dull 

blind  rock's 
Fantastic  front, — to  die,  a  disa! 

lowed, 
Dasht  purpose  :  which  the  scornful 

shore-cliff  mocks, 
Even    as    it    sinks  ;    and    all    its 

wealth  bestowed 

Hi  vain, — mere  food  to  feed,   per- 
chance, stray  flocks 
Of  the  coarse  sea-gull  !  weaving  its 

own  shroud 
Of  idle  foam,   swift  ceasing  to  be 

seen  ! 
— Sad,  sad,  my  father  !  .  .  .  yet  it 

comes  to  this. 
>~or  I  am    dying.     All  that  might  j 

have  been — 
That  must  have  been  !  .  .  .  the 

days,  s  )  hard  to  miss, 
Co   sure  to  come  !  .  .  .   eyes,   lips, 

that  seemed  to  lean 
In  on  me  at  my  work,  and  almost 

kiss 
The  curls  bowed  o'er  it,  ...  lost  ! 

O,  never  doubt 
1  should  have  lived  to  know  them 

all  again, 
And  from    the    crowd    of   praisers 

single  out 

For  special  love  those  forms  be- 
held so  plain 
Beforehand.      When    my    pictures, 

borne  about 

Bologna,  to  ihe  church  doors,  led 

their  train  [go, 

Of  kindling  faces,  turned,  as  by  they 

Up  to  these  windows, — standing  at 

your  side 
Unseen,  to  see  them,  I  (be  sure  !) 

should  know 
And  welcome  back  those  eyes  and 

lips,  descried 
Long  since   in  fancy  :   for  I  loved 

tliCi.i  so, 
And  so  believed  them  !    Think  ! 

.  .  .  Bologna's  pride 
My  paintings  !  .    .   .  Guido   Keni's 

mantle  mine  .  .  . 
And  I,  the  maiden  artist,  prized 
among 


The  masters,  .  .  .  ah,  that  dream 

was  too  divine 
For  earth  to  realize  !     I  die  so 

young, 
All  tli is  escapes  me  !     God,  the  gift 

be  Thine, 
Xot   man's   then  .  .  .  better  so  5 

That  throbbing  throng 
Of  human  faces  fades  out  fast.    Even 

yours, 

Beloved  ones,  the  inexorable  Fate 
(For  all  our  vowed  affections !)  scarce 

endures 

About  me.     Must  I  go,  then,  deso- 
late 
Out  from  among  you  ?     Nay,  my 

work  insures 
Fit  guerdon  somewhere, — though 

the  gift  must  wait  ! 
Had  I  lived  longer,  life  would  sure 

have  set 
Earth's  gift  of  fame  in  safety.   But 

I  die. 
Death  must,  make  safe  the  heavenly 

guerdon  yet. 

I  trusted  time  for  immortality, — 
There  was  my  error  !    Father,  never 

let 
Doubt    of    reward    confuse    my 

memory  ! 
1  .-sides, — I  have  done  much:   and 

what  is  done 

Is  well  done.     All  my  heart  con- 
ceived, my  hand 
Made  fast  .  .  .  mild  martyr,  saint, 

and  weeping  nun, 
And  truncheoned  prince,  and  war- 
rior with  bold  brand. 
Yet  keep  my  life  upon  them  ; — as 

the  sun, 
Though  fallen  below  the  limits  of 

the  land, 
Still  sees  on  every  form  of  purp!« 

cloud 
His  painted  presence. 

Flarin;:  August's  here, 
September's     coming  !      Summer's 

broidered  shroud 

Is  borne  away  in  triumph  by  the 
year  : 


MINOR  POEMS. 


47 1 


Red  Autumn    drops,   from    all  his 

brandies  bowed, 
His  careless  wealth  upon  the  costly 

bier. 

We  must  be  cheerful.     Set  the  case- 
ment wide. 
One  last  look  o'er  the  places  I  have 

loved. 
One  last  long  look  !  .  .  .  Bologna.  O 

my  pride 
Among  thy  palaced  streets  !    The 

days  have  moved 
Pleasantly  o'er  us.      What  has  been 

denied 
To  our  endeavor  ?      Life  goes  un- 

reproved. 
To  make  the  best  of  all  things,  is  the 

best 
Of  all  means  to  be  happy.     This  I 

know, 
But   cannot   phrase  it   finely.     The 

night's  rest 
The  day's  toil  sweetens.     Flowers 

are  warmed  by  snow. 
All's  well  God  wills.     Workout  this 

grief.     Joy's  zest 
Itself   is   salted  with   a  touch  of 

woe. 
There's   nothing  conies  to  us  may 

not  be  borne, 
Except  a  too  great  happiness.    But 

this 
Comes  rarely.     Though  I  know  that 

you  will  mourn 
The   little   maiden   helpmate  you 

must  miss, 
Thanks  be  to  God,  I  leave  you  not 

forlorn. 
There  should  be  comfort  in  this 

dying  kiss. 

Let  Barbara  keep  my  colors  for  her- 
self. 

I'm  sorry  that  Lucia  went  away 
£11     some     unkindness.       'Twas    a 

cheerful  elf  ! 
Send     her     my    scarlet    ribands, 

mother  ;  say 
I  tin-light  of  her.     My  palette's  on 

the  shelf, 

Surprised,  no  doubt,  at  such  long 
holiday. 


In  the  south  window,  on  the  easel, 

stands 
My  picture  for  the  Empress  Elea- 

n  ore, 
Si  ill  wanting  some  few  touches,  these 

weak  hands 
Must  leave  to  others.     Yet  there'.c 

time  before 
The  year  ends.     And  the  Empress' 

own  commands 
You'll  find  in  writing.     Barbara's 

brush  is  more 
Like  mine   than  Anna's  ;    let    her 

finish  it. 
O,  .  .  .  and   there's    '  Maso,  our 

poor  fisherman  ! 
You'll  find  my  work  done  for  him  : 

something  fit 
To    hang    among  his  nets  ;    you 

liked  the  plan 
My  fancy  took  to  please  our  friend's 

dull  wit, 
Scarce   brighter  than  his  old  tin 

fishing-can.  .  .  . 
St.  Margaret,  stately  as  a  ship  full 

sail, 
Leading   a    dragon  by   an  azure 

band  ; 

The  ribbon  nutters  gayly  in  the  gale; 
The  monster  follows  the  Saint's 

guiding  hand, 
Wrinkled  to  one  grim  smile  from 

head  ;o  tail  ; 
For  in    his   horny  hide  his  heart 

grows  bland. 
— Where  are  you,  dear  ones  ?  .  .  . 

'Tis  the  dull,  faint  chill, 
Which  soon  will  shrivel  into  burn 


ing  pain 


Dear  brother,  sisters,  fatlnr,  mother, 

—still 
Stand  near  me!    While  your  faces 

fixt  remain 

Within  my  sense,  vague  fears  of  un- 
known ill 
Are  softly  crowded  out,  .  .  .  and 

yd.  'tis  vain  ! 

Greet  Giulio  Banzi  ;  greet  Antonio  ; 

greet  [gone, 

Bartolomeo,    kindly.    When  I'm 
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And  in  (lie  school-room,  as  of  old, 

you  meet, 
— Ah,   yes!   you'll  miss  a  certain 

merry  tone. 
A  cheerful  face,  a,  smile  that  should 

complete 
The  vague  place  in  the  household 

picture  grown 
To  an  aspect  so  familiar,  it  seems 

strange 
That    aught    should   alter    there. 

Mere  life,  at  least, 
Could  not  have  brought  the  shadow 

of  a  change 
Across  it.     Safely  the  warm  years 

iucreast 
Among  us.      I  have  never  sought  to 

range 
From   our   small   table  at  earth's 

general  feast, 
To  h/j-Uer  places:    never  loved  but 

you. 
Dear  family  of  friends,  except  my 

art : 
N,n-  any  form  save  those  my  pencil 

drew 
E'er  quivered  in  the  quiet  of  niy 

heart. 

I  die  a  maiden  to  Madonna  true, 
And  would  have  so  continued.  .  .  . 

There,  the  smart, 
The  pang,  the  i'aintness  !  .  .  . 

Ever,  as  I  lie 
ITero,  with  the  Autumn  sunset  on 

my  face, 
And  heavy  in  my  curls  (whilst  it, 

and  I, 
Together,  slipping  softly  from  the 

place 
'     '  played  in,  pensively  prepare  to 

die), 

A  low  wann  humming  simmers  in 
my  ears, 


— Old    Summer  afternoons  !    faint 

fragments  rise 

Out  of  my    broken    life    ...  at 

times  appears  [skies  : 

Madonna-like    a    moon    in    mellow 

The  three  Fates  \\ith  the  spindle 

and  the  shears: 
The  Grand  Duke  Cosmo  with  the. 

Destinies  : 

St.  Margaret  with  her  dragon  :  fit- 
ful clu-crs 

Along  the  Via  Urbana  come  and  go: 
Bologna    with    her    towers  !  .  .  « 

Then  all  grows  dim, 
And  shapes  itself  anew,  softly  and 

slow, 
To      cloistered    glooms    through 

which  the  silver  hymn 
Eludes  the  sensitive  silence  ;   whilst 

below 
The  southwest  window,  just  one 

single,  slim, 
And  sleepy  sunbeam,  powders  with 

waved  gold 
A  lane  of  gleamy  mist  along  the 

gloom, 

Whereby  to   find  its   way,   through 

manifold  [tomb, 

Magnificence,     to    Guido     Keni's 

Which,  set  in  steadfast  splendor.  I 

behold. 

And  all  the  while,  I  scent  the  in- 
cense fume, 
Till  dizzy  grows  the  brain,  and  dark 

the  eye 
Beneath  the    eyelid.      When  the 

end  is  come, 
There,  by  his  tomb  (our  master's)  let 

me  lie, 

Somewhere,   not  too  far  off ;  be- 
neath the  dome 

Of  our  own  Lady  of  the  Rosary  ; 
Safe,  where  old  friends  will  pass  f 
and  still  near  home  I 
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WTI.L,  are  von  sitting  .and  watching  there  yet  ?    And  I  know,  by  a  certain 

skill 

Tint  grows  out  of  utter  wakefulness,  the  night  must  be  far  spent,  Will  : 
F-.r.  lying  ;r,vake  so  many  a  night,  I  have  learned  at  last  to  catch 
I  .-'>;n  tlie   crowing  cock,  and  the  clanging  clock,  and  the  sound  of  the 

healing  watch, 

A  misty  sr:is<-  <-f  the  measureless  march  of  Time,  as  he  passes  here, 
Leaving  my  life  behind  him  ;  and  I  know  that  the  dawn  is  near. 
Bat  you  have  been  watching  three  nights,  Will,  and  you  look  so  wan  to- 
night, 

I  thought,  as  I  saw  you  sitting  there,  in  the  sad  monotonous  light 
Of  ;'nc  moody  night-lamp  near  you,  that  I  could  not  choose  but  close 
My  lids  as  fast,  and  lie  as  still,  as  though  I  lay  in  a  doze  : 
For,  I  thought,  •'  He  will  deem  I  am  dreaming,  and  then  he  may  steal 

away, 

And  sleep  a  little  :  and  this  will  be  well."     And  truly,  I  dreamed,  as  I  lay 
Wi-.le  awake,  but  all  as  quiet,  as  though,  the  last  office  done, 
They  had  streaked  me  out  for  the  grave,  Will,  to  which  they  will  bear  me 

anon. 

Dreamed  ;  for  old  things  and  places  came  dancing  about  my  brain, 
Like  ghosts  that  dance  in  an  empty  house;  and  my  thoughts  went  slipping 

.  tin 

By  green  back-ways  forgotten  to  a  stiller  circle  cf  time, 
Where  violets,  faded  forever,  seemed  blowing  as  once  in  their  prime  : 
And  I  fancied  that  you  and  I.  Will,  were  boys  again  as  of  c!d, 
A !  dawn  on  the  hill-top  together,  at  eve  in  the  field  by  the  f     1  : 
Till  'he  thought  of  this  was  growing  too  wildly  sweet  to  be  borne, 
And  I  opened  my  eyes,  and  turned  me  round,  and  there,  in  the  light  for- 
lorn, 
I  fnd  you  sitting  beside  me.     But  the  dawn  is  at  hand,  I  know. 

a  little.     I  shall  not  die  to-night.     You  may  leave  me.     Go. 
Eh  !  is  it  time  for  the  drink  ?  must  you  mix  it  ?  it  does  me  no  good. 
I!".;  thanks,  old  friend,  true  friend  !  1  would  live  for  your  sake,  if  I  could. 
Ay.  there  are  some  good  things  in  life,  that  fall  not  away  with  the  rest. 
An.l,  of  all  best  things  upon  earth,  I  hold  that  a  faithful  friend  is  the 

best. 

F-T  woman.  Will,  is  a  thorny  flower  :  it  breaks,  and  we  bleed  and  smart : 
Tile  blossom  falls  at  the  fairest,  and  the  thorn  runs  into  the  heart. 
A:id  woman's  love  is  a  bitter  fruit  ;  and,  however  he  bite  it,  or  sip, 
There's  many  a  man  has  lived  to  curse  the  taste  of  that  fruit  on  his  lip. 
li;i'  never  was  any  man  yet,  as  I  ween,  be  he  whosoever  he  may, 
Tli.it  has  known  what  a  true  friend  is,  Will,  and  wished  that  knowledge 

away. 

Y'.-ii  were  proud  of  my  promise,  faithful  despite  of  my  fall, 
fcia-.l  when  the  world  seemed  over  sweet,  sweet   when  the  world  turned 

gall  : 
When  I  cloaked  myself  in  the  pride  of  praise  from  what  God  grieved  to  see, 
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Y;;ti  saw  through  the  glittering  lie  of  it  all,  and  silently  mourned  for  me  : 
'tVhen  the  world  took  back  what  the  world  had  given,  and  scorn  with 

praise  changed  place, 
I,  from  my  sackcloth  and  ashes,  looked  up,  and  saw  hope  glow  on  your 

face  : 

Therefore,  fair  weather  he  yours,  Will,  whether  it  shines  or  pours, 
And,  if  I  can  slip  from  out  of  my  grave,  my  spirit  will  visit  yours. 

O  woman  eyes  that  have  smiled  and  smiled,  O  woman  lips  that  have  ki:t 
The  life-blood  out  of  my  heart,  why  thus  forever  do  yon  persist, 
Pressing  out  of  the  dark  all  round,  to  bewilder  my  dying  hours 
With  your  ghostly   sorceries   brewed  from  the  breath  of   your  poison- 
flowers  ? 

Still,  though  the  idol  be  broken,  I  see  at  their  ancient  revels, 
The  riven  altar  around,  come  dancing  the  self-same  devils. 
LI  ntc  cvrrite,  Icntr  cm-ri/i'.  narti*  equi! 
Linger  a  little,  O  Time,  and  let  me  be  saved  ere  1  die. 
Jl»w  many  a  night  'neath  her  window  have  I  walked  iu  the  vrind  and 

rain, 

Only  to  look  at  her  shadow  fleet  over  the  lighted  pane. 
Alas  !  'twas  the  shadow  that  rested,  'twas  herself  that  fleeted,  you  see, 
And  now  1  am  dying,  I  know  it  : — dying,  and  where  is  she  ! 
Dmcing  divinely,  perchance,  or,  over  her  soft  harp  strings, 
I 'sing  the  past  to  give  pathos  to  the  little  new  song  that  she  sings. 
Bitter  ?  I  dare  not  be  bitter  in  the  few  last  hours  left  to  live. 
Needing  so  much  forgiveness,  God  grant  me  at  least  to  forgive. 
There  can  be  no  space  for  the  ghost  of  her  face  down  in  the  narrow 

room, 
And  the  mole  is  blind,  and  the  worm  is  mute,  and  there  must  be  rest  in 

the  tomb. 

And  just  one  failure  more  or  less  to  a  life  that  seems  to  be 
(Whilst  I  lie  looking  upon  it,  as  a  bird  on  the  broken  tree 
She  hovers  about,  ere  making  wing  fora  land  of  lovelier  growth, 
Brighter  blossom,  and  purer  air,  somewhere  far  off  in  the  south,) 
Failure,  crowning  failure,  failure  from  end  to  end, 
Just  one  more  or  less,  what  matter,  to  the  many  no  grief  can  mend  ? 
Not  to  know  vice  is  virtue,  not  fate,  however  men  rave  : 
And.  next  to  this  I  hold  that  man  to  be  but  a  coward  and  slave 
Who  bears  the  plague-spot  about  him.  and,  knowing  it,  shrinks  or  fears 
To  brand  it  out,  though  the  burning  knife  should  hiss  in  his  heart's  hot 

tears. 

But  I  have  caught  the  contagion  of  a  world  that  I  never  loved, 
Pleased  myself  with  approval  of  those  that  I  never  approved. 
Paltered  with  pleasures  that  pleased  not,  and  fame  where  no  fame  could 

be, 
And  how  shall  I  look,  do  you  think,  Will,  when  the  angels  are  looking 

on  me  ? 

Yet  oh  !  the  confident  spirit  once  mine,  to  dare  and  to  do  ! 
Take  the  world  into  my  hand,  and  shape  it.  and  make  it  anew  : 
Gather  all  nen  in  my  purpose,  men  in  their  darkness  and  dearth, 
Men  in  their  meanness  and  misery,  made  of  the  dust  of  the  earth, 
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Mould  them  afresh,  and  make  out  of  them  Man,  with  his  spirit  sublime, 
M'ni.  the  groat  heir  of  Eternity,  dragging  the  conquests  of  Time  ! 
Therefore  I  mingled  among  them,  dooming  the  poet  should  hold 
All  natures  saved  in  his  own,  as  the  world  in  the  ark  was  of  old  ; 
All  natures  saved  in  his  own  to  be  types  of  a  nobler  race, 
AVhen  the  old  world  passeth  away,  and  the  new  world  taketh  his  place, 
Triple  fool  in  my  folly  !  purblind  and  impotent  worm, 
Thinking  to  move  the  world,  who  could  not  myself  stand  firm  ! 

of  a  worn-out  trick,  as  one  that  on  shipboard  roves 
Win-rover  the  wind  may  blow,  still  deeming  the  continent  moves  ! 
flowing  the  frothy  bubble  of  life's  brittle  purpose  away  : 
Chilil,  ever  chasing  the  morrow,  who  now  cannot  ransom  a  day  : 
Still  1  called  Fame  to  lead  onward,  forgetting  she  follows  behind 
Those  who  know  whither  they  walk  through  the  praise  or  dispraise  of 

mankind. 

All  my  life  (looking  back  on  it)  shows  like  the  broken  stair 
That  winds  round  a  ruined  tower,  and  never  will  lead  anywhere. 
Friend,  lay  your  hand  in  my  own,  and  swear  to  me,  when  yon  have  seen 
My  body  borue  out  from  the  door,  ere  the  grass  on  my  grave  shall  be 

green, 

You  will  burn  every  book  I  have  written.     And  so  perish,  one  and  all, 
Kiu-h  trace  of  the  struggle  that  failed  with  the  life  that  I  cannot  recall. 
Dust  and  ashes,  earth's  dross,  which  the  mattock  may  give  to  the  mole  ! 
Something,  though  stained  and  defaced,  survives,  as  I  trust,  with  'he 

soul. 

S-nnething  ?  .  .  .  Ay,  something  comes  back  to  me  .  .  .  Think  !  that  I 
7iiight  have  been  .  .  .  what  ? 

Almost.  I  fancy  at  times,  what  I  meant  to  have  been,  and  am  not. 

Where  was  the  fault '?  Was  it  strength  fell  short  ?  And  yet  (I  can  speak 
of  it  now  !) 

II  >w  my  spirit  sung  like  the  resonant  nerve  of  a  warrior's  battle-bow 

AY  lien  the  shaft  has  leapt  from  the  string,  what  time,  her  first  bright  ban- 
ner unfurled, 

So'ig  aimed  her  arrowy  purpose  in  me  sharp  at  the  heart  of  the  world. 

W;*s  it  the  hand  that  faltered,  unskilled  ?  or  was  it  the  eye  that  deceived  ? 

Ho-vever  I  reason  it  out,  there  remains  a  failure  time  has  not  retrieved. 

I  said  I  would  live  in  all  lives  that  beat,  and  love  in  all  loves  that  be  : 

I  rt-ould  crown  me  lord  of  all  passions  ;  and  the  passions  were  lords  of 
me. 

I  would  compass  every  circle,  I  would  enter  at  every  door, 

In  the  starry  spiral  of  science,  and  the  labyrinth  of  lore, 

<  >nly  to  follow  the  flying  foot  of  love  to  his  last  retreat. 

Foi/l  !  that  with  man's  all-imperfect  would  circumscribe  God's  all-com- 
plete ! 

Arrogant  error  !  whereby  I  starved  like  the  fool  in  the  fable  of  old, 

Whoin  the  gods  destroyed  by  the  gift  he  craved,  turning  all  things  to  gold. 

1!  •  wise  :  know  what  to  leave  unknown.    The  flowers  bloom  on  the  hi  ink, 

li.it  black  death  lurks  at  the  bottom.     Help  men  to  enjoy,  not  to  think, 

O  poet  to  whom  I  give  place  !  cull  the  latest  eifect,  leave  the  cause. 

Few  that  dive  for  the  pearl  of  the  deep  but  are  crushed  in  the  kraken's  jaws. 
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While  the  harp  of  Arion  is  heard  at  eve  over  the  glimmering  ocean  : 

He  tloats  in  tin?  f  >am,  on  llie  dauphin's  had;,  gliding  with  gentle  motion, 

Over  the  rolling  water,  under  the  light  of  the  beaming  s:ar. 

And  the  nymphs,  half  a>lee;>  on  the  surface,  s :iil  moving  his  musical  car. 

A  little  knowledge  will  turn  youth  gray.     And  I  stood,  chill  in  the  sun, 

Xaming  you  each  of  the  iv-i •<  :  blest  hy  the  beauty  of  none. 

~Ny  song  had  an  after-savor  of  the  salt  of  many  tears, 

Or  it  burned  with  a  bitter  foretaste  of  )!;«'  en  1  as  it  now  appears  : 

And  the  world  that  had  paused  to  listen  awhile,  because  the  first  notes 

were  gay. 

Passed  on  its  way  witli  a  sneer  and  a  smile:  "  ITashe  nothing  fresher  to  say  ? 
This  poet's  mind  was  a  weedy  llower  that  presently  comes  to  naught  !" 
For  the  world  was  not  so  sad  but  what  my  song  was  sadder,  it  thought. 
Comfort  me  not.     For  if  might  be  worse  than  failure  from  over-stress 
Of  a  life's  prime  purpose,  it  is  to  sit  down  content  with  a  little  success. 
Talk  not  of  genius  ballled.     Genius  is  master  of  man. 
Genius  does  what  it  must,  and  talent  does  what  it  can. 
Biot  out  my  name,  that  the  spirits  of  Shakespeare  and  Milton  and  Br.rns 
Look  not  down  on  the  praises  of  fools  with  a  pity  my  soul  yet  spurns. 
And  yet,  had  I  only  the  trick  (  f  an  aptitude  shrewd  of  its  kind. 
I  should  have  lived  longer,  I  think,  more  merry  of  heart  and  of  mind. 
Surely  I  knew  (who  better  ?)  the  innermost,  secret  of  each 
Bird,  and  beast,  and  flower.     Failed  I  to  give  to  them  speech  ? 
All  the  pale  spirits  of  storm,  that  sail  dmvn  streams  of  the  wind, 
Cleaving  the  thunder-cloud,  with  wild  hair  blowing  behind  ; 
All  the  soft  seraphs  that  float  in  the  lignt  of  the  crimson  eve, 
When  Ilcsper  begins  to  glitter,  and  the  heavy  woodland  to  heave  : 
Ail  the  white  nymphs  of  the  water  tint  dwell  'mid  the  lilies  alone  : 
And  the  Imskined  maids  f>r  the  love  of  whom  the  hoary  oak-trees  groan  ; 
T-iey  came  to  my  call  in  the  forest  ;  they  crept  to  my  feet  from  the  river  : 
They  softly  looked  out  of  the  sky  when  I  sung,  and  their  wings  beat  with 

breathless  endeavor 

The  blocks  of  the  broken  thunder  piling  their  stormy  lattices, 
Over  the  moaning  mountain  walls,  and  over  the  sobbing  seas. 
S'>  many  more  reproachful  faces  around  my  bed  ! 

Voices  moaning  about  me  :  ''Ah  !  coiildst  tliou  not  heed  Avhat  we  said  ?" 
Peace  to  the  past  !  it  skills  not  now  :  these  thoughts  that  vex  it  in  vain 
Are  i)Ut  the  dust  of  a  broken  purpose  blown  about  the  brain 
Which  presently  will  be  tenant  less,  when  the  wanton  worms  carouse, 
And  the  mole  builds  over  my  bones  his  little  windowless  house. 
Tt  is  growing  darker  and  stranger,  Will,  and  colder. — dark  and  cold, 
1  '•  irk  and  cold  !     Is  the  lamp  gone  out  ?     (Jive  me  thy  hand  to  hold. 
V'  :  'tis  life's  brief  candle  burning  down.     Tears  ?  tears,  Will  !    Why, 
This  Avhi-h  we  caii  dying  is  only  ceasing  to  die. 
}!  is  but  t'i •'.  giving  over  a  game  all  lose.     Fear  life,  not  death. 
The  haul  thing  was  to  live.  Will.     To  whatever  bourn  this  breath 

ig.  the  way  is  easy  now.     With  flowers  and  music,  life, 
Like  a  pa"aii  sacrifice,  leads  us  along  to  this  dark  High  Priest  with  the 

knife 
I  have  been  too  peevish  at  mere  mischance.      For  whether  we  build  it, 

friend, 
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Of  brick  or  jasper,  life's  large  base  dwindles  into  this  point  at  the  end, 
A  kind  of  nothing  !     U'lm  knous  whether  'tis  fittest  to  wee])  or  laugh 
At  those  thin  curiains  the  spider  spins  o'er  each  dusty  epitaph  ? 
1  talk  wildly.     But  tiiis  1  know,  that  not  even  the  best  and  first. 
When  all  is  done,  ran  claim  by  desert  what  even  to  the  last  and  worst 
Of  us  \\eak  workmen,  (iod  tVon    the  depth  of  hie  infinite  mercy  giveth. 
These  bs.no  snail  res;  in  peace,  for  1  know  that  my  .Redeemer  liveth. 
Doubtful  images  come  and  go  ;  and  I  seem  to  be  passing  them  by. 
Bubbles  tbe.M'.  be  of  the  mind,  which  show  that  the  stream  is  hurrying  nigh 
To  the  home  of  waters.     Already  I  feel,  in  a  sort  of  still  sweet  awe, 
The  great  main  current  of  all  that  I  am  beginning  to  draw  and  draw 
Into  perfect  peace.     1  attain  at  last  !  life's  a  long,  long  reaching  out 
Of  the  soul  to  something  beyond  her.     Now  comes  the  end  of  all  doubt. 
The  vanishing  point  in  the  picture  !     I  have  uttered  weak  words  to-night, 
And  foolish.     A  thousand  failures,  what  are  these  in  the  sight 
Of  the  One  All-Perfect  who.  whether  man  fails  in  his  work,  or  succeeds, 
Builds  surely,  solemnly  up  from  our  broken  days  and  deeds 
The  infinite  purpose  of  time.     We  are  but  day-laborers  all, 
Early  or  late,  or  first  or  last  at  the  gate  in  the  vineyard  wall. 
Lord  !  if,  in  love,  though  fainting  oft.  I  have  tended  thy  gracious  Vine, 
O,  quench  the  thirst  on  these  dying  lips,  Thou,  who  pourest  the  wine  ! 
Hush  !     I  am  in  the  way  to  study  a  long,  long  silence  now. 
I  know  at  last  what  I  cannot  tell  :  I  see  what  I  may  not  show. 
Pray  awhile  for  my  soul.     Then  sleep.     There  is  nothing  in  this  to  fear. 
1  shall  sleep  into  death.     Night  sleeps.     The  hoarse  wolf  howls  not  near, 
No  dull  owl  beats  the  casement,  and  no  rough  bearded  star 
Stares  on  my  mild  departure  from  yon  dark  window  bar. 
Nature  takes  no  notice  of  those  that  are  coining  or  going. 
To-morrow  make  ready  uiy  grave,  Will.     To-morrow  uew  flowers  will  be 
bl»wiug. 
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"Remember  Jacob  Abbott's  sensible  rule  to  give  children  something  that 

they  are  growing  up  to,  not  away  from,  and  keep  down  the 

stock  of  children's  books  to  the  very  best." 


CLASSIC   JUYENILES 


BY    JACOB    ABBOTT, 

'  The  Prince  of  Writers  for  the  Young." 


"  Jacob  Abbott's  books  con- 
tain so  much  practical  wisdom 
concerning  the  every-day  life 
of  children,  and  so  many  les- 
sons in  honor,  truthfulness, 
and  courtesy,  that  they  should 
not  be  left  out  of  the  libraries 
of  boys  and  girls."  —  from 
"Books  for  the  Young"  com- 
piled by  C.  ^f.  Htncin.1,  Libra- 
rian of  the  Hartford  Library 
Association. 


The  author  of  the  Rollo  Books  is  well  known  wherever  the  English  language  is 
spoken,  and  his  books  have  become  standard  classics  in  the  domain  of  children's 
literature.  It  is  a  part  of  every  child's  education  to  become  familiar  with  them. 


ABBOTT'S    AMERICAN    HISTORIES    FOR    YOUTH.      8  vols. 
Illustrated  by  I  >arley,  Herrick,  Chapin,  and  others.     12mo S10.00 


I.  Aboriginal  America. 
II.  Discovery  of  America. 

III.  The  Southern  Colonies. 

IV.  The  Northern  Colonies. 

THE   ROLtO   BOOKS.    14  vola. 
Rollo  Learning  to  Talk. 
Rolio  Learning  to  Read. 
Rollo  at  Work. 
Rollo  at  Play. 
Rollo  at  School. 
Rollo's  Vacation. 
Rollo's  Experiments. 


V.  Wars  of  the  Colonies. 
VI.  The  Revolt  of  the  Colonies. 
VII.  The  War  of  the  Revolution. 
VIII.  George  Washington. 


Illustrated.    IGmo 

Rollo's  Museum. 
Rollo's  Travels. 
Rollo's  Correspondence. 
Rollo's  Philosophy  —  Water. 
Rollo's  Philosophy  —  Air. 
Rollo's  Philosophy  —  Fire. 
Rollo's  Philosophy  —  Sky. 
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6  vols.    Illustrated.    16mo 6.00 


THE  JONAS   BOOKS. 

Jonas  a  Judge. 
Caleb  in  Town. 
Caleb  in  the  Country. 

THE  tUCY  BOOKS.    6  vols.    Illustrated.    16mo   .  .    6.00 


Jonas's  Stories. 

Jonas  on  a  Farm  in  Summer. 

Jonas  on  a  Farm  in  Winter. 


Lucy  Among  the  Mountains. 
Lucy's  Conversations. 
Lucy  on  the  Sea  Shore. 


Lucy  at  Study. 

Lucy  at  Play. 

Stories  Told  to  Cousin  Lucy. 


Jacob   Abbott's  Classic  Juveniles. 


"  The  republication  by  the  house  of  Thomas  Y.  Crowell  &  Co.  of  thirty-four 
volumes  of  Jacob  Abbott's  Books  for  Children,  is  an  event  deserving  more  than 
ordinary  mention  in  a  journal  that  aims  to  be  a  chronicle  of  educational  progress 
in  our  country.  For  a  long  generation,  now  quite  h'fty  years,  these  charming  and 
thoroughly  wholesome  little  volumes  have  been  appearing,  year  by  year,  l«r  the 
entertainment  and  instruction  of  thousands  of  children  of  all  ages  ;  including  a 
great  many  people  who  have  found  the  heart  of  their  childhood  renewed,  undur 
gray  hairs,  as  they  glanced  over  the  homely  adventures  of  Rollo,  or  the  straight- 
forward stories  of  Jonas,  and  saw  the  old  world  of  the  New  England  of  half  a 
century  ago  once  more  around  them.  In  1834,  Jacob  Abbott,  a  young  minister 
of  Roxbury,  Mass.,  wrote  the  first  simple  story  of  the  series  which,  under  the 
title  of  the  '  Kollo  Books,'  afterwards  grew  to  the  three  dozen  handsome  juve- 
niles now  republished.  Without  striking  features  of  any  sort,  with  no  glare  of 
unusual  brilliancy,  and  nothing  sensational,  they  struck  the  keynote  of  a  genuine 
American  child's  literature.  Like  his  predecessor,  Peter  Parley  (S.  G.  Goodrich), 
he  dealt  exclusively  with  American  life  as  he  found  it  in  the  country  in  the  New 
England  States.  And  this  feature  we  regard  one  of  the  most  valuable  in  these 
writings.  They  are  to  the  country  life  of  New  England  what  the  poetry  of 
Crabbe  was  to  the  common  rural  life  of  his  day.  Were  every  other  book  sunk  in 
the  sea,  it  would  be  possible  for  the  historian  to  reconstruct  a  complete  picture 
of  the  common  life  of  the  New  England  of  fifty  years  ago  from  this  scrips  of 
juveniles.  In  reading  the  history  of  the  American  Revolution  in  this  series,  we 
are  struck  with  the  author's  ability  to  tell  a  plain  story  and  bring  out  the  points 
most  interesting  to  the  young  in  natural  relief."  —  Journal  of  Education. 

"We  welcome,  and  we  think  the  present  juvenile  generation  will  welcome, 
T.  Y.  Crowell  &  Co.'s  republication  of  this  series  of  juvenile  classics.  The  '  Rollo ' 
and  the  '  Lucy  '  and  '  Jonas '  Books  are  written  with  only  the  children  within  the 
writer's  horizon,  as  the  children  were  first  in  the  writer's  heart.  Some  years  ago 
the  New  York  yation  called  for  a  reprint  of  the  '  Rollo  Books,'  and  placed  them 
among  the  best,  if  it  did  not  declare  them  to  be  absolutely  the  best  of  all  modern 
juveniles."  —  Christian  Union. 

"After  all,  can  any  new  books  for  children  — do  any  — have  quite  the  charm 
of  these  old  favorites?  Oh,  there  never  were  such  books  as  these  in  their  day  ; 
and  there  are  some  wise  heads  who  maintain  that  there  never  have  been  their 
like  since.  The  author's  faculty  for  arresting  attention  by  mefinx  of  common 
things  and  turning  it  to  instructive  uses,  amounts  almost,  if  not  quite,  to  genius." 
—  Literary  World. 

"  No  recent  publication  is  likely  to  meet  a  more  cordial  reception  among  young 
people  than  the  reprint  of  Jacob  Abbott's  works  just  issued  by  Messrs.  T.  Y. 
Crowell  &  Co.  Good  juvenile  literature  is  one  of  the  most  urgent  demands 
of  the  time.  Delightfully  refreshing  as  they  were  to  a  generation  now,  in  a 
sense,  beyond  them,  they  have  not  yet  become  stale  to  the  unvitiated  mind  of 
youth.  The  boy  or  girl  of  to-day  will  devour  them  with  the  same  eagerness,  the 
same  healthy  and  unfailing  relish  with  which  they  were  originally  received  by 
his  parents.  The  American  History  is  equally  admirable  in  its  own  way,  and 
boys  and  girls  desiring  a  simple,  lucid,  interesting  recital  of  American  History 
will  look  in  vain  for  a  book  better  suited  to  their  need."  —  Ar.  Y.  School  Journal. 
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The  illustrations  for  these  volumes  are  deserving  of  especial  mention, 
having  been  prepared  at  great  expense,  a  large  proportion  of  them 
engraved  by  Geo.  T.  Andrew,  whose  work  on  "  The  Cambridge  Book  of 
Poetry  "  adds  so  much  to  its  value. 

The  paper,  printing,  and  binding  are  also  first-class  in  all  respects,  and 
no  effort  has  been  spared  to  make  this  series  attractive  and  popular. 

The  price  has  also  been  fixed  at  a  low  rate,  in  order  to  insure  the  favor 
of  the  public  ;  and  it  is  hoped  that  this  line  of  Poets  will  prove  adapted 
to  the  wants  of  those  desiring  attractive  books  at  popular  prices. 


Thomas  Y.  Crowell  &  Co.,  13  Astor  Place,  N.Y. 


A  most  Reliable  and  Valuable  Book  of  Reference. 


A  DICTIONARY 

OF 

QUOTATIONS  FROM  THE  POETS. 

Based  upon  Bohn's  Edition,  with  numerous  additions  from  American  authors. 

Carefully  revised  and  corrected,  with  Index  of  Authors  and 

Chronological  Data,  and  a  Concordance  Index 

to  Every  Passage  in  the  Volume. 

INTRODUCTORY  PREFACE  BY  R.  H.  STODDAED. 


Crown  Sro,  768  pp.,  $'2.50.    Interleaved  Edition,  $3.50. 


Especial  care  has  been  taken  to  insure  accuracy  of  text,  the  copy  having  been 
compared  with  author's  text  before  putting  in  type,  and  again  verified  by  com- 
paring the  proof-sheets  with  the  original  text,  so  that  each  quotation  has  been 
verified  not  only  by  the  compiler,  but  also  by  an  expert  employed  for  this  pur- 
pose. 

Extract  from  Introductory  Preface. 

"  I  have  examined  this  Dictionary  of  Poetical  Quotations  carefully,  and,  bearing 
in  mind  the  multitude  of  difficulties  which  must  have  beset  the  making  of  it.  I  can 
honestly  say  that,  in  my  opinion,  they  have  been  triumphed  over  by  the  maker. 
This  Dictionary  of  Poetical  Quotations  ought  to  be  the  best  that  has  yet  been 
compiled,  partly  because  it  is  the  latest,  and  partly  because  it  covers  more 
ground  and  embraces  more  poets  thnn  any  other.  I  agree  with  Oldys  in  regard 
to  the  qualifications  necessary  in  an  editor  of  poetic  anthologies,  and  that  they 
are  largely  possessed  by  the  reader-general  for  mankind  who  has  digested  what- 
ever is  most  exquisite  in  our  poets  into  this  Dictionary  of  Poetical  Quotations." 

The  Century,  NEW  YORK,  June  20,  1883.  R-  H'  STODDARD- 

From  the  Editor's  Preface. 

"  The  present  work  is  the  American  version  of  the  latest  edition  of  Bohn's 
Dictionary  of  Poetical  Quotations.  It  largely  represents  American  authors,  and 
embraces  many  additions  from  English  writers.  All  the  quotations  have  been 
carefully  compared  with  the  author's  text,  not  one  being  included  the  accuracy 
of  which  has  not  been  verified.  Full  references  have  been  supplied  in  every  in- 
stance. 

"The  quotations  from  Shakespeare's  Plays  have  been  verified  by  Charles 
Knight's  text,  and  those  from  his  Poems,  by  Mrs.  Horace  Howard  Furness's 
Concordance  to  Shakespeare  ;  those  from  the  Old  Dramatists  by  Routledge's 
edition  ;  and  those  from  other  authors,  by  the  best  editions  of  their  works. 

"  Subjects  have  been  grouped,  and  full  cross-references  have  been  made. 

"  Every  quotation  has  been  consecutively  numbered,  and  a  Concordance  Index 
added,  giving  the  prominent  words  in  each  extract  twice  or  more,  so  that  every 
passage  can  be  readily  referred  to. 

"  The  places,  and  dates  of  birth  and  death  are  given,  with  the  authors'  narrcs. 


A  Dictionary  of  Quotations  from  the  Poets. 

in  an  Index  sltowing  the  quotations  f  ro7ii  each  writer.  In  long  poems  the  lines 
have  been  counted,  and  the  extracts  verified  by  a  reference  to  the  exact  passage. 
"  It  is  believed  that  by  these  methods,  and  by  the  great  care  observed  in  proof- 
reading, this  volume  will  approve  itself  to  the  tastes  and  necessities  of  the  ordi- 
nary reader,  as  well  as  to  all  literary  and  studious  persons,  containing,  as  it  does, 
so  choice  a  representation  of  English  verse." 


Notices  of  the  Press. 

"This  handsome  volume  of  770  pages  seems  to  include  about  everything  neces- 
sary for  the  use  of  the  student  or  professional  reader  in  the  matter  of  poetical 
quotation.  Thousands  of  young  people,  during  the  closing  years  of  their  school- 
life,  need  such  a  dictionary  of  the  poets  as  this,  with  carefully-selected  passages 
under  appropriate  headings,  a  copious  index  of  quotations,  and  such  an  invalu- 
able index  of  authors  as  the  book  contains.  The  present  work  appears  to  us  to 
meet  the  requirements  of  the  great  mass  of  readers  of  poetry  better  than  any 
that  has  fallen  under  our  observation. — Journal  of  £  ducat  ion. 

"  The  system  of  indexing  by  numbering  the  passages,  and  referring  to  them  by 
numbers  in  the  im/K.e  of  Authors  and  General  Index  is  a  very  thorough  piece  of 
•work." —  Good  Lift  r 

"The  highest  ambition  of  the  compiler  in  this  kind  of  work  should  be  accuracy 
goof  judgment  in  the  selection  of  quotations,  and  their  arran<,'i-mtnt .  on  a'll 
these  points  the  compilation  stands  strong,  and  cannot  fail  to  prove  highly  use- 
ful." —  liti!f])eii(/'  nt. 

"  Not  only  very  comprehensive,  but  is  also  admirably  indexed  and  arranged." 

—  Clirts'iri >i  L'n  inn . 

"  Those  who  have  need  of  poetical  quotations  will  find  nothing  more  completely 
adapted  to  their  desires  than  this  book.  We  know  of  none  as  good  —  Bonn's 
edition  has  no  index." —  Christian  Intelligencer, 

"  The  more  competent  the  critic  who  examines  it  the  heartier  will  be  his  favor- 
able verdict."  —  Congreyattonalist. 

"  The  commendation'  of  K.  H.  Stoddard,  which  is  embodied  as  a  preface,  is  a 
sufficient  testimonial  to  its  merits."  —  Jlns/on  Pilot. 

'•  For  variety,  fullness  of  illustration  of  each  topic,  scope,  and  value  of  the 
quotations,  the  work  is  superior  tc  any  other  with  which  1  am  acquainted.  It 
should  tind  a  place  in  every  library."  —  Cyrus  Sorlhrop,  J'rof.  of  Jihtloi-ic  and 
£iii/lixii  Literature  ni  }"<//<-  Cnllci/e. 

"  It  has  been  compiled  with  excellent  judgment  and  evidently  with  great  care, 
and  is  printed  and  indexed  in  :i  way  to  satisfy  the  most  exacting.  It  is  a  useful 
and  attractive  book."  —  Prof.  Kihrin  II.  Griffin,  Win-ium*  ('<•>/ leyr,  .1/os.t. 

"  It  seems  to  be  unusually  full  ,-ind  accurate.  I  Usted  it  on  various  critical 
passages,  and  found  it  always  correct."  —  Prof.  Win.  Hand  Browne,  Joints  Hop- 
kins Unirentity. 

•'  A  work  which  will  add  materially  to  our  stock  of  useful  works  of  reference." 

—  H'ni.  P..  Fritter,  Librarian  Pror.  /'tib/ir  Library. 

"  A  vast  improvement  upon  Bonn's  original  compendium."  —  E.  C.  Sterfman. 
"  Highly  creditable  to  the  compiler's  taste,  industry,  and  accuracy."  —  John  G. 
Whiltier. 

"  Contains  a  vast  amount  of  quotable  verse,  and  appears  to  be  faithfully  in- 
dexed." —  O'iri'r  If'fiitli'l!  Ilnhnrf. 

"An  exceptionally  thorough  and  conscientious  work,  showing  a  catholicity  of 
taste  tluit  adds  greatly  to  tts  value.  A  careful  search  through  the  most  familiar 
passages  has  revealed  no  errors,  a  fact  that  is  extremely  creditable." —  'J'lios.  S. 

"  The  volume  well  deserves  a  place  in  every  working  library,  and  will  be  found 
useful  by  all  renders  and  students.  —  floxfoit  Jritmal 

"  A  treasure-house  of  high  thoughts,  elegantly  expressed.  It  will  be  found  ex- 
ceedingly useful  for  reference.  — Portland  Transcript. 
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Cambridge  Bool^  of  poetsi<ij  and  pong. 

Selected  from  English  and  American  Authors. 

Collected  and  edited   by  CHAKLOTTK   FISKK   BATES,  of  Cambridge, 

compiler  of  "  The  Lonjrfellow  Birthday  Book," 

"  Seven  Voices  of  Sympathy,"  etc. 

With  a  Steel  Portrait  of  Longfellow, 
and  Hi  full-page  illustrations,  from  origi- 
nal designs  by  Church,  Fredericks,  Diel- 
man,  Schell," Murphy,  Gifford,  Smillie, 
Harry  Fenn,  and  others.  Engraved  by 
George  T.  Andrew. 

Over  900  pp.  Eoyal  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  $5 
hf.  morocco,  gilt,  7 
full  morocco,  gilt,  10 

In  a  work  of  this  character  great  liter- 
ary taste  and  discrimination  are  required 
to  successfully  winnow  the  chaff  from 
the  wheat.  For  this  task,  Miss  Bates 
has  proved  herself  peculiarly  fitted,  and 
has  given  much  time  and  labor  to  gather 
in  one  volume  such  selections  as  are 
worthy  of  a  place  among  the  choicest 
poetry  of  the  P^nglish  language. 

The  collection  is  especially  full  and 
complete  in  extracts  from  living  Ameri- 
can authors,  many  of  whom  are  represented  in  no  other  compilation  ; 
while  care  has  been  taken  to  include  those  also  without  which  a  work  of 
this  description  would  be  incomplete. 

Especial  care  has  also  been  taken  to  have  the  text  accurate  and  free 
from  typographical  errors,  the  copy  having  been  carefully  revised  by 
the  compiler  and  competent  proof-readers.  The  indexes,  three  in  num- 
ber, are  minute  and  complete  in  every  respect,  and  leave  nothing  to  be 
desired  in  this  particular.  The  arrfiiif/emoit  of  the  poems  is  on  a  plan 
wholly  different  from  that  commonly  pursued;  the  authors  being  placed 
alphabetically,  and  all  the  extracts  from  each  author  will  be  found  in  one 
section  instead  of  being  scattered  through  the  book  under  different  head- 
ings. It  is  believed  this  feature  will  prove  a  great  convenience  to  those 
who  may  use  the  work  for  reference. 

The  illustrations  have  been  designed  by  some  of  the  best  and  most  emi- 
nent artists  in  this  country,  f.v/y/v.s.s-///  for  this  book,  and  are  superior  to 
anything  ever  before  attempted  in  any  similar  work.  The  engraver  1ms 
faithfully  reproduced  the  drawings  to  the  entire  satisfaction  of  the  artists, 
and  the  value  of  the  book  is  greatly  enhanced  by  these  beautiful  speci- 
mens of  American  art. 

The  whole  work  has  been  faithfully  performed,  both  in  the  matter  of 
the  preparation  of  the  material  and  of  mechanical  execution,  including 
the  presswork  and  the  binding,  all  of  which  combine  to  give  it  that  stand- 
ard character  which  it  lias  been  the  aim  of  the  publishers  to  produce. 

For  Sate  by  all  liooksi-l/i-rn. 

Thomas  Y.  Crowell  &  Co.,  13  Astor  Place,  N.Y. 


A  Volume  which  fairly  Rivals  all  others  in  the  Field. 

The   Cambridge    Book 

OF 

POETRY  AND    SONG. 

An  Elegant   Volume  of  Poetical  Selections,  from  English  and 
American  Authors. 

Collected   and    Edited   by   CHARLOTTE    FISKE    BATES,    compiler    of   the 
"Longfellow  Birthday  Book,"  etc. 

With  Steel  Portrait  of  Longfellow,  and  16  full-page  Illustrations  from  original 
Designs  by  CHLMICH,  IJIKLMAN,  FKEDEKICK*,  FKJSN,  tiis'i  oui>.  Mi  i:rnv, 
S'HKLi.,  SMILLIE,  and  others.  Engraved  by  OKO.  T.  A.M>K;  \\.  uver  900 
pages  royal  8vo. 

Cloth,  Full  Gilt $5.00  !  Half  Mor..  Gilt  Top     .     .     .     .§7,50 

Full  Mor.,  Gilt 10  00  |  Tree  Calf,  Giit 12.00 


"  Eminently  useful  as  a  book  of  reference  for  those  who  write  and  those  who 
are  making  a  special  study  of  poetical  literature."  —  Itoston  Transcript. 

"The  editor  has  shown  admirable  literary  taste  and  a  wise  discrimination  in 
making  the  selections."  —  Journal  of  Education. 

"  A  collection  that  will  earn  for  itself  a  recognized  and  almost  special  place. 
>liss  Bates  has  done  her  work  with  uotabie  taste  and  judgment."  —  Boston 
Pilot. 

"  The  most  valuable  Holiday  Book  that  has  yet  come  to  hand.  The  editor  has 
done  her  work  with  taste  and  judgment."  — Jiostun  (jlobe. 

"  No  finer  artistic  work  has  been  done  in  Boston  this  year."  —  Independent. 

"  A  very  valuable  and  very  attractive  volume."  —  Literary  World. 

"Full  and  accurate  indexes  make  this  a  complete  as  well  as  beautiful  vol- 
ume." —  AT.  Y.  Observer. 

"  The  volume  is  attractive  in  its  binding,  and  pretenrls  to  something  more  than 
attractiveness  in  its  press-work."  —  Springfield  Hepuitican. 

"  The  work  is  a  handsome  specimen  of  book-making."  —  Christian  Union. 

"The  illustrations  are  particularly  good  for  a  work  of  this  class."  —  Boston 
Adrertiser. 

"  The  work,  in  its  mechanical  execution  and  illustrations,  is  one  of  the  hand- 
somest we  have  seen."  —  Pub.  Weekly. 

"  We  prefer  this  new  collection  to  any  heretofore  made,  as  an  ample,  complete, 
and  rich  collection."  — Interior. 

"  Especially  valuable  for  its  liberal  selection  from  the  minor  poets  who  do  not 
figure  in  previous  anthologies."  —  E.  C.  Stedman. 

"  We  have  looked  through  the  volume  pretty  carefully,  and  believe  that  it  is  one 
of  the  best  collections  of  English  poems  to  be' found  in  the  language."  —  Chicago 
A'.  W.  Chris.  Adv. 

"  -Miss  Bates  is  known  as  the  best  compiler  in  the  country.  I  shall  give  the 
volume  an  honorable  place  in  my  library."  —  John  G.  Whittier. 

"  One  of  the  most  elegant  and  valuable  holiday  books  for  the  coming  season." 
—  Zion's  Herald. 
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ONLY  COMPLETE  LINE   OF  POETS  PUBLISHED  IN 
THIS  COUNTRY: 


CRO  WELL'S 

RED    LINE    POETS. 


5O  Volumes.      12mo.      Per  Volume:    $1.25. 


GILT  EDGES,  RED  LINE  BORDERS,  ILLUSTRATED, 
AND  KLEGANTLY  BOUND  in  new  and  beautiful  designs. 

The  NEW  DESIGNS  for  the  covers  are  especially 
attractive  and  in  keeping  with  the  superior  quality  of 
//'/"'',  presswork,  and  binding,  which  combine  to  make 
tliis  series  so  justly  popular  with  the  trade  and  the 
general  public,  whose  demands  during  the  past  year 
have  severely  taxed  our  ability  to  supply  promptly. 

We  would  call  special  attention  to  our  new  AMERI- 
CAN THEE  CALF  RIXD1XGS,  which  will  prove  an 
attractive  feature,  and  are  offered  at  very  low  rates. 

The  following  now  comprise  the  list :  — 


•AURORA  LEIGH. 

•GOLDSMITH. 

•EDGAB  A.  POE. 

•MRS.  BROWNING. 

•HEMANS. 

•POPE. 

•ROBERT  BROWNING. 

HERBERT. 

•PROCTER. 

•BURNS. 

HOOD. 

SACRED  POEMS. 

•BYRON. 

•ILIAD. 

•SCHILLEB. 

CAMPBELL. 

•JEAN  INGELOW. 

•SCOTT. 

CHAUCER. 

KEATS. 

•SHAKESPEARE. 

•COLERIDGE. 

•LADY  OK  THE  LAKE. 

•SHELLEY. 

•ELIZA  COOK. 

•LUCILE. 

SPENSER. 

COWPER. 

MACAULAY. 

*TENKYSON. 

CRABBE. 

•OWEN  MEREDITH. 

THOMSON. 

•DANTE. 

•MILTON. 

TUPPER'S  PHILOSOPHY 

DRYDEX. 

*MOOBK. 

•VIRGIL. 

•GEORGE  ELIOT. 

•ODYSSEY. 

•FAVORITE  POEMS. 

OSSIAX. 

KlRKE  \\HITE. 

•GOETHE'S  FAUST. 

PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS. 

•WORDSWORTH. 

•GOETHE'S  POEMS. 

•POETRY  OF  FLOWERS. 

The  above  are  also  furnished  with  PLAIN  EDGES,  NOT  ILLUSTRATED,  at  51.00 
per  volume. 

Those  marked  with  an  asterisk  (•)  furnished  in  AMERICAN  THEE  CALF,  at 
$4.00  per  volume. 

For  Sale  by  all  Booksellers. 

Thomas  Y.  Crowell  &  Co.,  13  Astor  Place,  N.  Y. 
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